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THE  VESPERS  OF  PALERMO. 


DRAMATIS  PEBaoN^. 


CaVHT  DT  PbCiCIDA.  GuiOO. 

Raimono  111  PROcroA,  his  Son.     Albekti. 
Ebibert,  Viceroy.  Anselmo,  a  Monk. 

De  CoUCI.  VlTTOBIi. 

MoNTJuu.  CoNsriBCE,  SisteT  to  Br^eit 

Nobles,  SoUicTS,  Messengers.  Vaasala,  FeaBants,  fjc.  tfc. 

Scene — -Palerino. 


ACT  1. 

ScEfJK  I.— A  Valley  milk  Vineyards  and  Cottagtt. 

Groups  of  Feasants — Pkocida,  disguised  as  a 

Pilgrim,  among  them. 

Isi  Pea.  Ay,  this  was  wont  to  be  a  feetal  tiniB 
III  days  gone  by !    1  cqh  remember  well 
Tlie  old  feiniliar  melodies  that  rase 
At  break  of  mom,  from  all  our  paiple  hills. 
To  welcome  in  the  vinlage.    Never  since 
Hath  motjc  seem'd  bo  awcet.    But  die  light  hearts 
Which  to  those  measures  beat  so  joyonsly, 
Are  tameJ  to  etillness  now.    There  is  no  voice 
Ofjoy  through  all  the  land. 

3d  Pea.  Yes !  there  are  sounds 

Of  revelry  within  the  palaces. 
And  the  feir  castles  of  onr  ancient  lords, 
Where  now  the  stranger  banquets.    Ye  may  hear. 
From  thence  the  peals  of  song  and  laagbter  rise 
At  midnight's  deepeEt  hour. 

ad  Pea.  Alas!  we  sat, 

In  happier  days,  so  peacefully  beneath 
The  olives  and  the  vines  our  falliers  tear'd. 
Encircled  by  out  children,  vrhoee  quick  atena 
Flew  by  us  m  the  dance !    The  lime  hath  been 
When  peace  was  in  the  hamlet,  wlieresoe'er 
The  storm  might  gather.    But  this  yoke  of  Frarux 


Falls  on  ihe  peasant's  neck  aa  heavily 

As  on  ihe  crsaled  chieftain's.     We  are  bow'd 

E'en  ta  the  eanh. 

Pea's eAild.  M? father, lell me  when 
Sliall  the  gay  dance  and  song  again  resound 
Amidn  otiT  chestUDt'Woode,  as  in  those  days 
Of  which  thou'rt  wont  to  tell  the  joyous  tale  ) 

tit  Fea.  When  there  are  light  and  reckless  hearts  on 
In  Sicily's  green  vaies.    Alae !  my  hoy, 
Men  meet  not  now  to  quaff  the  flowing  bowl. 
To  hear  the  mirthful  aong,  and  cast  aside 
The  weight  of -work-day  care: — they  meet  to  speak 
Of  wrongs  and  sorrows,  and  to  whisper  thong^ta 
They  dare  not  breathe  aloud, 

Jto.  Ifrom  tJCe  baekground.y  Ay,  it  is  well 
So  (0  relieve  tji'  o'erlrarlhen'd  heart,  which  panta 
Beneath  its  weight  of  wrong ;  but  better  fei 
In  silence  10  avenge  them ! 

An  Old  Pea,  "What  deep  voice 

Came  with  that  startling  tonel 

IH  Fea.  It  was  our  gurat's, 

The  stranger  pilgrim  who  hath  eojoum'd  here 
Since  yestermom.    Good  neishbors  mark  him  ^^11 : 
He  bath  a  stately  hearing,  and  an  eye 
Whose  glance  looks  throusdi  the  heart.    His 

III  with  such  veslinr—     ^-  -  ■-  '-" - 

His  pilgrim  cloak,  e  .  _ 

Of  wiiihtly  ermme !    That  commanding  step 
Should  have  been  used  in  courts  and  camps  to  move. 
Mark  him ! 

Old  Fea.  Nay,  rather,  mark  liira  not ;  the  times 
Are  fearful,  and  they  leach  the  boldest  hearts 
A  cautions  lesson.    What  aliould  bring  him  here! 

A  Youlh.  He  spoke  of  vengeance! 

Old  Fea.  Peace  !  we  ate  bes 

By  snares  on  every  side,  and  we  must  ieam 
In  dlence  and  in  patience  to  endure. 
Tulk  not  of  vengeance,  for  Ibe  word  is  death. 

Pro.  (coming  foneard  indignantly.)     The  word  is  ■ 
And  what  hath  life  &r  thee. 
That  (hoD  sliouldst  dine  to  it  thus  1  thou  abject  thing! 
Whose  very  soul  is  moulded  to  the  yoke. 
And  stamp'd  with  servitnde.    What!  is  it  life, 
Thus  at  a  breeze  fo  start,  to  school  thy  voic« 
Into  low  fearful  whispers,  and  to  cast 
Pate  jealoDS  looks  arotmd  thee,  lest  e'en  then, 
Stran^is  should  catch  ila  echo  1 — Is  there  aught 
In  ihts  BO  prectous,  that  tiiy  forrow'd  cheek 
Is  blanch'd  with  terror  at  (he  passing  thought 
Ofbfliarding  some  few  and  evil  days, 
Which  drag  thus  poorly  on  1 

Some  of  Feaa.  Away,  away ! 


3  OP  PALERMO. 

iti  thy  presence. 

J.  ,„.    ,.      ^„  ; — Are  Ihero  deeper  iHs 

Than  those  ye  bear  thus  cnlmly  t     Ye  have  draici'd 
'I'ho  cup  ofbitterncBs  [ill  nought  remainfl 
Tofearol3hrink  from— therefore,  be  ye  strong! 
Power  divflieth  with  do^jair.— Why  start  ye  lima 
-\.t  words  whieh  are  hut  echoes  of  the  thoiiflhta 
i/ick'd  in  yi^ur  secret  eoulal— Full  well  1  know, 
'('here  is  not  one  mnong  you,  but  halh  nursed 
.-'ome  proud  indignant  feeling,  which  doth  make 
(  nn!  conflict  of  hia  life.    I  know  «S«  wrongs, 
/  ml  tiiine — and  thine, — hot  if  withui  your  Dreusta 
1  here  IB  no  chord  ihat  vibrates  to  my  voice, 
Then  fere  yaweU. 

A  youth  iemaing  forward.)  No,  no !  say  on.  Bay  on  ! 
There  are  etill  freo  and  fiery  hearlae'en  here, 
Thnt  kindle  at  thy  words. 


For  all  who  suffer  with  indignant  rhou^ta 

WJiich  work  in  alent  strength.    Whatl  think  ye  Heaven, 

O'erlooka  ih'  oppressor,  if  ho  bear  av.hile 

His  crested  head  on  hi^!— I  tell  you.no! 

Th'  avens?r  will  not  sleep.    It  was  an  hour 

Of  triumph  to  the  conqoeror,  when  our  king, 

Our  youna  brave  Conradm,  m  life's  fair  inom 

On  the  red  scafibid  died.    Vet  not  the  less 

Is  Justice  throned  above  ;  and  her  good  time 

Comes  ruahuig  on  in  slorms ;  that  loyal  blood 

Halh  lifted  an  accnsmg  voice  from  eurlh, 

^nd  halh  been  heard.    The  Unces  of  the  past 

Fadeui  moil's  heart,  but  ne'er  dolh  Heaven  forget. 
Pea.  Bad  we  but  arms  and  leaders  we  are  men 

Who  might  earn  yengeance  yet ;  but  wanimg  lliesu, 

Whal  wouldst  thou  have  us  do  I 
Pro.  Be  vigilant ; 

And  when  the  Kgnal  wakes  the  land ,  arise '. 

The  peasant's  arm  is  strong,  and  there  shall  be 

A  rich  and  noble  harvest.  Tare  ye  well.  [Exit  Phocii 

IstFea.  This  man  should  beaprophet:  how  he  seem  d 

To  read  our  hearts  with  his  dark  searching  glance 

And  aspect  of  command '.  and  yet  his  garb 

id  Pea.  Speak  low ;  I  know  him  well. 

At  fiist  his  voice  disturb'd  me,  like  a  dream 
Ofolherdays,  but  I  remember  now 
His  form,  seen  oft  when  in  my  youth  I  served 
Beneath  the  bannets  of  our  kings  >     1  is  he 
Who  hath  been  eslled  and  proscribed  so  long. 
The  Count  di  Frocida. 

Pea.  And  IS  this  he? 


.ibi.t.A")Oglc 


But  wilh  some  mighty  purpose ;  doubt  il  not ; 
Perchance  lo  bring  na  freedom.    He  is  one, 
WhoBe  taith,  ibion^i  many  a.  trial,  hath  been  prsved 
T.._._  . .!...  princes.    But  away! 


M^m' 


jntide  heat  IS  past,  and  from 

lies  are  wandering;  through  the  vineyarda  ; 


Scene  11.— A  Terrace  of  n  Cattle. 
Egibert,  VmxiGlA. 
Vit.  Have  T  not  told  thee,  that  I  bear  a  heart 
Bhghted  and  cold  ?— Th'  affections  of  mj;  youth 
Lie  slumbering  in  the  crave :  their  fount  ia  closed, 
And  all  the  soTt  and  playful  tendemssa 
Which  hath  its  home  in  woman's  breaatj  ere  yet 
Deep  wcongB  have  sear'd  it  j  all  is  fled  from  mine. 

Eri.  O  lady !  doth  the  flower 

That  sleeps  entomb'd  through  the  long  wintry  storms. 
Unfold  its  beauty  lo  the  breath  of  Spnng, 
And  shall  not  woman's  heart,  from  chiU  aesnair. 
Wake  at  love's  TOice? 

Vit,  Love ! — make  iorc'*  name  thy  apel] 

.\nd  I  am  strong! — the  very  word  calls  up 
From  the  dark  past,  (houghls,  feeUngs,  powers,  array'd 
In  arms  against  thee  1— luiow'st  thouioAjim  1  loved. 
While  my  soul's  dwellmg  place  was  still  on  earth  t 
t^e  who  was  bom  for  empire,  and  eudow'd 
With  such  hiah  gifts  of  princely  majesty, 
As  bow'd  all  neartfl  before  him ! — Was  he  not 
Brave,  royal,  benu^lul  ? — and  such  he  died  : 
He  died  ! — hasc  thou  forgotten  ! — And  thou  rt  here. 
Thou  meet'at  my  glance  with  eyes  which  coldly  look'd 
— Coldly!— nay,  rather  with  triumphant  gaze. 
Upon  hie  muraer  I — Desolate  aa  I  am. 
Yet  in  Ihe  mien  of  thine  affianced  bride, 
Oh  I  my  loat  Comadin!  there  should  be  still 
Somewhat  ofloltiness,  which  might  o'erawe 
The  hearts  of  thine  assassins. 

Eri.  Haughty  dame ; 

If  thy  proud  heart  to  tendeme^  be  iloaed. 
Know,  daneer  is  around  thee :  thou  hast  foea 
That  seek  thy  rain,  and  my  power  alone 
Can  shield  (heefrom  ibeiraria, 

Vit.  Prove  ngal,  tell 

Thy  tale  of  danger  lo  some  happy  heart 


A'.oot^lc 


ry  [halare  blest  m 


Whose  oar  of  iriumph  in  its  earthquaite  path, 
O'er  ^e  bow'd  neok  of  ^rostiale  Sicj]; , 
Haih  borae  him  to  donunion ;  he,  mv  king, 
Charles  of  Aiijou,  decrees  thy  haiid  the  hoon 
My  deeds  have  welt  deserved ;  and  who  hath  power 
A^inst  his  mandates  1 

Tit.  Viceroy,  tell  thj  lord. 

That  e'en  where  chains  lie  heaviest  on  the  land. 
Souls  may  not  all  be  fetler-d.    Oft,  ere  now, 
Conijneiora  have  rocli'd  the  earth,  ytt  ML'd  to  tame 
Unto  their  purposes  that  restless  fire 
Inhabitmg  man's  breast.— A  spnrlt  butsls  forth, 
And  so  Ihey  perish ! — ^tis  the  fate  of  those 
Who  sport  with  iighming — and  it  may  behia. 


wmth  whidi  is  not  powerless.    Yet  agaii 

_.  .j)nklhee,hidy!— I '- '-'' 

To  vigilant  hatred  oft. 


Bethink  ihee,  lady! — Love  may  change — Aa(A  changed 


^._   il  EaiKEBT. 

....  .  , .     Some  ere  novf  have  slopt  and  dreamt 

Of  motroWB  which  ne'er  dawn'd— or  ne'er  for  them, 
So  silently  their  deep  and  still  repose 
llath  melted  into  death  I—Are  there  not  balms 
In  nature's  bonndless  veulms,  to  pour  out  sleep 
Like  this  on  me  7 — Vet  should  my  spirit  still 
Endure  its  earthly  bonds,  till  it  could  bear 

Free  and  aveaiifid.—Thou  should'st  te  now  at  worit, 

la  wrath,  my  native  Etna !  who  dost  lilt 

Thy  spirypillarofdatk  smoke  so  high, 

Through  the  red  heaven  of  sunset  I—sieep'st  thou  still, 

With  ail  thy  iiiunts  of  fire,  while  ^«)ilers  tread 

The  glowing  vales  beneath  7  [Pbocida  enters,  diaguued. 

Ha '.  who  art  thou, 
Unbidden  guest,  that  wj.th  so  mute  a  step 
DoBt  steal  upon  me  1 

Pra  One,  o'er  whom  hath  pass'd 

All  that  can  change  man's  aspect !— Yet  not  long 
Shalt  thou  fiiidsalety  in  forgetfulnesa. 
— I  am  he,  to  breathe  whose  name  is  perilous, 
Unle^  thy  wealth  could  bribe  the  winds  to  silence 
— Know'st  thpu  this  lady  ?  ^He  ehxea  a  rmg 

Vit.  Righteous  Heaven  !  the  pledge 

Amidst  his  people  from  the  scaflbld  thrown 
By  him  who  perish'd,  and  whose  kingly  blood 


Th'  Avenger,  iLo  Deliverei . 

Pro.  Call  m 

When  my  gr^ 

Is  changed  ail .._ 

Vit.  Why  doBl  thou  gan 

With  sQch  a  Btill  and  solemn  earnestiieea, 
Upon  my  ftltet'd  mien? 

Pro.  That  I  may  read 

If  to  the  widow'd  love  of  Conradin, 
Or  the  proud  Eribert's  tiiumphanl  biide. 
I  now  entrust  my  hie. 

VU.  Thou,  Procida, 

That  tiaa  flhooIdM  wrong  me  thus ! — proloinf  ihy  gnie 
Till  it  hath  found  an  answer. 

Fro.  'Tis  enoogh. 

1  find  it  in  thy  cheek  whose  rapid  change 
la  from  death^s  hue  to  fever's ;  in  the  «^d 
IJnsettlerJ  brightness  of  thy  proud  dark  eye. 
And  in  thy  wasted  form.     Ay,  'tis  a  deep 
And  solemn  joy,  thus  in  thy  looks  to  ttace. 
Instead  of  youth's  gay  bloom,  ihe  characteis 
Of  noble  Buflering : — on  thy  brow  the  aarae 
Commanding  spirit  holds  its  native  state. 
Which  conldiiot  stoop  to  vileneaa.    Yet  the  voine 
Of  Fiune  hath  told  afar,  that  thou  ahoukl'at  wed 
Thi=  tyrant  Eribert. 

Vit.  And  told  it  not 

A  tale  of  insolent  lovs-repell'd  with  scorn. 
Of  stem  commands  and  fearful  nienscea. 
Met  vrith  indignant  conmge  J— Prooida ! 
It  was  but  now  that  haughtilj'  I  braved 
Hia  sovereign's  mandate,  which  deiTeea  my  himd, 
With  its  ka  appanage  of  wide  domaiiSi     > 
And  wealthy  vussals,  a  most  fitting  boolt, 
To  recompense  hia  ciimes.— I  smiTed,  ay,  smiled- 
In  proud  security,  for  the  high  of  heart 
liiive  stitia  pathway  to  escape  di^race, 
l^hotrgh  it  be  dark  and  loiie- 

Pra.  Thou  shall  not  need 

To  tread  its  ahadowy  mazes     Trust  my  words : 
I  tril  thee,  that  a  ^irit  is  abroad, 
Whifh  will  not  slumber  till  it?  path  be  traced 
By  deeds  of  fearful  fiune.    Vittoria,  live! 
It  U  most  meet  that  thou  shouldat  live,  to  see 
The  mighty  expiation ;  for  thy  heart 
For^ve  me  that  I  wronn'd  ita  faidi)  bath  nursed 
A  high,  majestic  grief,  whuse  ^eal  is  set 
"—  Tn  thy  marble  brow. 


P?(™ 


A.OOt^lC 


1^  eazing  on  \[,e  witlier'd  io3c.  that  ibese 
Time,  or  the  blight,  hath  work'd  !— Ay,  tUia  is  in 
Thy  viaion's  scope ;  bnt  oh !  tjie  thin^  uneeen. 
Untold,  nndreamt  of,  which  like  shadijwspasB 
Hoiirlj'  o'er  thai  mjetetious  wurld.  a  mind 
To  rain  euiiek  by  grief!— Yet  iutb  m^  soul, 
Far  'midst  iis  dorknesa,  nurse  one  soaring  hope. 
Wherein  is  bright  vitality  .—'Tie  to  see 
fli»  blood  avenged,  End  his  fcjr  heritage, 
My  her -■'■-'  — •—  '— ■■  ■-  -' ^— - 

Pro. 

With  whne ^ ,  .  „ 

Of  oar  great  mountain  swells? — There  will  be 
A  fearlul  burst ! — Vittoria !  brood  no  more 
In  silence  o'er  thy  sorrowa,  hut  go  forth 
Amidst  tliy  vassals  (yet  be  secret  still) 
And  let  thy  breath  give  nnrtnre  to  the  spark 
Thou'lt  find  already  kindled.    I  move  on 
'     '    '  'abening  in  my  paih 


we  ^old 


Yea.  I  feel 


lis  bteathins  influence  whilst  I , 

Who  wert  ita  light  in  life.    Yet  will  we  not 
Malie  womanish  tears  our  of&ring  on  his  (omb ; 
He  filiall  have  nobler  tribute  ! — I  must  hence. 
But  thou  shalt  soon  hear  more.    Await  the  time. 

lExeunt  separately 
Scene  III.— TAe  Sea-Shore. 
RimosD  Di  Fbocida,  Constance. 

Con.  There  is  a  shadow  far  within  your  eye, 
Which  haihoflate  been  deepening.    You  were  wont 
Upon  the  clearness  of  your  open  brow 
To  wear  a  brighter  spirit,  shedding  round 
Joy  like  our  southern  sun.    It  is  not  well. 
If  some  dnrk  thought  be  gathering  o'er  your  soul, 
Tohideitfrnmaftcnon.    Why  &  tlli^ 
My  Ralmond,  why  is  this  1 

Saim.  Oh  r  from  the  dreams 

Of  youth,  swept  Constnnce,  hath  not  manhood  sttll 
A  wild  and  stormy  wakening  ? — They  depart. 
Light  sAer  light,  our  glorious  visions  bide. 
The  VBguelylieaulifiil !  till  earth,  mivcil'd, 
Lies  pale  around ;  and  life's  realities 
Prera  on  the  soul,  from  its  nnfiithom'd  depth 

n-..._; ,._  c .__!■ , 1  ihoughB, 

:rthus. 


A'.oot^lc 


And  Jouijiy  st 
Withhigbiis- 
To  breathe  v 


nalin-i 


-To  hreallie !— ll  ia  not  breath  1 
Coji,  I  know  ihy  gneS 

— And  [a't  not  mine  ? — for  those  devofed  men 
Dooin'd  with  their  life  to  expiate  some  wild  word. 
Born  of  (he  socisl  hour.     Oh  !  I  tmve  knell, 
■     tiler's  feel,  with"   "" 
10  spate.    His  hi 
rainai  my  voice  ;  yet  will  I  ni 
le  oauae  of  mercy. 


Waste  not  thon  thy  prayers, 

For  pity,  iiougti  the  gfllUng  chain  be  worn 
Byaome  lew  slaves  the  less.    Let  them  depart! 
There  ia  a  world  beyond  the  oppressor's  reaoh, 
And  thither  lies  their  way. 

Con.  Alas !  I  see 

That  some  new  wrong  hath  pierced  you  to  the  soul. 

Saim.  Pardon,  [>eloved  Constance,  if  my  words 
From  feelings  hourly  stung,  hove  caught,  perchance, 
A  tone  of  bitterness !    Oh '.  when  thme  eyea 
Widi  their  sweet  eloquent  thoughttnlnesa,  are  fii'd 
Thus  tenderly  on  mine,  I  should  forget 
All  else  in  their  soft  beams  ;  and  yet  1  came 
To  lell  thee 

Con.  What  1  What  wouWat  Ihou  say  T    O  s 

Thou  noold'st  not  ieave  me ! 

Saim.  ,  I  have  oast  a  cloud. 

The  ^ladow  of  dark  thoughts  and  ruin'd  fortunes. 
O'er  thy  bright  spirit.    Haply,  were  I  pone. 
Thou  wouldst  resume  Ihyself,  and  dwe 


E^aas 


r.  This  IS  but  mockery.— -Well  thou  know'at 
Hath  given  me  nobler  being ;  made  my  heart 
A  home  for  all  (he  deep  suWimities 
Of  strong  aflection  ;  and  I  would  not  change 
Th'  Hlaited  life  I  draw  from  that  pure  source. 
With  at!  ifa  cheguer'd  hues  of  hope  and  fear, 
U'en  for  ^e  brightest  calm.     Thou  most  unkitid .' 
Have  I  deserved  this! 

Saim.  Oh  !  thou  bast  deserved 

A  love  less  fetal  to  thy  peace  than  mine. 
Think  not  'tis  mockery !— But  I  cannot  rest 
To  be  the  acorn'd  and  trampled  thing  I  am 
In  this  degraded  land.    Its  very  akies. 
That  amile  as  if  bul  festivals  w       '    " 


would  go  torth 
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To  seek  mj'  noble  fetlier ;  he  halh  been 
Too  long  a  lonely  ejile,  and  hia  name 
Seems  lading  in  the  dim  obscurity 
Which  gathers  round  my  fortunee. 

Con.  Must  we 

Andiaitcome  to  this!  Oh!  I  have  elill 


Alas!  too  deep,  loo  fond,  ii. 

Too  full  of  hope,  she  csata  on  troubled  w 
The  trensures  of  her  aoul ! 

Eaim.  Oil,  speak  not 

Thy  gentle  and  deaponding  'ones  fall  coli 
t. -. 5j  hear!.— Ilease  ''•'■'■  *-■" 


Upon 

And  we  may  yet 

To  work  all  eliange  one  earth  !- 
Which  early  love  had  form'd  ; 


To  be  more  worthy  of  a  love  like  thine. 
"     '  '  '        at  of  feme ! — A  few  short 

A  few  short  yea 
J  for  death  and  fi 
satth !— To  break 


Saim.                                Where' 
Thou  shalt  be  with  my  soul ! — ThyEo 
Shallrii  '' 


beard  in  boyhood,  bringing  back 
1  morning  iresnness.— Oh  I  that  there  ^oliM 
ea,  which  we  love  withauoh  deep  le 


rough  that  love,  to  learn  bow  much  of  woe 

Dwells  m  one  hour  like  this!— Yet  weep  thou  not 
We  shall  meet  soon ;  and  many  days,  d^ar  love, 
Ete  I  depart. 

Cob.  Then  ihero'fl  a  respite  still, 

Days!— not  a  day  but  in  il8  course  may  bring 
Some  slranse  vioiaaitude  to  turn  addc 
Th'  impending  blow  we  ehruilc  from  .—Fare  tliee 

— Oh.  Raimond!  this  is  not  our  last  farewell! 
Thou  would'st  not  so  deceive  me ! 

Bam.  Doubt  me  not, 

Gentlest  and  best  beloved !  we  meetagaitj. 

Raim.  (after  a  pause.)  When  shall  I  brealiie 

To  Ihose  untamable  and  burning  thoughla, 

And  restless  aspirations,  which  consume 

My  heart  i'  tb'  land  of  bondage !— Oh !  with  you 

Ye  everlasting  images  of  power, 

And  of  infinity '.  thou  blue-rolling  deep. 


J^^^^oogtc 


And  you,  ye  stars !  whose  bsaiiis  are  charaoteis 
WherewiBi  the  oracles  of  tale  ate  traced  ; 
With  rqu  mf  sOul  finds  roam,  and  cans  aside 
The  wsight  that  doth  oppreag  her.— But  my  thoughts 


rPsociDA  enters  unobsereed. 
It  la  the  hour 

Pro,  (coming  forward.)  He  is  here. 

Saim.  Now,  thou  mysleriaus  Etianger,  thou,  whose  gMince 
Doth  fis  itself  on  memory,  and  pursue 


One,  whose  Ute 

Hath  heen  a  troubled  str«am,  and  made  its  way 
Through  rocks  and  darlmesa,  and  a  thousand  slomie. 
With  still  a  mighty  aim.    But  now  the  shades 
Of  eve  are  gaihenng  round  me,  and  I  come 
To  this,  my  native  land,  that  I  may  Test 
Beneath  ila  vines  in  peace. 

Saim.  Seek'st  thou  for  peace  J 

This  is  no  land  of  peace ;  unless  that  deep 
And  voiceless  tenor,  which  doth  freeze  men's  thoughts 
Back  to  their  source,  and  mantle  ia  pale  mien 
With  a  dull  hollow  semblance  of  repose. 
May  BO  be  oall'd. 

Pro.  There  ate  such  cahna  hill  ofi 

Preceding  earthquakes.    "     ^  ■ 


Such  guise  of  huah'iTBuLinissiteness  as  best 
May  anit  the  troubled  a^)eet  of  the  times, 

Snim.  Why,  then,  thou  art  welcome,  etrangei,  to : 
Where  most  disguise  is  needfid. — He  were  bold 
Who  now  sboalS  wear  his  thoughts  upon  his  brow 
Benea  th  Sicilian  ^ies.    The  brother's  eye 
Do^  search  distrustiiilly  the  brother's  lace  ; 
And  friends,  whose  imdivided  lives  have  drawn 
From  the  same  past  their  long  remembrances, 

Full  to  o'erilowing,  in  their  social  hour. 

Should  pour  out  some  rash  word,  which  roving  windi 

Might  whisper  to  our  oonquerois. — This  it  in. 

To  wear  a  foreign  yoke. 

Fro.  Itmalleranol 

To  him  who  holds  the  mastery  o'er  his  spirit. 
And  can  suppress  its  workings,  till  endurance 


lA.OOt^lC 
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le  cling  with  most  Icnacious  grasp 


Why  dost  ihou  turn  away  3 
-fiaim 


What  wouldsl  thou  with  me  ? 
1  dee.n'a  thee,  by  th'  ascendant  soul  which  hved, 
And  made  its  throne  on  thy  commanding  brow, 
One  of  a  sovereign  nature,  which  would  acorn 
S3  to  abaae  its  high  capacilies 
For  aught  on  earth.    But  thon  atl  like  the  rest. 
What  wouldsl  lliou  with  me? 

J*™.  I  would  coaneel  thet. 

Thou  must  do  that  which  men — ay,  valiant  men — 
Hourly  submit  lo  do;  in  the  proud e»urt, 
A.,din  the  stalely  camp,  and  at  the  board 
(y  midnight  revellers,  whose  flush'd  mirth  is  all 
AMrife,  won  hardly.— Where  is  he  whose  heart 
Li  IB  bare,  through  all  its  foldinge,  to  the  aaze 
OI  mortsl  eye  1 — If  vengeance  wait  the  toe, 
Oi  late  th'  oppressor,  'lis  in  depths  oonceal'd 
Bt  loDtb  a  smiling  surface. — Youth,  I  say, 
Ki  -ip  thy  sonl  down! — Put  on  a  mask! — ^'tis  worn 
Al  ^e  by  power  atid  weakness,  and  the  smooth 
A^  i  specious  intercourse  of  life  requires 
Iti  aid  in  every  scene. 

3aim.  Away,  dissembler  I 

Lie  liath  its  high  and  its  ignoble  tasks, 
Fi-led  (0  every  nature.     Will  the  free 
Ai>d  royal  eaf  e  stoop  to  learn  the  arts 
Bj  which  the  serpent  wins  his  spell-bound  prey  ? 
It  fi  because  1  wiH  not  clothe  myself 
In  I  vile  garb  of  coward  semblances, 
TlHii  now,  e'en  now,  I  struggle  with  my  heart, 
T-  bid  what  most  I  love  a  long  farewell, 
And  seek  my  country  on  acme  distant  shore, 
Wher.        ■    ■■ 


Tly  father,  should  his  footsteps  e?r  again 

Kaim.  My  father '.  what  of  him  ] 

Speak !  was  he  known  lo  thee  J 

Pro.  In  distant  lands 

With  him  I've  traversed  tnany  a  wild,  and  look'd 
On  many  a  danger;  and  the  ihoaght  that  thou 
Wert  smiling  ihen  in  peace,  a  happy  boy, 
Ofi  through  the  storm  halh  cheer  d  him. 

Saim.  Dost  thou  deem 

That  atill  he  lives?— Oh  1  if  it  be  in  chains. 


In  woe,  in  povetlj''B  obacureat  cell, 

Say  bal  he  lives— and  I  will  track  his  steps 

E'en  to  earth's  verge  ! 

Pro,  It  may  be  that  ho  livea, 

Though  long  his  name  hath  ceased  to  be  a  word 
FamiTiar  in  man's  d  weilinga-    But  its  sound 
May  yet  be  heard ! — Raimond  di  Frocida, 
Rememberesl  Ihon  thy  father  t 

Raim.  From  ray  mind 

Hia  form  hath  fiided  long,  for  years  have  paas'd 
Since  he  went  forth  lo  eiile :  bnt  a  vague, 
Yel  powerful  image  of  deep  majesty, 
SlQI  dimly  eatiienng  round  eaon  thought  of  him. 
Doth  claim  rastuictive  reverence ;  and  my  love 
For  his  inspiring  name  hath  long  become 
Part  oi'my  being. 

Pro.  Raimond  !  doth  no  voice 

Speak  to  thv  soul,  and  tell  thea  wlioae  the  arms 
That  would  enfold  thee  now !— My  ann !  my  son  ! 

„  .      ^  .,      .    ^,.  ^_..    — --heii   lUowi 


Father !— Oh  God  !— my  feiher  1 

:  thiahour 


W^  my  heart  woke  before  thee 


Makes  hope  reality ;  for  thou  l _ 

My  dreams  had  pictured  thee ! 

Maim.  Yet  why  so  long 

E'en  03  a  stranger  hast  thoB  cross'd  my  pa*a. 
One  nameless  and  unknown ! — and  yet  I  felt 
BachpuloB  within  me  thiilluifl  to  thy  voice. 

Pn.  Beoanae  I  would  not  Kok  (by  fete  with  mhie, 
■nil  I  could  hail  the  dayspring  of  that  hops 
Which  now  is  gathering  rouitd  ua. — LiaCen,  yonth ! 
Thou  hast  told  me  of  a  subdued  and  seom'J 
And  trampled  land,  whose  very  soul  is  bow'd 
And  feshion'd  to  her  chains  >-lul  I  tell  thee 
Of  a  most  generous  ojid  devoted  land, 
A  land  of  kindling  energies  ;  a  land 
Of  glorious  recollections^^)roudly  true 
To  the  high  memory  of  her  ancient  kings. 


Saisi.  And  where  is  tbisl 

Pro,  Here,  in  oar  isle,  our  own  feu:  Sicily ! 
Her  spirit  is  awake,  and  moving  on. 
In  its  deep  silence  mightier,  to  regain 
Her  plaoe  amongst  the  nations ;  and  the  hour 
Of  that  tremendous  effort  is  at  hand. 

Baim.  Can  it  be  thus  indeed  7— Thou  pour'st . 
Through  all  my  burning  veins ! — I  am  as  one 
Awakening  Irom  a  chilfand  death-hke  sleep 
To  the  full  glorious  day. 


A'.oot^lc 


E'en  from  dieir  ^ijiiile  reat.    Yet  mark  me  well  T 
lie  aeijret! — for  along  my  destined  palh 
I  yet  must  darkly  luove.— Now,  follow  me ; 
Andjoinabandofmen.in  whose  high  liearla 
There  lies  it  nation's  atrength. 

Saiia.  My  noble  father ! 

Thy  words  have  given  me  all  for  which  I  pined — 
All  aim,  r  hope  a  parpose ! — And  the  blood 
Dotli  rash  in  wiitmer  currents  through  my  veina, 
As  n  bright  fountain  from  its  icy  bonds 
By  the  quick  sun-sirobe  Ireed. 

-Pro-  Ay,  this  is  well! 

Such  natures  hurst  men's  chains ! — Now,  fullow  me.  [J 

ACT  ir. 

Scene  I.— Apartment  in  a  falace. 
Eribebt,  Constance. 

Coil.  Will  you  not  hear  me  T— Oh !  that  they  who  ne 
Hourly  fofgiveiie^,  they  who  do  but  live, 
While  mercy's  voice,  beyond  th'  Plemal  etora, 
Wina  ^e  great  Judge  to  listen,  should  be  thus. 
In  their  vain  exercise  ofpageant  power, 
Hard  and  telentlcra! — Gentle  brother,  yet 
'Ti?  in  your  ch'iice  to  imitate  that  heaven 
Whiise  noblest  joy  is  pardon. 

Eri.  'Tia  too  late. 

Yoii  have  a  soft  and  moving  voice,  which  pleads 
With  eloquent  melody— but  they  must  die. 

Con.  What! — die! — for  words! — for  breath  which  !e 
To  Bully  the  pure  air,  wherewith  it  blends, 
Andis.beingutter'd,  gone?— Why, 'twere  enough 
For  sndi  a  venial  feuli  to  be  deprived 
One  litilo  day  of  mnn'sfree  heritBge, 
Heaven's  warm  and  snnny  liaht !— Oh !  if  you  deem 
That  evil  harbois  in  their  souls,  ot  least 
Delay  the  stroke,  till  guilt,  made  manifest, 
Shall  bid  elem  Justice  wake. 

£iL  I  am  not  one 

Of  those  weak  spirits,  that  timorously  keep  watch 
For  (au  occasions,  thence  to  borrow  hues 
Of  virtue  for  their  deeds.    My  school  bath  been 
Where  power  sits  crown'd  and  ann'd. — And,  mark  me 
To  a  distruatftil  nature  it  might  seem 
Strang,  that  yoar  lips  thoa  enmestly  should  plead 
For  these  Sicilian  rebels.    O'er  my  beine 
Suspicion  holds  no  power.— And  yet,  take  note 
— I  Ivive  said,  and  they  n——  -"-- 


Eri,  Ofwh^-'-thal  heaven 
Con,  No  !— Hut  diat  earth 


Have  you  no  feail 
houldM? 
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Dark  eyes  bent  on  you,  e'en  'midst  festal  throngi. 
With  such  deep  haired  settled  in  their  glance, 
My  heart  hath  died  withia  me. 

Mri.  Am  I  then 

To  pause,  and  dnnbt,  a'nd  shriiTk,  because  a  girl, 
Adreamina;  girl,  hatb  trembled  at  a  look  7 

Con.  OhT  rooke  are  no  illusions,  when  the  soul. 
Which  may  not  speak  in  words,  can  find  no  way 
But  theirs,  to  Uberty '. — Have  not  these  men 
Bri.  re  sona,  or  noble  brolhera  1 

Eri.  Yes!  whaae  name 

II  reals  with  me  to  make  a  word  of  fear, 
A  sound  forbidden  'midst  ihe  haunts  of  men. 

Con.  But  nol  forgotten '. — Ah !  beware,  beware 
—Nay,  look  not  slernly  on  me.— There  is  one 
01  that  devoted  band,  who  yet  will  need 
Yeaia  to  be  ijpe  for  death. — He  is  a  youth, 
A  very  boy,  on  whose  unshaded  cheek 
The  aprina-iiniB  slow  is  lineerina.    'Twos  but  now 
His  mother  letl  mc,  widi  a  Smi^opo 
JuHt  dawning  in  her  breaal ;  and  1 — 1  dared 
To  foster  its  laiDl  spark. — You  smile! — Oh!  then 
He  will  be  saved  l 


Yet,  with  your  pitying  heart,  you  ^ould  not  thus 
Have  raoct'd  the  Imy  s  sod  mother — I  have  said. 
You  should  not  thus  have  mock'd  her !— Now  farcw. 

Con.  Oh,  brother!  hard  ofheatt!--tbr  dt 


-■^wii 


Fro.  Thy  vassalB  ate  prepared  then  ? 


I'hy  sun 
Ao. 


Keep  the  flame  bright, 
Bui  hidden  till  this  hom-.-Would'st  thou  dare,  fady. 
Is  at  the  night's  mid  watch, 


Town. 
In  the  lo 


C.OOt^ 


rro.  oil  I  the  forest  patlu 

ArE  dim  and  wild,  u'en  when  ihe  sunMiine  Blreama 
Tliroagli  tlieir  hi^  archeH ;  bill  when  powerful  nighl 
Comes,  wiih  her  cloudy  phantoms,  nna  her  pale 
Uucerlam  mbonbeania,  and  the  hollow  sounds 
Of  lier  mysterious  winda;  their  nspeoi  Iken 
In  of  another  and  more  fearful  world  ; 
A  realm  of  mdiaiinct  and  slisdowy  forma. 
Wuking  strange  thoujihls,  almost  too  much  lor  this, 

V™  "'  ""  ""''Well  I  know      ' 

All  this,  and  more.    Such  euenea  have  bcon  tli'  ahodua 
Where  through  the  silence  ol'm;  soul  have  pass'd 
Voices,  and  visions  I'rom  the  spliere  of  thise 
Thai  have  to  die  no  more. !— Nay,  doubt  it  not ! 
If  such  unearthly  iiitercomsc  hath  e'er 
Seen  gianted  to  our  nature,  'tis  to  hearts 
Whose  love  is  with  the  dead.    They,  they  alone, 
Unmadden'd  could  sustain  the  fearful  joy 
A.id  cloiy  of  its  trancta  1 — at  tlie  hour 
Whicn  makes  guilt  tremulous,  and  peoples  eorlh 
And  air  with  infinite,  viewless  multitudes, 
[  will  be  with  thee,  rrocida. 

Pro.  Thy  presence 

Will  kindle  nobler  thoughts,  and,  in  the  aouts 
Of  suffering  and  indignant  men,  arouse 
That  which  may  strengthen  our  majestic  couse 
With  yet  a  def  per  jiower.— Know'sl  thou  tlie  spot ! 

Vit.  Full  well.    Tliere  is  no  scene  bo  wild  and  lone 
In  these  dim  woods,  but  I  have  visited 
ItB  tangled  shades. 

Fro.  At  midnight  then,  we  meet.  [Exit  Piioi:itii. 

Vit.  WhyshouldlfearT— Thou  wilt  be  with  me,  thou 
Th'  inunorlal  dream  and  shadow  of  my  soul. 
Spirit  of  him  I  love  !  th»t  meefet  me  still 
In  loneliness  and  silence  ;  in  the  noon 
Of  the  wild  night,  and  m  the  forest  depths. 
Known  hut  tu  me  ;  for  whom  thou  giv'st  the  winds 
And  Mghing  leaves  a  cadence  of  thy  voiee. 
Till  my  heart  faints  with  that  o'erthrilling  joy ! 
— Thou  willjbe  with  me  there,  and  lend  aij  lips 
Words,  fiery  word?,  to  flush  dark  cheeks  with  shame, 
That  thou  an  unavenged !  [Exit  VmoKW 

Scene  III. — A  Chapel,  with  a  Motiumeat  on  which  is  laid  a 
smord. — Moonlight. 
Pkocida,  RiinoND,  Mohtalda. 
Mim.  Atid  know  you  not  my  story  ? 
Fro.  In  the  lands 

Where  I  have  been  a  wanderer,  your  deep  wrongs 
Were  numbered  with  oar  country's  ;  hut  their  tale 


..rSoilgll!' 


Came  only  in  faint  echoes  to  mine  cur. 
I  wouM  &in  hear  it  bow. 

Man.  Hark !  while  you  spoke, 

There  was  a  voice-like  murmur  in  the  hieexe 
Which  even  like  death  came  o'er  me — 'twas  anight 
Like  this,  of  clouds  contendiiu;  with  the  moon, 
A  night  of  Bweeping  winds,  ofruading  leaves, 
And  Bwift  wild  BhsdowB  floating  o'er  the  earth, 
Clothed  with  a  phantom  life  ;  n%en,  after  yeais 
Ofbatcle  and  captivity,  I  apoir'd 
My  good  Hteed  homewards. — Oh!  what  lovely  dreams 
Rose  on  my  Ktiiit! — There  were  leara  and  smilea, 
Hot  all  of^  E — And  there  were  bounding  atena, 
Aod  clingitur  arms,  whose  paesionato  cla^p  oflove 
D  >th  twiEe  BO  fondly  round  the  warrior's  neck 
When  his  pinmed  helm  is  dofF'd — Hence,  feeble  thoughts! 
— I  am  sterner  now,  yet  once  such  dreams  were  mine  ! 

Raim.  And  were  they  leaUied ! 

Mtn.  Youth !  Aak  me  rol, 

Bui  Baiea! — I  drew  near  my  own  fiiirliome; 

Of  bugle,  pealing  from  Uie  watch-lower'B  height 

At  my  approach,  although  iny  trampling  steed 

Made  the  earth  ring ;  yet  the  wide  gates  were  thniwn 

All  open.— Then  mv  tieart  misgave  rhe  first. 

And  on  the  threshold  of  iny  sHenl  ball 

I  paused  a  moment,  and  the  wind  swept  by 

With  the  same  deep  and  dirge-like  lone,  which  pierced 

Mr  soul  e'en  now. — I  call'd-^^ny  flttUMling  voice 

Gave  ulleranoe  lo  my  wife's,  my  children's  names; 

They  answer'd  not— I  roused  my  failing  sWength, 

And  wildly  rush'd  within.— And  they  were  there. 

Saim.   And  was  all-well? 

Ay,  well !— for  death  is  well, 
..    -Isee  them  yet, 
ir  innocent  beauty,  which  had  fail'd 
To  stay  th'  assa^eui'a  arm '. 

Raim,  Oh,  righteoas  Heaven  ! 
Who  had  done  &is  ? 

Mon.  Who! 

Pro.  Canst  thou  question,  lufto  ? 

Whom  hath  the  earth  to  perpetrate  such  deeds. 
In  the  cold  bliioded  revelry  of  crime, 
But  those  whose  yoke  ia  on  us  ? 

Saim.  Manofwoe! 

What  words  hath  pity  for  despair  like  thine  ? 

"—   Pity  !-^bnd  youth !— My  soul  disdains  the  grief 
!olh  tmbosom  its  ■" ■— 

lo  be  relieved ! 

For  woes  like  these, 
no  sympathy  but  vengeance. 


(?le=- 


None! 
„     ^  ,       t  your  hearlB 

Might  catch  the  spint  of  the  scene  1 — Look  coond  '. 
We  me  in  the  awiiil  presence  of  the  dead ; 
Wilhin  yon  tomb  (A*^  sleep,  wKose  Rentle  blood 
Weighs  down  the  moiderer'a  Boul. — They  aleepf — hnl  I 
Am  wakeful  o'er  their  dust ! — I  laid  my  sword, 
Withotu  its  sheath,  on  (heir  sepulchral  slone. 
As  on  an  allai ;  and  the  eternal  slais, 
And  heaven,  mid  night,  bore  wimeaa  lo  nly  vow, 
No  more  to  wield  il,  save  in  one  great  cause, 
Ths  vengeance  of  the  grave ! — And  now  the  hour 
Of  that  aiunement  comes !  [He  takes  the  siBoid  from  the  torn. 

Jtaim.  My  spirit  hurna! 
And  my  full  heart  almost  lo  burstiiig  swells. 
—Oh !  for  the  day  of  battle ! 

Pro.  Raimond,  they 

Whose  souls  are  dark  with  guildess  blood  must  die, 
-ButnotinbatlJc. 

Saim.  How,  my  lather  T 

Pro.  No! 

Look  on  that  sepuklire,  and  it  will  leaoh 
Another  lesson. — But  the  appointed  hour 
Advances. — Thou  wilt  join  our  chosen  bond, 
Nciile  Montalba! 

Mon.  Leave  ;;■[;  ibr  a  time. 

That  I  may  calm  my  soul  by  intercourse. 
With  tlie  still  dead.before  I  mix  with  men, 
And  with  their  pas^ons.    I  have  nursed  for  years. 
In  silence  and  la  eolilude,  the  flame 
Wiiieh  doth  consoAme  me  ;  and  it  is  not  nsed 
Tims  to  be  look'd  or  breathed  on.— Ftocida  ! 
I  would  be  tiauqnil— or  appear  so — ere 
I  join  your  brave  confederates.    Through  my  heart 
i'here  siruufc  a  pang— but  it  will  soon  have  pas^'d. 

Fro.  Remember  T—in  the  cavern  by  (he  crofs. 
Now,  follow  me,  my  sou.        [Exeunt  Fkocida  and  Rumom 

Moil.  (After  a paaeetleaidng  on  the  tomb.)    Said  he, 
'■  My  miB  ?'^~Now,  why  should  this  man's  life 
Go  Mwn  in  hope,  thus  resting  on  a  son. 
And  I  be  desolate! — How  strange  a  sound 
Whs  that — "  ma  gon .'" — I  had  a  boy,  who  might 
Hiive  worn  as  free  a  soul  upon  his  brow 
As  doth  this  youth. — Why  should  the  ihou^t  of  A™ 
Thus  haunt  me! — When  I  tread  the  peopled  ways 
Of  lila  again,  t  shall  be  paaa'd  each  hour 
By  fathers  with  iheit  children,  and  I  must 
Leam  calmly  to  look  on.— Melhinks 'twere  now 
'    flnomy  consolation  lo  behold 

in  bereft,  as  I  am !— Bill  away. 
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Handed  by  Bucks  a. 
ade  Vioss  seen  ainang  the  Socks 

PrOCIDA,  RilMOMD. 

Fra,  And  ia  it  Ihus,  beneath  die  solemn  ekies 
Of  midnight,  and  in  solitary  cavee, 
Wliere  the  wild  forest  creatnro  make  iheii  lair— 
Is't  IhuH  the  ciiiofe  of  Sicfly  muat  hold 
The  councils  oi'theireouiitty  I 

Eaim,  Why,  Buch  scenes 

In  their  primeval  majesty,  beheld 
Thus  by  faint  starli^t,  and  the  partial  glare 
Of  the  red-streaming  lava,  will  inspu« 
Far  deeper  thoughts  than  plUai'd  halls,  wherein 
Statesmen  hold  weaty  vigila. — Are  we  not 
O'erahttdow'd  hy  thai  Ems,  which  of  old 
With  its  dfead  prophecies,  nalh  stiiicli  dismay 
Through  tyrant  s  hearts,  and  bads  them  seek  a  home 
In  other  cUmes  1 — Hark  t  Irom  its  deptha  e'en  now 
Wliat  hallow  moans  are  sent  I 

Enter  MoNTALBi,  Goido,  and  ofier  Sicilians. 
,  Welcome,  my  brave  as 
'olf 'a  wild  freedom  here       _ .. 
'tnidet  rocks  and  caves.    Are  w 
isicdiajia.  All,  all ! 
Pro,  The  torchlight,  swayed  by  every  guhi, 

Bot  dimly  ^ows  your  ieamres.    Where  is  he 
Who  from  his  battles  had  relurti'd  to  breathe 
Once  more  without  a  corselet,  and  to  meet 
The  voices,  and  the  footsteps,  and  the  smiles, 
Blent  with  his  dreams  of  home!— Of  that  dark  tulc 
The  test  is  known  to  vengeance  '. — Art  thou  heiu. 
With  thy  deep  wrongs,  and  resolute  desyair. 
Childless  MontalbaJ 

Man.  (advandjig.)  He  ia  at  thy  side. 
Call  on  that  desolate  father,  in  the  hoar 
When  his  revenge  is  nigh. 

Fra.  ■  Thou,  too,  come  forth, 

i^Vom  thine  own  halli  an  exile  ! — Doat  thou  make 
The  mountain-^Blnesaea  thy  dwelling  still, 
While  hoaSile  banners,  o'er  thy  rampart  walls, 
•Wave  their  proud  blazonry ! 

First  Sicilian.  Even  bo.    I  stood. 

Last  ni^l,  betbre  my  own  ancestral  towera 
An  unkmiwn  onlcast,  while  the  tempest  tieat 
On  m^  bare  head — what  reck'd  it ! — There  was  joy 
Withm,  and  revelry ;  the  festive  lamps 
Were  streaming  from  each  tnrret,  and  gay  songs, 
r  th'  stranger's  tongue,  made  mirth.    They  little  deem'ii 
Who  heard  their  melodies ! — but  there  are  thoughts 
B-^  nmtured  in  the  wild ;  (here  are  dread  vows 
Known  to  the  mountain  echoes. — Procida ! 


nriV^ojri?' 


il,  when  revenge  is  nigh. 
yoang  Sicilian— one  \fliose  heart 
On  tlial  moat  guilty  dny, 


1  epeat,  a  wcepin™  boy,  w-  ,=„ 

Melled  a  thousand  henria  that  dared  not  aid, 
Stood  by  tlie  sonfTold  with  extended  arms. 
Calling  upon  hia  ftthir,  wliose  last  look 
Turn'd  foil  on  liim  its  parting  iignav. 
The  fathers  blood  gush'd  o'er  hun  !— a 


n  !— and  the  bof 


To  ihcbri^l  heaven. — Doth  he  remember  still 
That  bitler  hour  1 

Second  Sicilian.   Hf^  bears  a  sheathlera  sword 
Call  on  die  orphan  wlien  revenae  is  nigh. 

Pro.  Our  land  shows  gallantly— but  there  ore  men 
Who  should  be  with  us  now,  had  they  not  dared 
In  some  wild  moment  olfeBtivity 
To  give  their  full  hi  aria  way,  and  breathe  a  wish 
Fur  freedom !— and  some  traitor— it  might  be 
A  breeze  perehancc — Ixire  the  loriiiaden  sound 
To  EWieit;— so  thev  must  die— unless 
Fate  (who  at  limes  is  wayward)  should  select 
Some  other  victim  first !— But  have  they  not 
Brothers  or  sons  among  us  ? 

Gui.  L-.ofc  on  me  ! 

I  nave  B  brother— a  young  hiah-aoul'd  boy, 
And  beaudful  as  a  sculploi'a  drr^am,  with  brow 
Tbal  wears,  amidst  its  dark  lioh  curls,  die  stamp 
Cf  inborn  nobleness.    In  crath,  he  is 
A  glorious  creature !— But  hm  doom  is  seal'd 
With  their's  of  whom  you  spoke;  and  I  have  knelt— 
— Ay,Heommeiiot!  'twas  for  hia  life— I  knelt 
E'en  at  the  viceroy's  feet,  and  he  put  on 
Thai  hearties  laugh  of  cold  malignity 
We  know  BO  well,  and  spum'd  me,~-But  the  slam 
O'  shame  like  this,  takes  blood  to  wash  it  off, 
And  thus  it  shall  be  canceli'd !— Call  on  me, 
When  the  stem  moment  of  revet^  is  nigh. 

Pro.  I  call  upon  thee  to™  .'    The  land's  high  sool 
Is  roused,  and  moving  onward,  Uke  a  breeze 
Or  a  BWifl  sanbeam,  kindling  nature's  huea 
To  deeper  life  before  it.    InTiis  chains, 
Tlie  peasant  dreanii  of  freedom !— Ay,  'tia  thus 
Oppression  fiina  th'  imperishable  flame 
With  moat  unconscious  himds. — No  praise  he  hers 
For  what  she  blindly  works !— When  slavery's  cop 
O'etflows  its  boanda,  tho  creeping  poison,  meant 
To  dull  our  senses,  through  each  hiiramg  vein 
Pours  fever,  lending  a  deliiious  strength 
Vol.,  11-3 


To  buret  mail's  feiieis— and  they  shall  be  buret ! 

I  have  hoped,  wlieu  hope  seem'tl  frenzy ;  but  a  powar 

Ahiilestn  huiuBu  will,  w!ieab«nt  with  strong 

Udswerving  energy  on  one  great  aim. 

To  make  and  rule  lis  fortunes ! — I  have  been 

A  wanderer  in  the  fullness  of  m;  yeara, 

A  resUesB  pi%rira  of  the  earth  and  eeas. 

Gathering  the  generous  thongbts  of  other  lands. 

To  aid  our  hoty  causa.    And  aid  is  near  : 

Dot  we  must  give  the  signal.     Now,  before 

The  mnjesty  of  yon  pure  heaven,  whose  eye 

Is  on  our  hearts — whose  righteous  arm  betiienda 

The  arm  that  strikes  lor  freedom— speak !  decree 

The  bte  of  our  oppcessors. 

Mon.  Let  tbem  fall 

When  dreaming  least  of  peril ! — When  tbe  heart, 
Basking  in  sunny  pleaaure,  dolh  forget 
That  hate  may  smile,  but  sleeps  not. — Hide  tlie  sword 
With  a  thick  Tral  of  myrtle,  and  in  halls 
01'  banqueting,  where  the  full  wine-cup  sliines 
Red  in  (he  lescal  torchlight:  meet  we  there 


:  free  festal  bour^SK 
BtshaUsp       ■ 


'Who  talks  of  innocence  1 
When  hath  i'leir  hand  been  slay'd  for  innocence  ? 
Let  ihem  all  perish !— Heaven  will  choose  its  own, 
Why  should  iAetr  children  live  J— The  earthquake  whelmi 
Its  undistinguish'd  thousands,  making  graves 
Of  peopled  cities  in  ila  path — and  Ihis 
Is  heaven's  dread  juatice — ay,  and  it  is  well ! 
Why  then  should  tee  be  tender,  when  the  skies 
Deal  thus  with  man  !— What  if  the  infant  bleed  1 
Is  there  hot  power  to  bush  the  mother's  panga  1 
What  if  the  youthful  bride  perchance  should  fall 
In  her  triumphant  beauty  !  —Should  we  pause  t 
As  if  death  were  not  mercy  to  the  pangs 
Which  make  our  lives  the  records  of  woes ! 
Let  them  all  perish ! — And  if  one  be  fuund 
Amidst  iKir  band  to  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  pity,  or  remoree,  or  boyish  love. 
Then  IJehij  doom  as  theirs!    M  pause.)    Why  gaze  ye  ifc 
Brethren,  what  means  your  silence ! 

Siciliaaa.  Be  it  so ! 

If  one  among  Hsstav  th'  avenging  steel 
For  luve  or  pity,  be  his  doom  as  theirs ! 
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Piedgeweourliiilhtothis?        , 

Saim.  Iruihing  foncard  indigjiaaliy.)  Our  faith  to  lAi*.' 
No :  I  but  dreajnt  I  heard  it :— Can  it  bo  ! 
My  conntrymBn.niy  father!— Ib  it  thus 
That  ftfedom  shoukl  be  won  1 — Awake ! — awalie 
To  loftier  thouehls  1 — Lift  up,  esiillingiy. 
On  [he  crowned  heights  and  (o  the  sweeping  winds, 
Your  glorioaa  banner!— Let  your  trumpet's  blast 
Malie  the  tombs  thiil!  with  echoes '.     Call  aloud, 
Procloini  from  all  your  hills,  the  land  ehall  bear 
The  stranger's  J olie  no  longer! — What  is  ha 
Wtio  eatrjes  oti  his  pracdsed  lip  a  smile, 
Beniialh  his  vest  a  dag^r,  which  but  waits 
Till  Iheheait  bounds  with  jojr,  to  still  its  beatingsl 
That  wliich  our  nature's  instinct  doth  recoil  from, 
dad  oor  blood  curdle  at — ay,  yours  and  mine— 
A  murderer!    Heard  ye!— Shall  that  name  with  (mra 
Go  down  to  after  days? — Oh  friends!  a  cause 
Like  that  for  which  we  ri?e,  hath  made  bright  names 
01  the  elder  time  as  rallying  words  to  men. 
Sounds  fiill  of  might  and  iinmorlaUty ! 
And  shall  not  ours  be  sitcb  ? 

Mon,  Fond  dreamer,  peace ! 

Fame!  What  is  fime  !— Will  our  unconscious  dust 
Stiirt  into  thriHino;  rapture  from  the  pave, 
At  the  vain  breath  ofpnlise  ?— I  ipU  thee,  youlli. 
Our  Houls  are  parch'd  with  agonizing  thiisl. 
Which  must  be  quench'd  though  death  were  in  the  drau^t; 
We  muBt  have  vengeance,  for  our  foes  liave  left 
No  other  joy  unblighted. 

Pro.  Oh,  my  son '. 

The  time  is  past  for  such  high  dreams  as  thi;ie. 
Thou  know-at  not  whom  we  deal  with.    Knightly  feitli 
And  cliivalrona  honor  are  but  things  whereon 
They  cast  disdainful  pity.    We  must  meet 
Falsehood  with  wiles,  and  msult  with  revenge. 
And.  for  onr  names — whate'er  the  deeds  by  which 
We  butst  our  bondage— is  it  not  enough 
That  in  the  chronicle  of  days  to  come. 
We,  through  a  bright  "  Fo'r  Ever,"  shall  be  call'd 
The  men  who  saved  their  country  ! 

Saint.  Many  a  land 

Hath  bow'd  beneath  the  yoke,  and  then  arisen. 
As  a  strong  lion  rending  silken  bonds. 
And  on  the  open  field,  before  high  heaven, 
Won  such  majestic  vangeance,  as  lialh  made 
1(3  name  a  power  on  earth.— Ay,  nations  own 
It  is  enough  of  gloiy  to  be  call'd 
The  children  of  the  mighty,  who  redeem'd 
Their  native  soil — but  not  by  means  like  these. 

JMbn.  I  have  no  children.— Of  Montalba's  blood 
Not  one  red  drop  doth  cu-cte  thntugh  the  veins 
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the  pasl^ — Away  I  when  ihou  dost  aland 

On  this  Mr  earth,  as  doth  a  blasted  tree 
Which  the  worm  aun  tevivaa  not,  then  telum, 
Strong  in  thy  deaolatioo ;  but  till  then. 
Thou  art  not  for  our  purpose  j  we  hava  need 
Of  more  upaiitinking  hsntts. 

Saim.  Montalba !  know, 

I  shrink  from  crime  alone     Oh !  if  my  ?oLCe 
Might  yet  have  power  among  von,  I  would  aay 
AssooiateB, leaders,  6e  avenged!  buljel 
An  knigiiB,  bb  waniora ! 

Man.  Peace  1  Have  we  not  borne 

Th'  indellible  taint  of  contamely  and  chains  1 
We  are  not  knights  and  warriors.    Our  bright  ateat 
Have  been  defiled  and  trampled  to  the  earih. 
Boy !  we  are  slaves-and  oar  revenge  shall  bo 
I>eep  as  a  alave'a  disgrace. 

Saim.  Why,  then,  farewell  i 

I  leave  you  to  your  counsels.     He  that  sliU 
Would  hold  hia  hfty  nalure  undebased. 
And  his  name  pure  were  but  a  loiterer  here. 

Pro.    And  ia  it  thus  indeed? — dost  (sou  foraake 

Raim.  '  Oh, father!  what ptoud hopes 

This  hour  hath  blighted !— yet,  whale  er  betide, 

Ii  is  a  noble  privilege  lo  loo^  up         

Fearless  in  heavens  bright  face— and  thia  is  mine. 
And  shall  be  atiU.  l^xit  E 

Pro.  He's  gone !— Why,  let  il  be  1 

I  trust  our  Sicily  bath  many  a  eon 
Valiant  asmine.    Assaciaies!  'tis  decreed 
Our  ioea  aball  periah.     We  have  but  to  name 
The  hour,  ibe  scene,  the  aignal. 

Man.  It  should  be 

In  the  fiillcity,  when  some  feelivai 
Hath  galher'd  throngs,  and  luU'd  infatuate  hearts 


To  bnsl  secnrity.    Hark !  is  there 

'   iound  of  hurrying  ftolsleps  on  tl 

?  rire  betiay'd. — Who  art  thou) 


One  alone 
y,lif    " 

!S  her  veil,  the  Sieiiinns  draie  hack  « 
tiial>a»s.  Th-  affianced  brid 

Of  our  lost  king !  „    .  ,^      , 

Pro.  And  more,  Montalba  '  Itnow 

Wilhin  this  form  there  dwells  a  soul  as  high 

As  warriors  in  their  batllea  e'er  have  proved. 

Or  oatriols  on  the  scaffold, 

fit.  Valiant  men ! 
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uj  ...J  u.....  —~, ,  live — anolhcr's  bride  I 

Sicilians.  Never,  oh,  never  l—iear  not,  noble  lady  ! 

Worthy  of  Coiiradin ! 

Vit.  Yet  bear  me  still. 

His  bride,  thai  Eriben's,  who  notea  our  teara 

Wiih  bis  insulling  eye  of  cold  derision, 

And,  could  he  pierce  Ihe  depiba  where  feeling  worfcu. 

Would  nnmber  e'en  our  BgonieH  as  crimes, 

— Say.ia  thiam    ■' 


lis,  Iftdy 
wrongs, 


Gui.  We  deem'd  these  tiuptiai 

Thy  willing  choice  ;  but  'lis  a  joy  to  find 
Tbou  art  noble  still.    Fear  not ;  by  all  our  w 
This  shall  not  be. 

Fro.  Viltoria,  thou  art  come 

To  ask  our  aid— but  we  have  need  of  thine. 
Know,  the  completion  of  our  high  designs 
Requires— a  festival ;  and  it  must  be 
Thy  bridal : 

Vit.  Prooida ! 

Fro.  Nay,  start  not  thus, 

Tis  no  hard  task  to  bind  your  raven  hair 
With  festal  garlands,  and  to  bid  the  song 
Rise,  Slid  the  wine-cup  mantle.    No— nor  yet 
To  meet  your  suitor  at  the  glitt'ring  shrine, 
mere  death,  not  love,  awaits  him  f 

Can  my  fori 


We  have  no  other  means 
Of  winnmg  our  great  birthright  hack  from  those 
Who  have  usun/d  it,  than  so  lulling  them 
Into  vain  confidence,  that  they  may  deem 
All  wrpngs  ibtgot ;  and  tins  may  he  best  done 
By  what  I  ask  of  thee. 

Jlion.  Then  we  will  mis 

With  the  fludi'd  revellers,  making  their  gay  feaiT. 
The  harvest  of  the  grave. 

Vit.  A  bridal  day! 

-Must  it  be  so  ?— Then,  ehiefe  of  Sicily, 
I  bid  you  to  my  nuptials!  but  be  there 
With  your  bright  swords  unsheathed,  for  thus  alone 
My  guests  should  be  adorn'd. 

Pnj.  And  let  thy  banquet 
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THE  VESPBRH  O 


No  gifl  ofpropheoy !— -It  but  re 
To  name  onr  signal,  cbiefe  ! 

Maa.  The  Veeper-bell ! 

Fro.  Even  so — the  Vesper-betl,  whi>ae  deep-toneii  peal 
Is  heard  o'er  land  and  wave.     Part  of  our  bantl, 
VViaring  ihc  giiisB  of  antic  revelry, 
till  ill  enier,  as  in  some  fenlastic  pageanl, 
Tbe  hallB  of  Eribert ;  and  ai  tlie  hour 
iJevi.ied  to  the?  sivord's  tremendous  task, 

I  follow  with  the  rest— The  Vesper-bell ! 

That  sound  shall  wake  th'  avenger;  fur  't'a  nome, 

Tlie  dme  when  power  is  in  a  voice,  n  brenih. 

To  iHirst  tha  spell  which  bound  ua.    But  the  nighl 

lawaning,  vrith  her  Btara,  which,  one  by  o!ie 

Worn  UB  to  part.    Friende,  to  your  homes ! — yuiir  homes? 

That  name  b  yet  to  vidn. — Away,  prepare 

For  our  nejtl  meethig  in  Palermo's  walls. 

The  Vesper-bell !  Kemembtr '. 

Slc^ans.  Fear  \ii  not 

The  Veapei^beU !  I  F.rei.nt  n<nn, 

ACT  ni. 

ScEBE  1, — Ajiartment  in  a  Taiace. 

EltTBETLT,  VnTORIA. 

Vit.  Speak  not  of  love— it  is  a  word  with  deep 
Strange  mag^  in  Va  melancholy  sound. 
To  Buramoii  up  the  dead ;  and  they  ^ould  reel, 
At  such  an' hoor,  forgotten.    There  are  thiuga 
We  must  throw  from  us,  when  the  hcan  would  galher 
Strength  to  fulfil  its  settled  purposes ; 
Ther^ore,nomoreoflove£--But,iflo  robe 
This  form  in  bridal  omaments-to  fmile 

II  eon  smile  yet)  at  thy  gay  feast,  and  stsind 
Atlh'  altar  by  thy  side; — if  this  be  deem'd 
Enough,  it  shall  be  done. 

En.                                My  fortune's  star 
Diith  rule  th'  ascendant  sliif!  (.Apari.'i—K  r.o\  of  love. 
Then  pardon,  lady,  that  I  speak  o!joy, 
Atid  with  Binlting  heart 

Vit.  -    There  w  no  joy! 

—Who  shall  look  through  the  far  futurity. 
And,  na  the  ^dowy  visions  of  events 
Develop  on  his  gaze,  'midst  their  dim  throng. 
Dare,  with  oracular  mien,  to  point,  and  say. 
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•  Thiawill  bring  happines3!"—Wlio  shall  do  thisl 
—Who,  Ihou  and  I,  and  all :— There's  One,  who  uta 
In  His  own  bright  ttanquillitv  enthroned. 
High  o'er  all  BMnns,and  looking  far  beyond 
Their  Ihicteel  clouds ;  but  we,  ftom  whose  dull  eyea 
Agrain  of  dust  hides  the  great  sun — e'n  roe 
Usurp  his  attributes,  and  talk,  aa  aecra, 
Of  future  joy  and  grief  '. 

Eri.  Thy  words  are*Bltange. 

Tet  will  I  hope  that  peace  at  lenslh  shall  aettte 
Upon  thy  Iroubled  heart,  and  add  soft  grate 
To  thy  majestic  beauty.— Fair  Vitlorial 
Ohl  il  my  cares 

Vit,  I  know  a  day  shall  come 

Of  peace  to  all.    Ev'n  from  my  darken'd  spirit. 
Soon  shall  each  restless  wish  he  exorcised, 
Which  haunts  it  now,  and  I  shall  then  lie  down. 
Serenely  lo  repose.    Of  this  no  mote. 

Eri.  Command  my  power, 

And  deem  il  thus  most  honor'd. 

Vit.  Have  I  then 

Soar'd  such  an  eagle  pitch,  as  lo  command 
The  mighty  Erihert?— And  yet 'lia  meet; 
For  I  bethink  me  now,  I  should  have  worn 
A  croicn  upon  this  forehead.    (Jenerous  lord  ! 
Since  thusyoti  give  me  freedom ,  know,  there  is 
An  hour  I  haveloved  from  childhood,  and  a  sound 
Whose  tones,  o'er  earth  and  ocean  sweetly  bearing 
A  sense  of  deep  repose,  have  lull'd  me  ott 
To  peace — which  is  forge tfuliiess ;  I  mean 
The  Vesper-bell.    I  pray  you  let  it  be 
The  summons  to  our  bridal-Hear  you  not  1 
To  our  fair  bridal  I 

JEri.  Ladf.  let  vour  will 

Appoini 


™S  ray  hi 

.  li.  ..        ,  — 

To  rule  the  glorious  fortunes  of  the  day, 


Vit.  Why,  then, 't 

~       '     'le  glorious  fortunes  of  the  da 

.y  be  coutent.    Yet  much  re 


For  thought  to  brood  on,  and  I  would  be  left 
Alone  with  my  resolves.    Kind  Eribert  I 
(Whom  I  command  so  absolutely,)  now 
Part  we  a  few  brief  hours  ;  and  douht  not,  when 
I'm  at  thy  aide  once  more,  hut  I  shall  stand 

Eri.  'Your  smiles  are  troubled,  lady- 

May  they  e'er  long  be  hrighwr!     Time  will  seem 
Slow  till  the  Vesper-hell. 

Vit.  'Tis  lover's  phrase 

'  ■'      ■"  !t  for  you: 


Whethei'  they  bear,  on  their  s\ 


Unshad. 

Vit.  'Tis  very  meet 

That  HeaTeii  (which  ISres  the  just)  should  w 
In  hotiorof  his  fortunes.— Now,  my  lord, 
Forgive  me  if  I  soy,  farewell  until 
Th'  appointed  hou 


Lady  a  brief  ferewell.  [Exeunt  separaitty. 


Pro.  And  dost  thou  still  refuse  to  share  the  glory 
Of  ihia,  our  daring  enterprise  I 

Raim.  Oh,  father! 

r,  too,  have  dreamt  of  glory,  and  the  word, 
Hath  to  my  houI  been  as  a  irnrnpel's  voice, 
Makine  my  nature  aleepless  — But  the  deeds 
Whereby  'twas  won— llie  high  exploits,  whosertole 
Bids  the  heart  bum,  were  of^another  cost 
Than  such  ae  thou  requiresl. 

Pro.  Every  deed 

Hath  sanctity,  if  bearing  for  iu  ^m 
The  freedom  of  our  country ;  and  the  sword 
Ahlteahonor'din  thepatnol'shand, 
SearchiDB  'midst  wamor-bosta,  the  heart  which  gave 
Oppreffflon  hirth  i  or  flashing  through  ihe  etooni 
Of  the  still  chamber,  o'er  its  troubled  couch, 
At  dead  of  night.  ^        . 

Eaim.  iturmng  ainay.)  There  is  no  path  but  one 
For  noble  natures.  ,    , ,      , 

Pro  Wouldat  thou  ask  Che  man 

Who  to  the  earth  hath  dash'd  a  nation's  chaina. 
Rent  as  with  Heaven's  own  lightning,  by  what  means 
The  glorious  rnd  w»s  won  !— Go,  swell  Ih'  acclaim  ; 
Bid  the  deliverer,  hail '.  and  if  his  path 
To  that  most  bright  and  sovereign  destiny 
Hath  led  o'et  trampled  thousands^,  be  it  call  d 

Saim.  Father!  my  soal  yet  kindles  at  the  thought 
..     ...      _  ! "-lyhood  iearn'd 

Where'iAou  didst  plant  tEem ;  and  they  speak  of 
Who  needed  no  vain  Bc^histrv  to  gild 
Acts  that  wonid  bear  Heaven's  light— and  such  be 
Oil,  father !  is  it  yet  too  late  to  draw 
Thepraisenndblessingof  all  valiant  hcarls 
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strigbteouacsuse? 

What  wouldst  thou  dot 


Thai  spirit,  whose  i 
To  iia  proud  spben 

Fro.  Ay!  nndgl  

To  gather  all  bia  might  :- 
Thereisaworkt.ibPtbia 

When  rings  the  Ve^wr-bi- „  . 

To-morrow's  Eun  halh  reach'd  i"  th'  noouday  heaven 

His  throne  of  burning  glory,* very  sound 

Of  the  Provencal  tongue  within  oar  walla, 

As  hy  one  thunderstroke — (you  are  pale  my  aon) — 

Shall  be  forever  silenced! 

Raim.  What!  snch sounds 

Ab  falter  on  the  lip  of  infiincy. 
In  its  imperfect  n Iterance  '.  or  are  breathed 
By  the  fond  mother,  as  she  lulls  her  babe ) 
Or  in  sweet  hyums,  upon  the  twilight  air 
Poafi  by  the  timid  maid  ?— Must  all  alike 
Be  atill'rfin  death  ;  and  wouldsl  thou  tell  my  heart 
There  is  no  crime  in  this  ? 

Pro.  Since  thou  dost  feel 

Such  horror  of  our  purpose,  in  Iby  power 
Ate  means  that  might  avert  it. 

Saim.  '       Speak!  oh  speak! 

Fra.  How  would  those  rescued  thousands  bless  thy  name, 
Shouldst  thou  betray  ua ! 

Ea!m.  Father  !  I  can  bearw 

Ay,  proudly  woo— the  keenest  questioning 
of  thy  soul-gifted  eye ;  whii;h  almost  seems 
To  claim  a  part  of  Heaveii's  dread  royalty, 
—The  power  that  searches  thought. 

Fro.  [afler  a  pouse.)  Thou  hast  a  brow 

Clear  ss  the  day— and  yet  I  doubt  thee,  Raimond ! 
Whether  it  be  that  I  have  learn'd  distrnai 
From  a  long  look  through  man's  deep-folded  heart ; 
Whether  my  paths  have  been  so  seldom  cros'd 
By  honor  and  fair  mercy,  [hat  they  seem 
Bui  beautiful  deceptions,  meeting  thus 

I  doobl  ihee  !— See  thou' waver  not— lake  heed. 

Time  hftB  the  veil  from  all  thmgs  !  [Exit  Pnocmi. 

Saim,  And  'tia  thus 

YoQih  fedes  from  ofT  our  spirit ;  and  the  robes 
Of  beauty  and  of  majesty,  wherewith 
'"     clothed  our  idols,  drop  !— Oh!  bitter  day. 


When,  at  the  crushing  of  oi 
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From  the  pure  eye  of  Heaven,  my  brow  may  well 
Undaunlea  meet  my  father's.— But  away  ! 
Thov,  Shalt  be  saved,  ?weet  Constance  !— Love  a  yet 
Mightier  than  vengeatn-e.  iEnt  KaWOKD 

BcEHE  III.— Gardens  of  a  Palace. 

CoNSTiBCE,  alone. 

Con.  There  was  a  time  when  my  thoughlB  wander-d  not 


Beyond  these  fairy  scenes ! — when  bul 

The  languid  ft ''  ''■-  "■"•^'■-^ 

From  the  rich 


nguid  ftagranoe  of  the  sonlhem  breeze 

the  rich  flowering  citrons,  or  to  rest, 

Lheaming  of  some  wild  legend,  in  ihe  shade 


V,,  Mie  dark  laurel  foUage.  was  enough 
Uf  happineaa.— How  have  these  calm  delights 
Fled  ffom  before  one  passion,  as  the  dews, 
The  delicate  gems  of  monung,  are  exhaled 
By  the  great  sun  !  ,  ,       ,  (Raimokd  - 

Raimond !  oh  I  now  Ihou  "rt  come— 
I  read  it  in  thy  look— to  say  ferewell 
For  the  last  Qme— the  last  \ 

Eaim.  No,  besthelosed  ! 

I  come  to  tell  thee  there  is  now  no  power 
To  part  us  bul  in  death. 

cSn.  I  have  dreamt  of  joy. 

But  never  aught  like  this.— Speak  yet  again ! 
Say  we  shaU  part  no  more! 

Baim.  No  more,  if  love 

Canetrive  with  darker  spirits,  and  he  13  strong 
In  his  immortal  nature  '.  all  is  changed 
Since  last  we  met.    My  father — keep  the  tale 
Secret  from  all,  and  moat  of  all,  my  Constance, 
From  Erihert— my  father  ia  teturaM ; 
1  leave  thee  not. 

Qm.  Thy  father  !  blessed  sound  ! 

Good  angels  be  his  guard !— Oh !  if  he  knew 
How  my  soul  chngs  to  Ihitie,  he  could  not  hale 
Even  a  Provencal  maid  !— Thy  felher  !~now 
Thy  soul  will  be  at  peace,  and  lehallsee 
The  sunny  happineaa  of  earlier  days 
Look&om  thybrowoncemore!— BnthowisthisI 
Thine  eye  reflects  not  the  glad  soul  of  mine  ; 
And  in  thy  look  is  that  which  ill  belils 
A  tale  of  joy. 

Baija.  A  dream  is  on  my  soul. 

Iseeaslumberer,  crovm'd  with  flowers,  and  smiling 
As  in  dehghted  viaons,  on  thebtink 
Of  a  dread  chasm  ;  and  thiast 
Hath  cast  so  deep  a  shadow  o'l 
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And  Ihis  will  banish  it 

Saim.  It  may  not  be. 

Oh  !  gentle  Constance,  go  not  forth  to-day ; 

Have  you  then  forgot 


My 

oft 


My  brother's  nup^al  ieaal .     „ 

"   the  gay  tram  attending  lo  the  shrine 

Aiid  stately  bride.     In  Booth,  my  step  of  joy 

Will  print  earth  lightly  now.— What  fear'sl  thon.  low  I 

Look  all  around  !  the  blue  transparent  ekies, 

And  sunbeams  pouring  a  more  buoyant  life 

Tliraugh  each  glad  thrilling  vein,  will  brightly  chase 

All  thought  of  evil.— Why,  Ihe  very  air 

Breathes  of  delight !— Through  all  is  glowing  realmi 

Doth  music  blend  with  fragrauoe,  and  e'en  h«e 


That  city's  fesii™  semblance. ^ 

Through  the  glad  multiludea,  and  I  have  mark'd 

A  stem  intelliBence  in  Tneeting  eyes. 

Which  deem'd  their  dash  unnoticed,  and  a  quick 

Its  mien  with  carelessness  ;  and  now  and  then, 
A  harrying  start,  a  whisper,  or  a  hand 
Pointing  Ay  stealth  to  someone,  sinaled  out 
Amidst  the  reckless  throng.  O'er  oli  is  spread 
A  manding  Hush  of  revelry,  which  may  bide 
Much  Irom  unpractised  eyes  j  but  lighter  signs 
Have  been  prophetic  oft, 

dm.  I  tremble  '■ — Raimond '. 

What  may  these  things  portend  1 

Saim.  It  was  a  day 

Of  festival,  like  this  ;  the  city  sent 
Up  through  her  sunny  firmament  a  voice 
Joyous asnow;  when,  scaitely  heralded 
By  one  deep  moan,  forth  from  his  eavernous  depths 
The  earthquake  burst ;  and  Ihe  wide  splendid  scena 
Became  one  chaos  of  all  fearful  things, 
Till  the  brain  whirl'd,  partaking  the  aick  motion 
Of  rocking  palaces. 

Con.  And  then  diit  thou. 

My  noble  Raimond  !  through  the  dreadful  paths 
Laid  open  by  destructiou,  past  the  chasms. 
Whose  fathomless  clefts,  a  moment's  work,  had  given 
One  burial  unto  thousands,  tush  to  save 
Thy  trembUng  Constance  !  she  who  lives  to  bleai 
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eath  of  Heaven 

Heaven  !— Heavenia  jui 

And  being  so,  mnat  gjard  ihee,  sweel  one,  Btill. 
Trust  none  beside,— Oh  1  the  omnipotent  skies 
Make  their  wrath  manifest,  but  insidioua  man 
Dolii  compass  thoao  he  hales  with  secret  snares, 
Wherein  lies  late.    Know,  danger  waika  abroad, 
Mask'd  as  a  reveller.    Constance  !  oh !  by  aU 
Our  tried  afiection,  all  the  vows  wiuoh  bind 
Our  hearls  together,  meet  me  in  these  bowers. 
Here,  I  adjure  thee,meet  me,  when  the  l>eil 
Doth.  Bound  for  vesper-prayer  ! 

Can.  And  knowst  thoa  no 

'Twill  be  the  biidal  hour  1 

Eaita.  '  It  will  not,  love ! 

That  honr  will  bring  no  bridal !— Naught  of  this 
To  human  ear  -  but  speed  thon  hjlher— fly, 
"'■  *      brings  that  signal. — Dost  thou  heed  1 


When  evening  brings  that  signal. — Dost 

Thisianome    "     '     "  ' ■- 

To  breathe  fo 


This  i9  no  meeting  by  a  lover  souaht 

"     fond  tales,  and  make  the  tmiUght  groves 


3  vows,  deem  thoa  ni 

Therefore  denying  it!— I  tell  thee,  Constance  ! 
If  thon  wouldst  save  me  from  such  fierce  despair 
As  Ms  on  man,  behoidinp  all  he  lo     - 

ny— thou'It  meet 

-I  am  not  oft  80  moved— 
Thou'It  meet  me  J 

Can.  Oh!  what  mean  thv  words  !— If  llien 

My  steps  are  free,— I  will.    Be  thou  but  calm. 

Kaim.  Be  calm ! — there  is  a  cold  and  sullen  calm, 
And,  were  my  wild  teats  made  realities. 
It  might  be  mine  ;  but  in  this  dread  suspense, — 
This  conflict  of  all  terrible  fentaai"- 

There  is  no  cb 

I  will  watch  o' 
Unill  that  hour  1 

Con.  My  Raimond,  fare  thee  well.  VExt 

Scene  W.—Seom  in  the  Citadel  of  Falermo. 

Al.EEttT(,   De  COUCI. 

De  Cou.  Said'et  tbou  this  night? 

Mb.  This  very  night— and  lo 

E'en  now  the  sun  declines. 

Be  Cou.  What !  are  they  arin'd  i 

Mb.  All  arm'd,  and  strong  in  vengeance  and  despair. 

De  Cou.  Doubtful  and  strange  the  tale  !     Why  was  not 
reveai'd  before  1 

Alb.  Mistnist  me  not,  my  lord  . 

That  stem  and  jealous  Frocida  li.nli  kcp( 


O'er  all  my  steps  (. 
The  puiposf  8  wliii 
To  read  in  mme)  i 
Iknewm    ' 

Alone  In.__.._     _ 

Their  projecla  and  Iheir  strenglh.    Thou  know'al  my  lailtl 
1  v>  Atijou's  house  lull  well. 

De  Can.  How  may  we  now 

Auerl  (he  gathering  alonn  ! — The  viceroy  hulda 
Ilia  bridal  Tenst,  and  all  is  revelry. 
— 'Twos  a  lrao-t)odin"  heaviness  of  heart 
Which  kept  me  from  HieHe  nuptialfl. 

Alh.  Thou  ihyself 

May'st  yet  escape,  and,  haply  of  Ihy  bands 
Rescue  a  part,  ere  long  to  vnnak  full  vengeailcB 
Upon  these  rebels,    "fis  loo  late  to  dream 
Of  saving  Eriberl.     E'en  should'et  thou  rush 
Before  him  with  the  tidings,  in  his  pride 
And  confidence  of  soul,  he- would  but  laugh 
Thy  tale  (a  scorn. 

De  Cou.  He  must  not  die  unwam'd, 

Though  it  be  aU  in  vain.    But  thou,  Alberti, 
Rejoin  Ihy  comrades,  lest  thine  absence  wake 
Suspicion  in  their  hearts.    Thou  haat  done  well. 
And  Shalt  not  pasa  unguerdon'd  should  I  live 
Through  the  deep  horrors  of  ih'  approaching  night. 

Atb.  Noble  De  Conci  trust  me  still-    Anjou 
Commands  no  heart  more  Within!  than  Alberti's. 

[Exit  AiaERTr. 

De  Co-a.  The  grovelling  slave!— And  yethe  spoke  too  trua ! 
For  Eribert,  in  blind  elated  joy, 
Will  Bcora  the  warning  voice  .—The  day  wanes  fast. 
And  through  the  city,  recklessly  dispersed, 
Unatm'd  and  unprepar'd,  my  soldiers  revel, 
E'en  on  the  brink  of  late.— I  must  away.  [Exit  De  Cotici. 

Scene  V.—A  Eanqnetins  Hall.  Pnmencal  NoUa  assembled, 

Ut  Nolle.  Joy  be  to  this  fair  meeting  ?— Who  hath  seen 
The  viceroy's  bride '. 

SdJ^ioble.  IsBwher,  asshepasfl'd 

The  gazing  throngs  araembled  in  the  city. 
■Tia  suid  she  hath  not  left  for  yeara.  till  now, 
Her  castle's  wood-girt  solitude.    'Twill  gall 
These  proud  Sicilians,  that  her  wide  domains 
Should  be  the  conqueror's  guerdon. 

2d  Noble.  'Twas  their  boast 

With  what  fond  fetth  she  worshipp'd  still  the  name 
Of  the  boy  Conradin.    How  will  the  slaves 
Brook  this  new  triumph  of  their  lords! 

3(J  Noble,  In  sooth 

It  stings  them  to  the  quick.     In  the  fiiU  streets 
■They  mix  with  onr  Ptovengala  and  assume 
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Agube  of  mjnh,  bnlit  silahaidly  onlhem. 
■Twere  wonh  a  thousand  fcslivals,  to  see 
With  what  a  bitter  and  uiinalural  effort 
They  strive  to  smile  ! 

Ui  Noble.  Is  this  Vittoria  fair? 

2dNBble.  Of  amost  noble  mien;  hut  yet  lier  beauty 
la  wild  and  awful,  and  her  large  dark  eye, 
In  Its  unsettled  glances,  hath  strange  power. 
From  which  ihou'lt  shrink  aa  I  diif 

1st  Noble.  Hush!  they  come. 

Enter  Eribeet,  VrrioBiii,  Constasce,  and  ethers. 

Eri.  Welcome,  my  noble  fnends !— There  inuat  not  low 
One  clouded  brow  tr-day  in  Sicily ! 
—Behold  my  bride ! 

NobUa.  Receive  our  horaaflB,  lady  '- 

Vit.  I  bid  all  welcome.    May  the  ftasl  we  oiTer 
Prove  worthy  of  such  giicats ! 

Eri.  Look  on  her,  frienda  ! 

And  say,  if  that  maiestic  brow  is  r.ot 
Meet  for  a  diadem  ? 

Vit.  'Tis  well,  my  lord  ! 

When  memory's  pictnres  fade— ^lia  kindly  done 
To  brighten  iheir  dimm'd  hues ! 

Ut  Noble  {apart.)  Mark'd  you  her  glance  ! 

3d  Noble  (apart.)  What  eloquent  scorn  was  there  1 
yet  he,  ih'  elate 
Of  heart,  perceives  it  not. 

Eri.  Now  to  the  feast! 

Constance,  you  look  not  joyous.    I  have  said 
That  all  snould  smile  to-day. 

Con.  Forgive  me,  brother ; 

The  heart  ia  wayward,  and  its  garb  of  pomp 
At  times  opprei^es  it. 

Eri.       _  Why,  how  is  this  ^ 

Cen.  Voices  of  woe,  and  prayers  of  agony 
Unto  my  sonl  have  risen,  and  left  sad  sounds 
There  echoing  still.    Yet  would  I  fain  be  gay. 
Since  'tia  year  wiah. — In  truth,  I  ahonld  have  been 
A  village  maid. 

Eri.  But  being  as  you  are. 

Not  thus  ignobly  free,  command  your  looks 
{They  may  he  tju^^'  '^'>o'iin''''n^  "*  r^fl^/^t 
The  aspect  of  the  l 

Vit. 
Thai  if  ia 
Amidat  our  court  ot  pleasure. 

Eri.  To  the  feast  I 

Now  lei  the  red  wine  foam  !— There  should  be  mirth 
When  conquerors  revel !— Lords  of  this  lair  isle ! 
Your  good  swords'  heritage,  crown  each  bowl,  and  pledge 
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—thy  jiropl 

±in.  'Tiswell,    To-day 

I  have  won  a  fait  and  almoal  rogal  bride  ; 
To-morrow — let  the  bright  sun  spread  Ida  courae, 
To  waft  me  hapuiness ! — my  proudeal  foes 
Must  die — and  Iben  my  simnber  shell  be  laid 

The  luxury  of  its  visions ',— Fair  Vitloria, 
Your  looks  are  troubled! 

Fi(.  It  is  strange,  but  oft, 

'Midst  festal  son^  and  garlands,  o'er  my  sonl 
Death  comes,  wiTh  some  dull  image '.  as  ypu  spoke 
Of  those  whose  blood  is  daun'd,  Ithought  for  them 
Who.  in  a  dariineBs  tbiclier  than  the  night 
E'er  wove  with  all  her  clouds,  have  pined  ho  hing : 
How  blessed  were  the  stroke  which  makes  ^eni  Oaag 
'  if  that  invisible  world,  wherein,  we  trnst, 
/here  is  at  least  no  bondage !— -But  should  we 
From  such  a  scene  as  this,  where  all  earth'a  joys 
Jontend  for  niaalery,  and  the  very  sense 
jf  hfe  is  rapture ;  should  tee  pass,  I  say. 
At  once  from  such  encicements  to  the  void 
^nd  S[lent  gloom  of  that  which  doth  await  w — 
-Were  it  not  dreadful) 

Banish  such  dark  thoughti 


rheyill 

nt. 


There  is  no  hour 
Of  this  mysterious  world,  in  joy  or  woe, 
Sut  they  beseem  it  well ! — Why,  what  a  slight, 
mpalpable  bound  is  that,  th'  unseen,  which  seie-a 
tJern^  from  death '. — And  who  can  tell  how  near 
la  mtsty  brink  he  stands  1 

lit  Noble  (aside.)         What  mean  her  words  t 

8rfi¥oWe.  There's  some  dark  mystery  here. 

£ri.  No  more  of  this! 

Pour  the  bright  juice  which  Etna's  glowing  vines 
Yield  to  the  conquerors !    And  let  music's  voice 
Dispel  diese  ominous  dreams '. — Wake,  harp  and  Bong ! 
Swell  out  your  triumph  1 

A  MesseBger  enters  hearing  a  letter, 

Jtfes.  Pardon,  my  good  lord ! 
But  this  demands 

JEri.  What  means  thy  breathless  haste  } 

And  that  ill-boding  mieni — Away!  such  iooks 
Befit  not  hours  like  diese. 

Mes.  The  Lord  de  Couoi 

Bade  me  bear  this,  and  say,  'tis  fraught  with  tidings 
Of  life  and  deadi. 

Vil.  (hurrieiUy.)  Is  diis  a  time  for  aught 
But  revelry  7— IVIy  lord,  these  dull  intrusions 
Mar  the  bright  spirit  of  the  festal  scene  '. 
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Eri.  {(o  tie  messenger.)  HenCH !  lell  the  Lord  De  Couci.wi 
will  talk 
Of  life  and  death  to-mortow.  [Exit  messenget 

Let  there  be 
Around  me  none  but  joyous  lonks  to-day, 
And  straiua  whose  very  echoes  wake  to  mirlh ! 

[A  band  of  the  conspirators  enter,  to  ike  sound  of  vaisU 

digguised  as  shepherds,  bacchanals,  f^c.l 
Bri.    What  forms  are  these?— What  means  this  anlio 

tiiumpfa  t 
Vit.  'Tis  bal  a  nistio  pageant,  by  my  vassala 

Prepared  to  gr.ice  our  bridal.     Will  you  not 
Hear  their  wild  tnuajc  ]     Our  Sicilian  vales 
Have  many  a  sweet  and  mirthful  melody, 
To  which  the  glad  heart  bounds.    Breathe  ye  some  Birsin 
Meet  tor  the  lime,  ye  eons  of  Sicily ) 

(Owe  of  the  Masquers  sings^) 
The  festal  eve,  o'er  earth  and  sOty, 
In  her  EFunset  robe,  looks  bright. 


From  the  marble  cities  of  her  plains, 

Gtad  voices  miugling  swell ; 
-But  with  vet  more  loud  and  lofiv  strains, 

They  ^11  hail  lite  Vesper-bell ! 
Oh !  sweet  its  tones,  when  the  summer  breeia 

Their  cadence  wafts  afar. 
To  float  o'er  the  blue  Sicilian  seas. 

As  they  gleam  to  the  first  pale  star ! 
The  shepherd  «eetB  them  on  hia  heioht. 

The  hermit  in  his  eel) ; 
—But  a  deeper  voice  shall  breathe  to-night, 

In  the  sound  of  the  Vesper-bell !  [The  hell  ri 


Vit.  Theviolhn! 

[A  lamult  heard  without. 
Procida  and  Moktilbi  eater,  inith  others,  armed. 
Pro.  Strike  1  the  hour  is  come ! 

Vit.  Welcome,  avengers,  welcome !     Now,  be  strong ' 
[The  conspirators  Mcoto  off  their  disguise,  and  rush,  icilh 
their  siBords  drawn,  upon  the  Froveneals,    Eeieeet 
is  wounded,  and  falls. 
Pro.  Now  bath  line  reaoh'd  thee  in  thy  raid  career. 
Thou  reveller  in  a  nation's  agonies ! 

[The  Provencals  are  ariven  off,  and  pursued  hy  the 
Sicilians. 
Con.  (st^Jporhng  Eribert,)  My  brother  1  oh  !  my  brother ! 
Eri.  Have  I  stood 
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A  leader  in  llie  baitle-fields  of  kings, 

To  perish  thiia  at  last?— -Ay,  by  these  PB1159, 

And  Ihis  strange  chill,  that  heavily  dr^ 


. .wit/uiui.)  Remember  Conradin  ! — spare  none  ! 

Vit.  UhroiBiiig  off  her  bridal  wreath  and  nmamcnta.) 
ia  proud  Ireedom  I    Now  m^  soul  may  cast. 
In  generous  scora,  her  mantle  of  dissembling 
To  earth  forever !    And  it  iaauchjoy, 
As  if  a  captive  from  his  dull,  cold  cdl. 
Might  Eoar  at  once,  on  chaner'd  wing,  to  range 
The  realms  of slarr'd  infinity!    Aw^! 
Vainmockery  ofabridiil  wrealhl    The  hoar 
For  which  stem  patience  ne'er  kept  watch  in  vain 
Is  come  ;  and  I  may  give  tnv  bursting  heart 
Full  and  indignant  scope.    Now,  Eriberl ! 
Believe  in  retribution '.     What !  proud  man  ! 
Prince,  ruler,  conqueror!  didst  thou  deem  lliiaven  alepll 
~  Or  that  tliB  unseen,  immonal  ministers. 
Ranging  the  world,  to  note  e'en  purposeil  crime 
In  buraing  characters,  had  laid  aside 
Their  everlastine  attributes  for  tliee?" 
O  blind  security T— He,  in  whose  dread  hand 
The  liglitnitigs  vibrate,  holds  them  back,  until 
The  irampler  of  Ibis  goodly  estth  hath  reach'd 
His  pyrHmid-height  of  power  ;  that  so  his  fall 
\Iay.  with  more  tearful  oracles,  make  pale 
Man's  crown'd  oppreffiora ! 

Con.  Oh !  reproach  him  not ! 

His  soui  ia  trembling  on  the  dizzy  brink 
or  that  dim  world  where  passion  may  not  enter. 
Leave  him  in  peace. 

Voices,  (vjithout.)  Anjou.Aniou! — De  Conci,  to  the  res 

Eli,  {half  raisins  hitnaelf.)  Sly  btave  Provenjala!   d' 
combat  still  ? 
And  I,  your  chief,  am  here  ! — Now,  now  I  feel 
That  death,  indeed,  ia  bitter  1 

Vit.  Fare  thee  well ! 

Thine  eyes  so  oft,  with  their  insulting  smile, 
Have  look'd  on  man  e  last  pangs,  thou  shoulilst  by  this. 
Be  perfect  how  to  die  •  [Exit  Virn 

Raimobd  enters 

Raim.  Away,  my  Constance  '. 

Now  is  the  time  tor  flight.    Our  slaughtering  bands 
Are  scalter'd  fer  and  wide,    A  little  while 
And  thou  shalt  be  in  safely.     Enow'st  thou  not 
TJiat  low,  sweet  vale,  where  dwells  the  holy  man, 
Anselmo  I    He  who^e  hermitage  is  reai'd 
'Mid  some  old  temple's  ruins '. — Round  the  spot 
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His  name  halh  spread  so  pure  and  deep  a  chana, 
'Tia  hallow'd  its  a  sanctuary,  whewiii 
Thou  Bhall  securely  bide,  liil  thia  (vild  elona 
Have  spent  its  iury.    Haste '. 

Con.  I  will  not  fly ! 

While  in  his  heart  there  is  one  thtob  of  life, 
One  aparit  in  his  dim  eyes,  I  will  not  leave 
The  bruthei  of  my  youth  to  perish  thus. 
Without  one  kindly  bpaoni  to  eualain 


■ange  voices  nneing^in  mine  ear 
n  me— to  whatT^But  I  have  been 
mand ! — Away '.  I  will  not  die 


GniDO  eaters  with  his  sinord  drawn. 
Giii.  Ho  Raimond.I  I've  sought  thee  long — Why  ai 
lingering  here  7 
Haste,  follow  me  !— Suspicion  with  thy  name 
Joins  that  word — Traitor! 
Bmm.  Traitor!— GuidoT 


De  Couci  halti  e; 
Whom 

Which  saved  him  from  our  vengeance.    But  e'en  yet. 
In  tfie  red  current  of  Provensal  blood. 
That  doubt  may  he  el6ced.    Draw  thy  good  sword, 
And  follow  me! 
Bairn.  And  thoa  couldst  doubt  me,  Guido  I 

I  will  not  stain  my  sworu  with  deeds  like  thine. 
Thou  know'st  me  not. 

Gui.  Rfliniond  di  Frocida ! 

If  thou  art  he  whom  once  I  deem'd  so  noble — 
Call  me  thy  friend  no  more  !  {Exit  Gnnn. 

Raim.  {after  a  pause.)     Rise,  dearest,  rise ! 
Thy  duty's  task  halh  nobly  been  fuliill'd, 
E'«iiD  the  &ce  of  death;  but  all  is  o'er. 
And  this  is  now  no  place  where  nalnie's  tears 
In  qaiet  sanctity  may  fieely  flow. 
— Hark  the  wild  sounds  that  viait  on  fearful  deeds 
Are  swelling  on  the  winds,  as  the  deep  roar 
Cf  last-advancing  billows ;  and  for  thee 
I  shame  not  thus  to  tremble, — Speed  !  oh,  speed  I        lExeuat 
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ACT  IV. 
Scene  I. — rf.  street  in  Palervla 
Procida  enters. 
Pro,  How  strange  and  deep  a  aiillneBa  loads  the  air, 
Ab  wilh  [he  power  of  midnight ! — Ay,  where  death 
Halhpass'd,  there  should  be  silence.— But  Ihk  hash 
Of  nature's  heart — this  brealblesaneas  of  all  things, 
Dolh  press  on  thought  too  heavily,  and  the  aky, 
With  its  dork  robe  of  purple  thunder-clonda 
Brooding  in  sullen  masses  o'er  my  spirit 
Weighs  like  an  omen  !— Wherefore  should  this  be? 
Is  not  our  task  Dchieved,  the  mighty  work 
Of  OUT  deUverance  ?— Yes  ;  1  should  be  joyous : 
But  this  our  feeble  nature,  with  its  quick 
Instinctive  supeistitions,  will  drag  down 
Th'  ascending  soul.— And  I  have  fearful  bodings 
That  treacheiy  lurks  amongst  us. — Raimond!  Kaimood! 
Oh!  GuiUne'ermadeanuenlikehisitsgarbl 

MoHT«iai,  GuiDO,  and  other  Sicilians  enter. 
Pro.            Welcome!  we  meet  in  jo?! 
How  may  we  bear  c 
""      '---'-   — loffi —  .       .    

,„_f  of  slavery's  dread  recoil, 

,, ja  chains  agam  J— Yb  have  done  well. 

Slan.  We  hase  done  well.     There  need  no  choral  song. 
No  shouting  multitudes,  lo  blazon  forth 
Our  stern  exploits. — The  fiicnce  of  our  toes 
Dolh  vouch  enough,  and  thev  are  laid  lo  test 
Deep  as  the  ewotd  could  make  it.     Yet  our  task 
la  still  but  half  achieved,  since,  with  his  bands, 
De  Couei  hath  escaped,  and,  doubtless,  leads 
Their  foolateps  (o  Meaaina,  where  our  foes 
Will  gather  all  their  strength.    Determined  hearts, 
And  deeds  to  startle  carlh,  are  yet  required. 
To  make  the  mighty  sacrifice  complete. — 
Where  is  ihysonl 

Pro.  1  know  not    Once  last  night 

He  cross'd  my  path,  and  with  one  stroke  beat  down 
A  sword  just  raised  to  smite  me,  and  restored 
My  own,  which  in  that  deadly  strife  bad  been 
Wrench'd  from  my  grasp;  hut  when  I  would  have  press'd  fain 
To  my  exulting  bosom,  he  diew  back, 
And  with  a  sad,  and  yet  a  scornful  ^mile. 
Full  of  strange  meaning,  left  me.    Since  that  hour 
1  have  not  seen  him.     Wherefore  didsl  thou  ask) 

Mali.  It  matters  not.    We  have  deep  things  lo  speak  of— 
Know'st  thou  that  we  have  Iraitors  in  our  councils  ) 

Fro.  I  know  some  voice  in  secret  must  have  wam'd 
De  Couoi,  or  hia  scatter'd  bands  had  ne'er 
Bo  soon  been  majshaU'd,  and  in  close  anay 
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Led  nenee  aj  ftom  Ihe  Held.— Hast  Ihou  heard  aaght 
That  may  derelope  this  1 

Mon.  The  guards  we  set 

To  watch  the  city  gates,  have  seized,  this  morn, 
One  whoBfl  quiclt  fearfUl  glance,  and  hurried  step, 
Belray'd  his  guilty  purpose.    Mark  I  he  bore 
(Amidst  Che  tumuit,  deeming  iJiat  bis  flight 
Might  all  unnoticed  paasj  these  scrolls  la  hint — 
The  fugitive  Provengai.    Read  and  judge  l 

iVo.  >Vbere  is  this  messenger  ! 

Mon.  Where  should  he  be  !— 

They  slew  him  in  their  wrath. 

Pro.  Umvisely  done ! 

Give  me  the  scrolls.  Iffif  reads.)  Now,  if  there  be  snch  tt 
As  may  lo  death  add  sharpness,  yet  delay 
The  pang  which  gives  release  ;  if  there  be  power 
In  eiecration.  lo  call  down  the  fires 
Of  yon  avenging  heaven,  whose  rapid  shafts 
But  for  such  guiU  were  aimless  ;  be  they  heap'd 
Upon  the  traitoi's  head ! — Scorn  make  bis  name 
Her  m^k  for  ever  1 

Mon.  In  our  passionate  blindnesi. 

We  send  forth  cutses,  whose  deep  stings  lecoil 
Oft  on  ourselves. 

Pro.  Whate'er  fete  bath  of  ruin 

Fall  on  his  house ! — What  I  lo  resign  again 
That  fieedom  for  whose  sake  our  souls  have  now 
Engrain'd  themselves  in  blood  '■ — Why,  who  is  he 
That  hath  devised  this  treachery  ?— To  the  scroll 
Why  fii'd  he  not  his  name,  so  stamping  it 
With  an  iinmonal  iijfiimy,  whose  brand 
Might  warn  men  ftomhiin?— Who  should  be  so  vile  1 
Alnerti! — In  his  eye  is  ihat  which  ever 
Shrinks  from  encountering  mine '. — But  no  1  his  race 
Ib  of  our  noblest — Oh!  he  could  not  sliame 
Thathighdeacenll— Ui*inoT— fkaiti?— No! 


Monlaiba!  Gnido !— Who  should  this  m 

Man.  Why,  what  Sicilian  youth  unsheattied  las 

His  sword  to  aid  our  toes,  and  tum'd  its  ed^ 

gainst  his  oounuy's  ebieta.— He  that  did  tliis. 

May  well  be  deeni'd  for  guiltier  treason  ripe. 

Pro.  And  who  is  be ! 

Man.  Nay,  ask  ihy  son. 

My  sc 
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The  brand  cf  such  a 


I  would  not  wear 
'  whstmeanalbiBl 


A  HbsIi  of  light  breaks  in  upon  my  aool! 

la  it  to  blast  nie  1— Yet  Ihe  fearlul  doubt 

Hath  crept  in  darkness  through  my  thoughts  before. 

And  been  flung  from  Ihem.— Silence  I— Speak  not  yet ! 

I  vouid  be  calm  and  meet  the  thunder-butst 

With  a  strong  heart.  [A 

Now,  what  have  I  to  hear? 
Your  tidings  1 

Chii.  Briefly,  'iwas  your  son  did  thus  I 

He  hath  disgraced  your  name. 

Fro.  My  son  did  thus ! 

Ai«  thy  words  oracles,  that  I  rfiould  search 
Their  hidden  meaning  out? — Wkat  did  my  Bon! 
I  have  tbrgot  the  tale. — Repeat  il,  quick  '■ 

Gut.  TwiU  burst  upon  thee  all  100  soon.    While  we 
Were  busy  at  the  dart  and  solemn  rites 
Of  retribution;  while  we  bathed  llie  earth 
In  red  libations,  which  will  consecrate 
The  soil  they  mingled  with  lo  freedom's  step 
Throngh  the  lona  march  of  ages :  'twas  his  task 
To  shield  from  cfinger  a  Provencal  maid, 
Sister  of  him  whose  cold  oppresion  stung 
Our  hearts  to  madness. 

Mon.  What !  should  she  he  spared 

To  keep  that  name  from  perishing  on  earth  1 
— r  cmsa'i)  rhem  in  their  path,  and  raised  my  sword 
in  her  champion's  arms.— We  tbught. 
in'd  me '—And  I  live  lo  tell 

'  Who  but  hs 

Could  warn  De  Gouci,  or  devise  the  guilt 
These  scrolls  reveal  1— Hath  Dot  the  traitor  sliU 
Sought,  with  his  fair  and  specious  eloquence, 
'To  win  us  from  our  purpose  7 — AU  things  8e«m 
Leagued  to  immask  mm. 

Man.  Know  you  not  there  came. 

E'en  in  the  banquet's  hour,  from  this  De  Conei, 
One,  bearing  unto  Eribert  the  tidirigs 
Of  all  our  purposed  deeds  ?— And  have  we  not 
Froot  as  the  noon-day  clear,  that  Raimond  loves 
The  sister  of  that  fyrantl 

Pro.  There  was  one 

Who  moum'd  for  being  childless  i — Let  him  now 
Feast  o'er  his  children^  graves,  and  I  will  join 
The  revelry! 

Man.  (opor(.)  You  shall  be  childless  too ! 

Pro.  Wss'l  you,  Monlalba  I— Now  rejoice,  I  say ! 
There  is  no  name  so  near  you,  that  its  stains 
Should  call  the  fever'd  and  inijignant  blood 
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Mrm.  What  means  this,  my  lord  1 

Who  hath  Been  gUdnees  on  Montaibu's  mien  t 

Fro.  Why,  ■hould  not  oil  be  glad  who  have  no  Son* 
To  tamiah  ibeir  brighl  name  ? 

Moti.  I  am  not  used 

To  hear  with  mockery. 

Fro,  Friend  !  By  yon  high  Hea,veii, 

I  mock  thee  not!— 'Tia  a  proud  late,  lo  live 
Alone  and  unallied. — Why,  wbat'H  oioue! 
A  word  whose  sense  is—Jrec .' — Ay,  free  from  all 

The  venom'd  atings  in—r—.-j  ;-  -t-  u 

By  those  it  io--     '*'• 

O'th'jr. 

When 

— They  should  say  thus — "  He  that  shall  knii  your 

To  furrows,  not  of  years;  and  bid  your  eye 

Quail  its  proud  glance  to  tell  the  eatlh  its  shame. 

Is  born,  and  so  rejoice  '." — (Aen  might  we  feast. 

And  know  the  caus*! — Were  it  not  excellent! 

Man.  This  is  ait  idle.    There  are  deeds  ro  do : 
Arouse  thee,  Frocida ! 


There  is  a  youth  who  cl 

His  name  is— Raunond— in  his  eye  is  %ht 

That  shows  like  truth — bnl  be  not  ye  deceived ! 

Bear  him  in  chains  helbre  us.     We  will  sit 

To-day  in  judgment,  and  the  skies  shall  see 

The  strength  which  girds  our  natme.    Will  not  this 

Be  glorious,  brave  Montalba  7— Linger  not, 

Ve  lardy  messengers !  for  there  are  things 

Which  ask  the  speed  of  storms. 

[Exeunt  LZumo  and  other* 
Is  not  this  weU  7 

Man.  'Tis  noble.     Keep  thy  spuit  to  this  proud  height— 
iAside.)  And  then  be  desolate  hke  me  1— my  woes 
Will  at  the  thought  grow  hghl. 

Fro.  What  now  remains 

To  be  prepared  ^ — There  should  be  solemn  pomp 
To  grace  a  day  like  this. — Ay,  breaking  hearts 
Require  a  drapery  lo  conceal  uieir  ihroKs 
From  cold  enquiring  eyes  ;  and  it  must  be 

Eiplore  what  lies  beneath.  [Rcil  PEOcm*. 

Man,  Now  this  is  well ; 

—I  hate  this  Procida ;  for  he  hath  won 
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Mine'b^r"  "  "'"'".""...      ,... 

Of  wrongs  like  mine?— No  !  for  thai  name — his  ounfry — 

He  Blrikes— mo  vengeance  haih  a  deeper  founl : 

But  there's  dark  joy  in  thifli— And  fele  hath  barr'd 

My  soul  from  every  other.  [Exit  MoNTiLBi. 

Scene  II. — A  Hermitage  surrovnded  Sj  the  Buitia  of  an 
Ancient  Temple. 
Constance,  Anseuhh. 
Con.  'Tia  stmnge  he  comes  not !— le  not  this  the  Still 
And  Eultry  honr  of  noon  I — He  should  liave  been 
Here  by  the  daybreak.— Was  there  not  a  voice  1 
— "  No  !  'lis  the  shrill  Cicada,  with  glad  life 
Peopling  these  marble  ruins,  as  it  sporls 


'I'he  stillness  ol  Ihy  holy  solitude : 
My  heart  is  fall  of  care. 

Ana.  There  is  no  place 

So  hallow'd,  as  to  he  unviflited 
By  mortal  cares.    Nay,  whither  should  we  go 
With  our  deep  griefs  and  passions,  but  lo  scenes 
Lonely  and  slill,  where  he  that  made  our  hearts 
Will  apeak  to  them  in  whispcraj    I  have  known 
AfHiolion  loo,  my  daughter. 

Con.  Hark  !  his  step ! 

I  know  it  well — he  comes — my  Raimond,  welcome ! 

ViTTOBiA  enters,  Constahce  shrmka  back  on  pereeivins  her. 
Ob.  Heaven  !  that  aspect  tells  a  featjiil  tale. 

Vit.  (net  observing  her.)  There  is  a  ciond  of  horror  on  mj 

And  on  thy  words,  Anaelmo,  peace  doth  wait, 
Even  as  sn  echo,  following  the  sweet  close 
Of  some  divine  and  solemn  harmony ; 
Therefore  I  sought  thee  now.     Oh  f  speak  lo  me 
Of  holy  things  and  names,  in  whose  deep  sound 
Is  power  to  bid  Ihe  tempests  of  the  heart 
Sink,  like  a  storm  rebuked. 

Ans.  What  recent  grief 

Darkens  thy  spirit  thus? 

Vit.  I  said  not  grief 

We  should  rejoice  to-day,  but  joy  is  not 
That  whii^h  it  halh  be:n.    In  ihe  flowers  which  wreaths 
Its  mantling  cup,  there  is  a  scent  unknown. 
Fraught  with  a  strange  delirium.    All  things  now 
Have  changed  their  nature ;  slill,  I  say,  rejoice  ! 
There  is  a  cause,  Ansebno !— We  are  free — 
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Free  and  avenged  ! — Yel  on  my  soul  ihtre  hongs 
A  datknesE,  heavy  aa  ih'  oppressive  gloom 
Of  midnight  fenlaeies. — Ay,  for  this,  too, 
There  is.a  cause. 

Ane.  How  say'sl  thou,  we  are  free  ?— 

There  may  have  raged,  within  Palermo's  wbIIb, 

They  coll  ihe  stranger  lord. 

Vit.  Who  calls  the  dtad 

Conqueror  or  lord  T— Hush  I  breathe  it  not  aloud 
The  wild  winds  must  not  hear  it ! — Yet,  again, 
I  (ell  thee  we  are  tree  I 

Ang.  Thine  eye  hath  look'd 

On  fearhil  deeds,  for  still  their  shadows  hang 
O'er  its  dark  orb. — Speak !  I  adjure  thee,  say. 
How  hath  this  work  been  wrought  1 

Vit.  Peace  !  aak  me  not  1 

Why  ahoRldf^  thov,  hear  a  laic  to  send  thy  blood 
Back  on  its  Ibunt  ? — We  cannot  wake  them  now  '. 
The  storm  is  in  my  soul,  but  they  are  all 
At  rest ! — Ay.  sweetly  may  the  slsughtei'd  babe 
sad  mother  sleep  ;  and  woruke  men, 

...  .-idst  the  slain  have  slumber'd  oft  before. 
Making  the  shield  ihi^ir  pillow,  may  repose 
Well,  now  their  toils  are  done.— Is't  not  enough  I 

Con,  Merciful  Heaven '.  have  such  things  been  %    And  VM 
There  ja  no  shade  come  o'er  Ihe  laughing  sky ! 

Ans.  0  thou,  whose  ways 

Clouds  mantle  tearfully  ;  of  all  the  blmd, 
But  terrible  ministers  lliil  work  thy  wrath, 
How  much  is  man  the  fiercest  I — Others  know 
Their  limits — Yes!  the  eatthr]uake)i,and  the  stomiB, 
And  the  volcanoes ! — He  alone  o'erleapa 
The  bounds  of  retribution '. — Couldst  thou  gaze, 
Viltoria  I  with  thy  woman's  heart  and  eye. 


^< 


Ring  thrmigh  the  air  around  m.       

Bid  them  be  hush'd  ?— Oh !  look  not  on  me  thus! 

Ans.  Lady !  thy  thoi^bts  lend  sternness  to  the  looka 
Which  are  but  sad  '. — mve  all  then  perish'd  7  all  7 
Was  there  no  merey! 

Vit.  Mercy!  Ithnthbeen 

A  word  forbidden  as  tb'  unhallow'd  names 
Of  evil  powers. — Yel  one  there  was  who  dared 
To  own  the  guilt  of  piiy,  and  to  aid 
The  victimsfbul  in  va.n.-Of  himno  more  ! 
He  is  a  traitor,  and  a  traitor's  death 
Will  be  bia  meed. 
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Om.  (coming- /ormori.)  Oh,  Heaven  t— his  name,  his  nam 
Vil.  tttarting.)  Thou  here,  psle  girl  < 
Ideera'd  thee  with  ihe  dead !— How  hast  lion  'Heaped 
The  snare  !~Wh(.  saved  Ihee,  lasl  oiall  thy  raW! ! 
Wasilnotheofwhomlsnake  t'ennow, 
RBimunddiProcida! 

Con,  It  is  enough. 

Now  tho  storm  breaks  upon  me,  and  I  Knk. 
Mast  he  too  die  I 

,  Vit.  Is  it  E'en  so  T— Whf  (hen, 

Live  on— ihou  haal  the  arrow  at  thy  lieart ! 
"  Fix  not  on  me  thy  Bad  reproadifal  eyes," 
I  mean  not  to  betray  thfe.    Thou  may'srlirel 
Why  should  death  bring  thee  his  oblivious  halms ! 
He  visits  but  the  happy— Didat  thou  ask 
[f  RaMiiond  too  must  die  ] — It  is  as  sure 
As  that  his  blood  is  ou  l/ig  head,  fJr  diou 
Didit  win  him  to  this  (reason. 
^CoB-  When  did  men 

Call  inerey  (reujwn  ?— Take  my  life,  bul  save 
My  noble  Raimond ! 

yil-  Maiden !  he  must  die. 

E'en  now  the  yonth  before  his  judges  stands. 
And  ihev  are  men,  who,  to  the  voiCe  of  prayer 
Are  as  the  rock  is  to  the  murmnr'd  sirii 
Of  summer  waves  I  ay,  though  a  fathSr  sit 
On  their  tribunal.    Bend  thoanot  to  me. 
What  woaldal  thou ! 

Con.  Mercy !— Oil !  wert  thou  to  plead 

But  with  a  look,  e'en  yet  lie  might  be  saved ! 
If  thou  host  ever  loved— 

Vil.  Ifl  have  loved? 

U  is  that  love  forbids  me  to  relent ; 
I  am  what  it  hath  made  me. — O'er  my  soul 
Liglilning  hath  pas'd,  and  sear'd  it.    Could  I  weep 
i  then  niighl  pity — but  it  will  not  bo. 
Con.  Oh  1  tliou  wilt  yet  relent,  for  woman's  heart 

Vit.  Away ! 

Why  should  I  pity  thee  ?— Thou  wilt  bnl  prove 
What  I  have  itnown  before— -and  yet  I  live ! 
Nature  ia  strong,  and  i(  may  all  be  home— 
The  sick  impatietit  yearning  of  the  heart 
For  that  which  is  not ;  and  the  weary  sense 
Of  the  dull  void,  wherewith  our  homes  have  been 
Circled  by  death ;  yes,  all  ihinaa  may  be  borne 
All, save  remotEe.-But  I  wiUnof  bow  down 
My  spirit  to  that  dark  power  ^there  was  no  guilt ! 
Auaelmo!  wherefore  didst  ibou  talk  of  guilt? 

Ans.  Ay,  thuado^  sensldve  conseience  quicken  though 
Lending  reptoachful  voices  to  a  breeze, 
Vol  II. — 5 
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Keen  lighwing  la  a  look. 

Vit.  Leave  me  in  peace ! 

Is't  not  enongh  that  I  should  have  a  sense 
Of  tl^ngs  tliau  cgnst  not  see,  all  wild  and  d   k 
And  ofunearllily  whispers,  haunting  m 
With  dread  susgestione,  but  that  f Ay  c   d  w    ds 
Old  man,  shourd  gajl  me,  too  !— Must  all       up  re 
Against  me? — Oh!  thou  beautiful  spiri      w  n 
To  ehine  upon  my  dreams  with  looks    f 
WhereattlAouiranish'd!— Wasitno  th    th  ugh 
Of  thee  which  urged  me  to  the  feariul   ask 
And  wilt  thou  now  forsake  me?— I  mua  ee  k 
The  shadowy  woods  again,  for  there,  perdianee, 
Still  may  thy  voice  he  in  my  twilight-paths ; 
— Here  I  but  meet  despair  I  [Exit  VliToaii 

Aas.  Ho  CoNSTiHCE.)  Despair  nut  thou. 
My  daoghter ! — He  that  purifies  the  heart 
With  gnef  will  lend  it  strength. 

tbn.  (endeasoring  to  rouse  herself.)  Did  she  no:  Bay 
That  some  one  was  to  die  J 

Ans.  I  tell  thee  not. 

Thy  pangs  are  vain — for  nature  will  have  way. 
Earth  must  have  tears ;  yet  in  a  heart  like  thinCj 
Faith  may  not  yield  its  place. 

Con.  Have  I  not  heard 

Some  fearful  tale  !— Who  said  that  there  should  rest 
Blood  on  my  soul  7— What  blood !— I  never  bore 
Hatred,  kind  ^ther,  unto  aught  that  brealhea ; 
Raunond  doth  know  it  well. — Raimoud ! — High  Heaven, 
It  bursts  upon  me  now '. — and  he  must  die ! 
Formy  sake — e'en  for  mine  ! 

Ans.  Her  words  were  strange, 

And  her  proud  mind  seem'd  half  to  frenzy  wrought 
— Perchance  this  may  not  be. 

Con.  ItiKUSinoIhe. 

Why  do  I  linger  here !  [She  rises  to  depart 

Ans.  Where  wouldst  thou  so ! 

OoB.  To  civc  their  stem  and  umelenling  nearts 
A  victim  inliis  stead. 

Ans.  Slay  I  would'st  thou  ruah 


-  Is  not  the  life  of  woman  all  bound  up 
In  her  afieollons  I — What  hath  slie  to  do 
In  this  bleak  world  alone  I — It  may  be  well 
For  irmn  on  his  triumphal  course  to  move, 
Uncumber'd  by  soft  bcaids  ;  but  loe  were  bom 
For  love  and  grief 
Ans.  Thou  £iir  and  gentle  thing, 
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Worthy  the  generoua  love  wliich  hath  not  shunn'd 
To  look  on  dcalJi  for  me !— My  heart  hath  given 
Birlh  to  as  deep  a  courage,  aad  a  fEUlh 
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Is  it  to  perish? — God  of  mercy!  lend 
Power  to  my  voiee,  that  so  its  prayer  may  save 
This  pure  and  lofty  erealare  ! — I  will  follow. 
But  her  young  tbotstep  and  heroic  heart 


Fro.  The  mom  tower'd  datkly,  but  the  sun  hath  now 
With  fierra  and  angry  splendor,  through  the  clouds 
Bur^t  forth,  as  if  impatient  to  behold 
This  our  high  triumph.— Lead  ihp  prisoner  in. 

[RiTWoMD  i»  brovght  in,  fettled  and  guarded 
Why,  what  a  bright  and  iearlesa  brow  18  here  ! 
— Is  this  man  gniliy  ? — Look  on  him,  Monlalba ! 

ilfok  Be  firm.     Shonld  justice  falter  at  a  look  I 

Pro.  No,  thou  say'Bt  well.    Hpreyes  are  filleted. 
Or  should  be  eo.     Tbou,  that  dost  call  thyself— 
Bat  no !  I  will  not  breathe  a  irailor'a  name- 
Speak  1  thou  art  arraign'd  of  treason. 

.Saim.  1  arraign 

Feu,  before  whom  I  eland,  of  darker  guilt. 
In  the  bright  face  of  Heaven  ;  and  yonj  own  hearts 
Give  echo  to  the  charge.    Your  very  looks 
Have  ta'en  the  stamp  of  crime,  and  seem  to  shrink. 
With  a  perturb'd  and  hageard  wildneBS,  back 
From  the  too-searching  h^t.— Why,  what  hath  wrought 
This  change  on  noble  trows  ?— There  is  a  voiee 
With  a  deep  answer,  liHUg  from  the  blood 
Your  hands  have  coldly  abed !— Ye  are  of  tho^ 
From  whom  jnat  men  lecoil  with  curdling  veins. 
All  ihriil'd  by  life's  abhorrent  conseiouaness, 
And  senative  feeling  of  a  m/irderer'a  presence. 
— Away  !  come  down  from  your  tribunal-seat. 
Put  offyour  robes  of  stale,  and  let  your  mien 
Be  pale  and  humbled  ;  for  ye  bear  about  yoD 
That  which  wpugnant  earth  doth  sicken  at, 
Mo™  than  the  pestilence.— That  I  should  li»e 
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To  Bee  my  fetlier  ehrink ! 

Fro-  Montalba,  speak ! 

There's  Eomething  chokes  my  voice— bul  fear  me 

Moji.  If  we  must  plead  to  vindicate  our  acts, 
Be  it  when  thon  hssl  msde  ihine  own  look  clear. 
Most  eloquent  youth!   Wlmc answer  caiist  thou  m 
To  ihis  our  charge  of  treason  ? 

Baim.  I  will  plead 

That  cause  before  a  mighlier  judgment-throne, 
Where  mercv  is  not  guill.    But  here  1  leel 
Too  baoyanfly  the  glory  and  the  joy 
Of  my  free  apirit's  whiteness ;  for  e^en  now 
I'he  etnbodied  bidcousness  of  crime  doth  seem 
Before  me  glaring  out.— Why,  I  saw  thee 
Thy  toot  upon  an  aged  wnmor'a  breast. 


Red  from  the  noble  stroke,  w 

A  mother  and  the  hahe,  whose  httle  life 
Was  from  her  hosom  drown ! — Immortal  deeds 
For  bards  to  hymn ! 

Gui,  laside.)  I  look  npon  his  mien, 

And  waver.— Can  it  he  1— My  boyish  bean 
Deem'dhimso  noble  once  .'—Away,  weak  thoughts! 
Why  sbottld  I  shrink,  as  if  the  guill  were  mine. 
From  hja  proud  glance  1 

Pro.  Oh,  thou  dissembler !  thou. 

So  skilt'd  In  clothe  with  viriue's  generous  flu^ 
The  hollow  cheek  of  cold  hypocnsy, 
That,  with  thy  miitt  made  manifest,  I  can  scarce 
Believe  ihae  guilty '. — look  on  me.  and  say 
Whose  was  me  secret  warning  voice,  that  saved 
De  Couci  wilh  his  hands,  to  join  our  foes, 
And  forge  new  fellers  for  Ihe  indignant  land ! 
Whose  was  thia  Ireachety  1  [ShoiDS  kim  j 

Who  hath  promised  here 
(Belike  to  ^peaae  the  manes  of  the  dead) 
At  midnight  to  unfold  Palermo's  gates, 
And  welcome  in  the  foe!— Who  Eatb  done  this, 
Bnl  thou — a  tyrant's  friend! 

ifoim.  Who  hath  dona  this  '. 

Father! — if  I  may  call  thee  by  iJiat  a?"-' — 

Jjook,  with  thy  —'--'• —  — ~  —  •< 

Were  masks  1l ^^ 

May  lurk  what  loves  Hoc  liffbt  too 
I  know  bnc  this — there  needs  no  deep  research 
To  prove  the  truth— that  murderaip  may  be  traitom 
Even  to  each  other. 

Pro.  ((d  MoNTiLBA.)  His  unalteriug  cheek 
Sial  vividly  doth  hold  its  natural  hue. 
And  his  eye  quails  not ! — Is  this  innocence  ? 

Man.  No !  'us  ih'  unshrinking  hardihood  of  ciime. 
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— Tbon  bear'ot  a  eallant  mien  !— B"t  where  i 
(Vhom  lliou  hue:  iiarter'd  faine  and  life  to  savi 
The  fait  Provenjal  maid  f—What !  know'al  I 
That  this  alone  were  guilt,  lo  death  allied  I 
Was't  not  our  law  that  he  who  spared  a  fue 
(And  ia  she  not  of  that  detested  race  T) 
Should  thenceforth  be  smongst  us  as  a  foe  1 


Cim. 


ength 
i  to  Raimokb. 


My  lirave,  mj  noble  love ! — Off  with  theae  bonds ; 
Let  him  be  free  aa  air:  for  lam  come 
To  be  your  victim  now. 

Baijn.  Demh  lias  no  pang 

More  keen  than  this. — Oh !  whurefore  art  thou  here  ? 
[  could  have  died  so  calmly,  deeming  thee 
Saved,  and  at  peaoe. 

Con.  At  peace  ! — And  thou  hast  thought 

Thus  poorly  of  my  love ! — But  woman's  breast 
Hath  strength  to  BuHer  too.— Thy  father  sits 
On  this  trihunal :  Raimond,  which  is  he  1 

Saim.  My  laliier !  who  hath  lull'd  liij  gentle  heart 
With  thai  felse  hope  1— Beloved  !  gaze  around— 
See  if  thine  eye  can  trace  a  Other's  soul 
In  the  dark  looks  bent  on  ua. 

[Constance,  aftsr  earnestly  examining  the  count 
the  Judges,  ftdlset  the  feet  oj  Fbocida. 
Thou  art  he ! 
Nay,  turn  thou  not  away  1  for  I  beheld 
Thy  proud  lip  quiver,  and  a  watery  mist 
Pass  o'er  thy  troubled  eye ;  and  then  I  knew 
Thou  wert  his  lather  1— Spare  him  t  take  my  life  ! 
In  truth,  a  worthless  sacrilicc  for  his. 
But  yet  mine  all.— Oh !  he  hath  still  lo  mn 
A  long  bright  race  of  glory. 

Raim,  Con?tance,  peace ! 

I  look  upon  thee,  and  my  foihng  heart 
Is  nsa  broken  reed. 

Con,  istill  addressing  PnociDi.)  Oh,  ye;  relent ! 
If 'twas  his  crime  10  rescue  me,  behold 

To  crown  thine  age  with  honor.— In  thy  heart 
There's  a  deep  conflict ;  but  great  Nature  pleads 
With  an  o'etmoslering  voice,  and  thou  will  yield' 
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-Thou  art  his  father !  ,      ,      ,       .      .  i 

Pro.  lafier  a  pauie.)  Maiden,  ihou'rt  deceived! 
I  am  as  culm  as  ihal  dead  pause  of  nature 
Ere  the  full  thunder  butata.— A  judge  is  not 
Father  or  friend.    Who  calb  this  man  my  son  I 
—Mv  son !— Ay,  thus  his  mother  proudly  smiled— 
Bat  ^e  was  noble  !— Traitors  stand  alone, 
Loosed  from  all  ties.— Why  should  I  tnfle  thus  ! 
—Bear  her  away !  ,    ,      . 

Saim.  (etarhns  foriBord.)  And  whither! 

Mon.  Unlo  death. 

WhrBhouldsheUve,whenallherracehaveperiBh'd! 

Can.  {finking  into  tie  arms  o/ Raimond.)  Ramiond,  tare- 
well  !— Oh !  when  thy  star  halh  risen 
To  its  blight  noon,  forget  not,  best  beloved, 
I  died  for  thee !  ,  ,      ,         .  ■ 

Eaim.  High  Heaven!  thou  see'st  these  (hinge, 

And  yet  endurest  them !— Shalt  thou  die  for  me, 
Put«sl  and  loueliest  being !— hnt  oar  fete 
May  not  divide  us  long.— Her  cheat  is  cold— 
Her  deep  blue  eyes  are  closed— Should  this  be  death 
—If  thus,  there  yet  were  mercy!— Father,  father! 
la  thy  heart  human  1 

Pro.  Bear  her  hence,  I  say ! 

Why  must  my  soul  be  torn  !  „      .^ 

Ahselmo  enters,  holding  a  Cruc^fi*. 

Ana  Now,  by  thia  sign 

Of  Heaven's  prevaiUng  love,  ye  ^all  not  harm 
Oneringlelof  her  head.— How!  is  there  not 
Enough  of  blood  aponyour  burthen'd  souls  J 
Will  not  the  Tmons  of  your  midnight  couch 
Be  wild  and  dark  enough,  but  ye  must  heap 
Crime  upon  crime  1— Be  ye  content :  your  dreams. 
Your  oounseia,  and  your  banquelings,  will  vet 
Be  haunted  by  the  voice  which  doth  not  sleep. 
E'en  though  this  maid  be  spared  !— Constance,  look  up ! 
Thou  shaR  not  die. 

Bairn.  Oh !  death  e'en  now  hath  veil'd 

The  light  of  her  soft  beauty,— Wake,  my  love ! 
Woke  at  my  voice! 

Pro.  Anselmo,  lead  her  hence, 

And  let  her  Uve  but  never  meet  my  flight. 
—Begone !  my  heart  will  burst, 

Rdim.  One  last  embrace. 

—Again  life's  rose  is  opening  on  her  cheek  ; 
Yet  must  we  part,— So  love  is  etush'd  on  earth! 
But  there  are  brighter  worlds !— Farewell,  farewell ! 

]ffe  gitwB  her  to  the  care  of  Akselmo. 

Can.  Ishiely  recovering.)  There  vraa  a  voice  which  oaii'd 

A  spirit  free'd  horn  earth  T— Have  I  not  paas'd 
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Aia.  Oh,  haste  away! 

Cob.  Yes !  Rsimond  calls  me.— He  loo  is  releaaed 
From  his  cold  bondage.    Vfe  are  free  at  last, 
And  all  is  well.— Away !  [Sie  is  led  oat  iy  Anselbo 

Saim  The  pang  is  o'er. 

And  I  have  but  to  die. 

Mil.  Now,  Procida, 

Comes  ihy  great  task.    Wake  !  aummon  to  Ihino  aid 
All  ihy  deep  fioul'a  commanding  energies ; 
For  thon-a  chief  among  na— must  pronoutice 
The  «enlence  of  thy  son.    It  tests  with  Ihee. 

Pro   fin  !  h» !— Men's  hearts  should  be  of  softer  mould 
Than  in  iha  elder  time.— Fathers  could  doom 
Their  diildren  tken  with  an  unfaltering  voice, 
And  we  must  tremble  thus!— la  it  not  said 
That  nature  grows  degenerate,  earth  being  now 
Sofiiliofdaya? 

Man.  Rouse  up  thy  mighty  heart. 

Fra.  Ay,  tliou  say-sl  riahl.    There  are  souls  which  tower 
Aa  landmarks  to  mankind  .—Well,  what  e  the  task ! 
—There  is  a  man  to  be  eondemn'd,  yon  say ) 
Is  he  then  euilty  1 

All.  Thus  we  deem  of  hira 

With  one  accord.  .     ,  , 

Pro.  And  hath  he  naught  to  plead  t 

JJoim.  Naught  but  a  s,-ulunBtain'd. 

Pro.  Why,  that  is  httle 

And  conscience  may  be  scjr'd.— But,  for  this  sentence ! 

— Was'i  not  the  penally  imposed  on  man. 

E'en  from  creation's  dawn,  that  he  most  die  I 

—It  was:  thus  making  guilt  a  sacrifice 

Unto  eternal  justice  ;  and  we  bat 

Ohey  Heaven's  maiidatc,  when  we  cost  dark  souls 

To  fli' elements  from  among  lis.    Beileo! 

Sucli  be  his  doom  !— 1  feive  said.    Ay,  now  my  hean 

la  girt  with  adamant,  whose  cold  weight  doth  press 

its  gaspuig  down.— OiT:  let  me  brealiie  in  free^""  ' 

— MountaUM  are  on  my  bi— =• ' 

Man. 
Back  to  his  dungeon, 

Baim.  Father !  oh,  look  up ; 

Gui.  [leaving  ike  irihinal,  Uroios  himself  on  the  ruck  oi 
Raiuond.)  Oh !  Raimond,  Raimond ! 

If  it  should  be  that  I  have  wrong'd  tlies,  say 
Thou  dost  forgive  me. 

Jlaim.  Fnend  of  my  young  days, 

So  may  all-pitying  Heaven !  .      [RAiMotro  w  Ud  out. 

"  VVhose  voir"  °'^* '""* ' 


In  the 


iishel— Bone!    Now  I  may  breathe  once  more 
free  air^heaven.    Let  us  away.  \Exeantm 


ScEHE  I.— vl  prison  dimly  ligMtd. 
Eaimobo  aletpitig.    Pkociiia  enters. 
Fro.  (.gazms  apon  him  earnestly.)  Can  he  ihen  sleep  1- 
overshadowine  night  halh  wropl 


Sal  01- 

And  ihus  Ai -^ 

As  if  il9  soul  were  but  one  iofty  thonght 

Of  an  immortal  destiny !" — ilia  brow 

Is  calm  Bs  wav«a  whereon  ths  midnight  heavens 

Are  imaged  silemly. — Wniie,  Ralmond,  walic '. 

Thy  rest  is  deep. 

Saim.  [starting up.)  My  fiitlier  !     Wlietefore  liere! 
I  am  prepared  to  die,  yet  would  1  not 
Fall  by  thy  hand. 

Fro,  'Twas  not  for  this  I  come. 

Raim.  Then  wherefore? — and  upon  thy  loily  brow 
Why  bums  Iho  troubled  fliisli  I 

Fro.  Perchance  'tia  shame. 

Yes,  it  may  well  be  shame '. — For  I  have  striven 

— Howe'er  it  be,  'tis  not  for  thee  to  gaze. 
Noting  it  thua.    Rise,  lei  me  loose  ihy  chams. 
Arise  and  follow  me  ;  but  let'liiy  step 
Fall  wilhont  sound  on  earth :  1  have  prepared 
The  means  for  ihy  escape. 

Eaim.  What!  ihtni!  the  austere, 

The  inflexible  Frocida '.  hast  thau  done  this. 
Deeming  mo  guilli'  still ! 

Fro.  Upbraid  me  not ! 

It  is  even  so.    There  have  been  nobler  deeds 
By  Roman  lalheis  done, — but  1  am  weak. 
Tlierefore,  again  I  say,  arise  !  and  haste, 
For  the  night  wanes.    Thy  fugitive  course  must  be 
To  realms  beyond  the  deep  ;  so  let  us  part 


:t  him  fly 


Who  holds  no  deep  asylum 

Wherein  (o  aheiler  from  the  scolfe  of  m 
— I  can  sleep  cahnly  here. 

Pro.  Art  thou  in  love 

Wiih  dealh  and  inftmy,  thai  so  thy  choice 
Is  made,  lost  boy!  when  fi-eedom  courts  thy  grasp! 

Saira.  Father !  to  set  th'  irrevocable  seal 
Upon  that  shame  wherewith  ye  have  branded  me. 
There  needs  but  flight.— WIrat  shoold  I  ijear  from  this, 
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My  native  land ! — a  blighted  nsme,  to  nao 
And  pan  me,  with  its  dark  rememlirances. 
For  ever  from  ihe  suntMne  ! — O'er  my  BOiu 
Btighl  sbadowiiigs  of  a  nobler  destiny 
Float  in  dim  beauty  through  the  gloom  ;  but  here 
On  eanh.  my  hopes  are  closed. 

Pro.  Tliybopea  are  closed 

And  what  were  they  to  mine  T— Thou  will  not  fly ! 
Why,  let  all  traitors  fl.ick  to  thee,  and  learn 
How  proudly  guilt  can  inllti— Let  ittthers  tear 
Their  of&pring  henceforth,  ae  the  free  wild-birds 
Foster  their  young  ;  when  these  can  mount  alone, 
DiBSoivina  natural  Ijonds,  why  should  it  nol 
Be  so  wifi  us^ 

Eaim.  Oh,  lather !— Now  I  feel 

What  high  preroaalives  belong  to  death. 
He  liBlh  a  deep  though  voiceless  eloquence, 
To  which  I  lea.ve  my  cause.    "  Hie  solemn  veil 
Doth  with  mysterious  beauty  clothe  our  vittoea. 
And  in  iia  vast  oblivious  folds,  for  ever 
Give  shelter  to  our  faults,"— When  I  am  gone. 

The  mists  ol' paasLon  which  have  dimm'd  mynama 
Will  melt  Ube  day  dreams :  and  my  memory  then 

Will  be— not  what  it  should  hove  been— for  1 

Must  pass  without  my  feme— but  vet  nnsu.'in'd 

As  a  clear  morning  dewdrop.    O !  the  grave 

Hath  rights  inviolate  as  a  sanctuary's. 

And  they  should  be  my  own ! 
J*™.  Now,  by  just  Heaven 

I  will  nol  thus  be  tortured!— Were  my  heart 

But  of  thy  guilt  or  innocence  assurad, 

I  could  be  calm  again.    "  Bui,  in  this  wild 

Suspense — this  conflict  and  viciBsitude 

Ofopposite  feelings  and  convictions— What! 

Hath  11  been  mine  to  temper  and  to  bend 

All  spirits  to  my  purpo^:  have  I  raised 

With  a  severe  and  pajsionles  eiie^y, 
.From  the  dread  mingling  of  their  elements, 

Storms  which  have  rocked  the  eanh  '. — And  shall  I  now 

Tiioa  Hucluate,  as  a  leeble  reed,  the  scorn 

And  plaything  of  the  windsl"— Look  on  me,  boy ! 

Guilt  never  dared  to  meel  these  eyes,  and  keep 

Its  heart's  dark  secret  close.— Oh,  pitying  Heaven  1 

Speak  to  my  soul  with  some  dread  oiacle, 

And  tell  me  which  is  truth. 
Haim.  I  will  not  plead. 

I  will  not  call  th'  Omnipotent  to  attest 

My  innocence.    No,  father,  in  thy  heart 

1  know  my  birthright  shall  be  soon  restored  ; 

Therefjre  I  look  to  death,  and  bid  thee  speed 

The  great  absolver. 
Pro.  Oh !  my  son,  my  son ; 
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We  will  not  part  In  wraih  !— The  stemeat  hearla, 

Wilhin  Iheir  proud  and  guarded  fastnesBees, 

Hide  Bomeihing  alill,  round  which  iheir  lendrils  clmg 

With  a  close  groBp,  unknown  to  those  who  dreta 

Their  love  in  srailee.    And  such  wert  thou  to  me  •. 

The  all  which  taught  me  that  my  aoul  was  casi 

In  nalurfi'i  mould.— And  I  must  now  hold  on 

My  descrfflle  course  alone !— Why,  be  it  thus '. 

He  tliat  dom  guide  a  nation's  star  should  dwell 

Hi^  o  er  the  clouda,  in  regal  solitude, 

Snfficienl  to  himself. 
Saim.  Yet,  on  the  summit. 

When  with  her  bright  wings  glory  shadows  thee. 

ifprget  not  him  who  coldly  sleeps  beneath, 

Yet  might  have  soar'd  as  high! 

„,^n>-  No,  fear  thou  not ! 

Thou'lt  be  remember'c!  long.    The  canker-worm 

O'  th'  heart  is  ne'er  forgotien. 
Saim.  "  O !  not  llius— 

I  would  not  (Aug  be  thought  of." 
.P™-  Let  me  deem 

Agam  that  thou  art  base !— for  thy  bright  looks, 
Tbj  glorious  mien  of  fearlessness  and  tmlh, 
Then  would  not  haunt  me  as  the  sTenging  powers 
Follow'd  the  parricide.    Farewell,  farewell ! 
I  have  no  tears.— 0  !  thus  thy  mother  look'd, 
When,  with  a  sad,  yet  half-ltiumphanl  smile. 
All  radiant  with  deep  meaning,  from  her  deafhbed 
She  gave  thee  to  my  arms. 

Baim.  Now  Death  has  lost 

Hia  etme,  aince  ihou  believ'sl  me  muoceni. 

Pro.  Xwildla.)  Thou  innocent ! — Am  I  thv  murderer,  theii ' 
Away!  I  tell  thee  Ihoa  hast  made  my  name 
A  scorn  to  men  I— No !  1  will  not  fbrgive  thee  ; 
A  traitor !— What  I  the  blood  of  Procidu 
Filling  a  traitor's  veinsl- Let  the  earth  drink  it ; 
Thou  woold'st  receive  our  foes !— but  ft^y  shall  meet 
From  thy  perfidious  lips  a  welcome,  cold 
As  death  can  make  it !— Go,  prepare  thy  soul ! 

jVflim.  Father!yet  hearme! 
f.^™;         .    .   r  ^°'  ihou'rtakiirdtomake 

E  en  shame  look  fair.— Why  should  I  linger  thus  7 

{Gaiae  to  leave  the  prison,  he  turns  back  for  a  mameia 
If  there  be  aught— if  aught— for  which  thou  need'st 
torgiveness— not  of  me,  but  that  dread  power 
From  whom  no  heart  is  veil'd— delay  thou  not 
Thy  prayer. — Time  horries  on. 
Saim.  I  am  prepared. 

rro.    Tib  well.  f£ii(  PllOomi. 

Saim.  Mentalkoftonute!— Can  they  wreak 
Upon  the  sensitive  and  shrinking  t^ame, 
Half  the  mind  bears  and  lives  ?— My  sphit  feels 
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Bewilder'd  ;  on  ils  powers  this  (wilight  eloom 
Hanga  like  a  weighl  of  earth. — It  shoulcfbo  morn ; 
Whv,then,  perchance,  a  beam  of  Heaven'abrighc  sun 
Hath  pierced,  erenow,  ihe  grating  of  my  dungeon, 
Telling  of  kopo  and  mercy !  [Exit  into  on  inner  eeU. 

Scene  U.^A  Street  of  Palermo. 
Maity  Citizens  aasemUed. 

Isi  Cit.  Tiie  morning  breaks ;  his  time  is  almost  come : 
Will  he  be  led  this  way] 

2drit,  Ay,  ao 'tis  said, 

To  die  before  that  gate  IhrougU  which  be  purposed 
The  (be  should  enter  in. 

3d  Cit.  'Twaaaviieplot! 

And  yet  I  would  my  hands  were  pure  as  his 
From  the  deep  stain  of  blood.    Did'st  hear  the  sounda 
r  the  air  last  night! 

2d  Oil.  Since  the  great  wort  of  slaughter, 
Who  hath  not  heard  them  duly  at  those  hours 
Which  should  be  silent  1 

3d  Cit.  Oh !  the  fearful  mingling, 

The  terrible  mimicry  of  Kuman  voice^ 
In  every  sound  whicli  lo  the  heart  doth  speak 
Ofwoe  and  death. 

id  Cit.  Ay,  lliere  wbs  woman's  shiili 

And  piercing;  cry ;  and  the  low  feebie  wail 
or  dying  infants  ;  and  the  half-suppress'd 
I>en  groan  of  man  in  hia  last  agoniea . 
And  now  and  then  there  swell'd  upon  tli?  ti^eeie 
Strange,  savage  butsts  of  laughter,  wilder  far 
Than  all  the  rest. 

Ut  Cit.  or  our  own  fate,  perchance, 

These  awful  midnight  wailings  may  be  decin'd 
An  ominous  prophecy. — Should  Fiance  regain 

■ilern  reckoneis  to  account  with. — Hark ! 

[iSauiiiJ  of  trumpets  heard  at  a  dislaact. 

2d  Cit.  'Twos  but 

A  rushing  of  the  breeze, 

3d  Cit.  E'en  now,  'tis  said. 

The  hostile  bands  approach. 

[The  tound  is  heard  gradually  drawing  nearer 

id  Cit.  Again !  that  sound 

Was  no  illuaion.    Hearer  yet  it  swells — 
They  come,  they  come ! 

pROCiDi  enters. 

Fro.  The  foe  is  at  your  gales; 

But  hearts  and  hands  prepared  shall  meet  his  onset : 
Why  are  you  loitering  here? 

Cit.  My  lord,  we  came— 

Fro.  Think  ye  I  know  not  wherefore  1 — 'twaa  lo  see 
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A  felluw-lwinc  die '. — Ay,  'lis  a  Biaht 

Man  loves  lo  look  on,  and  the  tendereat  bearts 

Recoil,  and  yet  withdraw  not  from  the  scene. 

For  thin  ye  came.— What !  is  our  naiure  fierce. 

Or  IB  there  that  in  mortal  agonf, 

Frpm  which  the  soui,  exulting  in  its  strength, 


Doth  learn  immortal  leasonsf 
Etc  the  night-dewB  descend,' ye  will  have 
Enough  of  de.nth :  for  this  mnet  be  a  dav 
Of  battle  I-^Tia  the  hour  which  trotibled  f 
Delight  in,  for  its  nishme  etomis  are  wine 


Scene  lU.-iVwtm  0/ RiiMOsD. 
Raimone,  Akselmo. 
Saim.  And  Congtance  then  is  safe  I-  Heaver 

Good  angels  bear  such  camfort, 

Aji3^  1  have  found 

A  safe  asylum  for  thine  honor'd  love, 
Where  she  may  dwell  until  serener  days, 
With  Saint  Rosaha's  gentlest  daughters ;  those 
Whose  ballow'd  office  is  to  lend  the  bed 
Ofpain  and  death,  and  soolh  ttie  parting  soul 
With  their  soft  hymns ;  and  therebre  are  they  oal 
"  Sisters  of  Mercy." 

Maim.  Oh !  that  name,  m; 

Befits  thee  well !    E'en  in  our  happiest ,_, 

There  was  a  depth  of  tender  pensiveness. 
Far  in  thine  eyes'  dark  azure,  speaking  ever 
Of  pity  and  mild  grief. — Is  she  at  peace? 

Ana.  Alas '.  WMt  should  1  say ! 

Bairn.  Why  did  I  ask  t 

Knowipg  the  deep  and  fiill  devolednesa 
Of  her  young  heart's  afiections  ? — Oh !  ihe  thought 
Of  my  Dntimely  fete  will  haiuil  her  dreams. 
Which  should  have  been  so  tranquil !— And  her  sool, 
Whose  strength  was  but  the  lofty  giJl  of  love. 
Even  unto  death  will  ^Iten. 

Ant.  All  that  feilh 

Can  yield  of  comfort,  shall  assuage  her  woes; 
And  still,  whate'er  betide,  the  light  of  Heaven 
Rests  on  her  gehtle  heart.    But  thou,  my  son ! 
Is  thy  young  spirit  masler'd  and  prepared 
For  nature's  fearful  and  mysteiioua  change  ! 

Bairn.  Ay,  fiiiher!  of  my  brief  remainuig  task 
""    '  .  -.  ..  jjg, — Atid  yet  tht  cup 

brightly  to  my  lij/a, 

idi  that  spark  hng  bubble,  whose  pro^d  nai 
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Xa— glory !— Oh !  my  soul,  from  boyhood's  mom 

ifolfinureed  such  mighty  dreams  1 — il  was  my  hope 

To  leave  a  name,  whose  echo,  from  the  abyss 

Of  time  should  riae,  and  float  upon  the  windfl. 

Into  the  far  hereafter ;  there  to  te 

A  trumpet-sound,  a  voice  from  the  deep  iomb; 

Murmuring— Awake !— Arise  !— Bui  this  ia  past ! 

&«  while,  and  it  had  seem'd  enough  of  shame, 

To  sleep  forgotten  in  the  dual— but  now 

O'l  jad!— the  undying  record  of  my  grave 

Will  be— Here  sleeps  a  trailer  I—One,  whose  crime, 

Was — to  lieem  brave  men  might  find  noUer  weapons 

Thau  the  cold  murderer's  dagger  1 

Subdue  these  troubled  Ihonghla !    Thou  would'al  not  ihnnga 
Thy  lot  for  theirs,  o'er  whose  dark  dreams  wilF  hang 
The  Bvengijig  ahadowa,  which  the  blood-stain'd  soul 
Doth  conjttre  from  the  dead ! 

Raim.  Thou'rl  right.    I  would  not. 

Yei  'tis  a  weary  issk  to  school  the  heart, 
Eie  years  or  griefe  have  tamed  its  fiery  spirit 
Into  thai  slill  and  paaaive  fortitude. 
Which  ia  but  learii'd  from  suffering.— Would  the  hour 
To  hush  theae  paaaionate  ihrobbings  were  at  hand! 

AiiS.  It  will  not  be  lo-day.    Hast  thou  not  heaid 
—Bui  no— the  tush,  the  etampline,  and  the  stir 
Of  this  great  cily  arming  in  her  haste. 
Pierce  not  these  dungeon -depths.— The  foe  hath  tench'd 
Our  gates,  and  all  Palermo's  youth,  and  all 
Her  warrior  men,  are  marshall'd,  and  gone  forth 
In  that  high  hope  which  makes  rf  alitita. 
To  the  ted  field.    Thy  fether  leads  them  on. 

Maim.  (staTting  up.)  They  are  gone  forth !  my  father  leads 

All— all  Palermo'  youth  I— No  !  one  is  left, 
Shuiou-' '-  -• '     '^'- 

^ ,_.._  ,..jd  white  foam 

Of  baitle-s  roaring  billows !— On  my  sight 

The  vision  bursts— it  maddens !  'tis  the  flash, 

Tho  lightning-shocli.  of  lances,  and  the  cloud 

Cf  rushing  arrows,  and  the  broad  full  blaze 

Of  helmeis  in  the  sun !— The  very  steed 

Which  his  majestic  rider  gloryins  shares 

The  hour's  stem  joy,  and  wavesTiis  flostuig  mane 


Even  now— and  1  ant 


— thou  ihat  dost  pine 
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Jiahn.  Ay'.   Thou  cansl  (eel 

The  calm  thou  would'st  imparl,  for  unto  thee 
All  men  aiyte,  the  warrior  and  Ihe  slave, 
Seem,  as  thou  say'st,  but  pilgrims,  presaing  on 
To  Ihe  samo  bourne.— Yet  call  it  not  the  same ; 
Their  graves  who  fail  in  this  day's  fight,  will  be 

wreaths, 


;h  their  ehildren,  bearing 


VrrroKii  rushes  in  tnildly,  as  if  purtued. 

Vit.  Anselmo !  art  thou  found  ! 

Haste,  haate,  or  all  is  lost !  Perchance  thy  voice. 
Whereby  they  deem  Heaven  speaks,  thy  lifted  croBB, 
And  prophet  mien,  may  stay  the  fucitives, 
Of  shame  them  back  to  die. 

Ans.  The  fugitivea ! 

What  words  are  these  1— the  ams  of  Sicily 
Fly  not  before  the  foe  1 

Vil.  ^  That  I  should  sny 

Aat.  And  ihoa— thou  bleedest,  lady ! 

Fit.  Peace !  heed  not  me,  when  Sicily  is  lost ! 
I  Blood  upon  (he  walls,  and  wateh'd  our  bands. 
As,  with  their  ancient  royal  banner  epread, 
"       -  d  they  march'd.    The  combat  wbs  begun, 

jry  impulse  given,  d"-"  — " — ' 

jal'd  their  freedom  i 

That  ftitse  Alberli  led  his  ] 
To  join  th'  invader's  host. 

Maim  His  country's  curse 

Rest  on  the  slave  for  ever ! 
^ra.  Then  distrust 

E'en  of  their  noble  leaders,  and  dismay. 
That  swift  contagion,  on  Palermo's  bands 
Came  like  a  deadly  blight.    They  fled !— Oh  shame  ! 
E'en  now  they  fly !— Ay,  through  the  city  gates 
They  tush,  as  ii  all  Etna's  bnrning  streams, 
Pursued  their  wmg'd  steps ! 

Saim,  Thou  hast  not  named 

Their  chief-Di  Proeida— He  doth  not  fly  i 

Vit.  No  I  but  like  a  kmgly  lion  in  the  toils, 
Darina  the  hnnleisyet,  he  proudly  strives ; 
BulftlTinvain!    The  few  that  breast  the  storm. 
With  Guidu  and  Monlalba,  by  liis  side, 
Fight  but  for  graves  upon  the  battle-field. 

Saim.  Andl  am  here  !    Shall  there  be  power.  Oh  I 
III  the  roused  energies  of  fierce  despair, 
To  burst  my  heart— and  not  to  rend  my  chains? 
Oh,  for  one  moment  of  the  thunderbolt 
To  Bet  (he  strong  man  fi^e '. 
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Worhy  ihe  fame  and  blessing  of  a' 
To  loose  Ihy  bonds,  thou  son  of  Procida ! 
■lliou  art  no  traitor !— ftom  thy  kindled  brow 
Looks  out  ihy  lofty  soul ! — arise !  go  forth ! 
'--'— le  the  noble  hun-  -'•''^-'^- 
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tatly.)  Why,  'twere  ft  deed 


Unto  hieh  deeds  again.    Anselmo,  haste ; 
Unbind Tiini !  Let  my  ppitil  still  presail, 
Ere  I  depart — for  the  strong  hand  of  death 


Is  on  me  now.  [She  ninka  back  against  a  pillar. 

Ans,  Oh  Heaven  <  the  life-blood  streams 

Fast  ftom  thy  heart— tby  troubled  eyes  grow  dim. 
Who  hath  done  this? 

Pit.  Before  the  galea  I  stood, 

And  in  (he  name  of  him,  the  loved  and  loat. 
With  whom  I  soon  shall  be,  all  vainly  stroire 
To  stay  the  shameful  flight.     Then  from  the  foe, 
Fraught  with  my  summons,  to  his  viewtesa  home. 
Came  the  fleet  shaft  whieh  pierced  me, 

Ans.  Yet,  oh  yei. 

It  may  not  be  too  late.    Help,  help! 

Bright  is  the  hour  which  brings  me  liberty  ! 

Attendants  Enter. 
Haste,  be  those  fetters  riven  !— Unbar  the  gales, 
And  set  the  ( 
(TheAtlendt.  . 
Who  should  have  w 

Att.  Oh !  lady,  we  obey. 
\They  take  of  RiiuoHB's  chains.     He  gprings  up  txidiingt^. 

Baivt.  Isthianodreaml 

Mount,  eagle!  thou  art  free! — Shall  I  then  die. 
Hot  'midst  the  mockery  of  inaultina  crowds. 
But  on  the  field  of  banners,  where  the  brave 
Are  striving  for  en  iramorlality  J— 
It  ia  e'en  so  ( — Now  for  bright  arms  of  proof, 
A  helm,  a  keen-edged  falchion,  and  e'en  yet 
Myihther  may  he  saved ! 

Vit.  Away,  be  strong ! 

And  let  thy  battle- word,  to  role  the  storm. 
Be— Onrodm.  \He  ra»lie>  out 

Ob!  for  one  hour  of  life. 
To  hear  that  name  blent  with  th'  eiulting  shout 
Of  victory  !     It  will  not  be  !— A  mightier  power 
Doth  summon  me  away. 

Ana.  To  purer  worlds 

Raise  thy  last  thoufdits  in  hope, 

Vit.  Yes!  Aeia  there. 

All  glorious  in  bis  beanty !— Conradin ! 
Dealh  parted  us — and  deStb  shall  reunite ! 
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Ii  is  an  awful  hour  which  eliils  ihe  heart 

Thai  beat  so  proudly  once.    Have  meriT,  Heaven ! 

[He  kneels  beside  her. 

ScEK-E  TV.— Before  the  gates  of  Falermo. 
Sicilians  Jlying  tunmtluoaaty  iovtards  ike  Gates 
roices.(iBi(Aout)Monijoy!MoiHioy!  SLDenniafor  Anjou ! 
Provencals  on ! 
Siciliaiui.        Fly,  fly,  or  all  Is  loal  1 

[RiHioND  appears  in  Ike  gateway,  armed,  Bad  carrnias  a 


Againat  the  rush  ol  ihou^nds,  and  euat: 
And  made  the  shock  recaii. — Ay,  man. 
Slill  to  be  cali'd  so,  hath  achieved  aueh  < 

WllO!_ 

Shall  bi 

Freedoi  .  ,     ,    . . 

Amidst  your  hearths,  your  bowers,  your  very  shrines, 
To  bleed  ar  '  "    '         ■    •     -^       ■     '•■ 


in !— Turn 
Uourjain,  Uouradlii !  -for  Sicily 
His  apirii  figbcs ! — Remember  Oonradin  ! 

[  Tkey  begin  to  rally  round  Aim. 
Ay,  this  is  well' — Now,  foilow  me,  and  charge ! 

I'fhe  PrBciiicala  mtk  in,hutare  repulsed  by  tke  Sicilians 

Scene  v.— Por!  n/  the  field  of  Battle. 
MoNiiLEi  enters,   iBoanded,  and  supported  hy    Raimoke, 
taliose  face  is  concealed  hykis  helmet. 
Baim.  Here  r«st  thee,  warrior. 

Mon.  Rest !  ay,  death  is  rest, 

And  such  will  soon  lie  mine. — But,  thanks  to  thee, 
I  shall  not  die  a  captive.     Brave  Sicilian  ! 
These  lips  are  all  unused  to  aooihing  words, 
Or  I  should  bless  the  valor  which  hath  won. 


Mon.  RaimonJ  di  Frocida  '. 

Eaint.  Thou  hast  pursued  n 
But  r,re  the  well  I— Heaven's 
I  must  away.— One  glorious  e 
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And  rtiia  proad  field  is  won  !  {Exit  RAWwn). 

Mon.  Am  I  thus  humbled  I 

How  my  heart  anks  within  me  !    Bui  'tis  death 
.And  he  can  tame  the  mi'ghliesl)  hatb  subdued 
My  towering  nature  lhu3  i     Yet  is  he  welcome  ! 
That  youth— 'twaa  in  his  pride  he  rescued  me  '. 
1  was  liis  deadliest  foe,  and  thus  he  proved 
His  featleas  acorn.    Ha !  ha  !  hut  he  shall  fail 
To  raelt  me  into  womanish  feeinlenesa. 
Ti  tre  I  Biill  baifle  him— the  grave  shall  seal 
Mr  lips  for  ever— mortal  shall  not  bear 
Moutalba  say- "/orgice .' "  [-He  di«». 

SoESE  VL—Anathec  part  0/  the  Field. 
PkooidA,  Gtnuo,  and  ether  Siciliaia. 
Pro.  The  day  i.i  ours ;  but  he,  the  brave  unknown. 
Who  tum"d  the  tide  of  bnttle-iie  whose  path 
Was  victory— who  hstb  seen  hhn  J  , 

AlbebtI  19  broagkt  in,  wounded  and  fetlena. 
Alb.  ^-"'■•~ ' 


Fro.  Be  silent,  traitor 

Bear  him  from  my  nght 

Unto  vour  deepest  dung 

Knows  not  a  thought  of 

Pro,  Attest  it,  earth  and  heaven ! 

My  son  is  guiUleas !— Hear  it,  Sicily! 
The  blood  of  ProcLda  is  noble  still  1—       ,    „ 
My  Bon !— He  hves,  hs  bves !— His  voice  shall  speak 


worthy  stilf 

Pra-  Anselmo,  welcome! 

In  a  glad  hour  we  meet ;  for  know,  my  son 

Aas.  And  victorious '.    By  hia  arm 
All  hath  been  rescued. 
Pro.  How !— the  unknovni — 

Thy  noble  Raimond !— by  Vitloria's  hand 
Freed  from  his  bondage,  in  that  awful  hour 

Pre  Now  my  cup 

ffijoy  100  brightly  mantles !— Let  me  preH 
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My  warrior  to  a  ftlher's  heart— and  die ; 

For  life  batU  nauglit  beyond.    Why  comes  he  not  1 

Anselmo,  lead  me  lo  my  valianl  buy ! 

jns.  Temper  this  proud  delight. 

Fro  Wbat  means  thai  look  I 

Ha  hath  not  fallen  1 

A«s.  He  Uvea. 

Pro.  Away,  away  • 

Bid  the  wide  city  with  trimnphal  poiiip 
Prepare  to  meet  her  victor.     Let  this  horn- 
Atone  for  al  his  wronga !  {Exetal. 

Scene  VII. — Garden  of  a  Convent, 
RiTMOHD  U  led  in  wounded,  ieaidne  on  Attendanit. 
Saiia.  Bear  me  to  no  dull  couch,  but  let  me  die 
In  the  bright  face  of  nature  !— Lift  my  helm. 
That  I  may  Look  on  Heaven. 

lat  Att,  (to  id  Attendant.)  Lay  him  lo  rest 
On  this  green  auuny  bank,  and  I  wdl  call 
Some  hoif  WBiec  to  his  aid  ;  but  thou 
Return  unto  the  field,  for  high-born  men 
There  need  the  peasant's  aid.  [Exit  id  AUenaant, 

I.ToBaim.)  Here  gentle  hands 

Shall  tend  thee,  warrior;  lor  in  these  relreate 
Tkcu  dwell  whose  vows  devote  them  lo  the  care 
Of  all  that  suffer.    May'at  thou  live  to  hlcaa  them ! 

[£xit  lat  Attendant 
'Twas a  prood strife! 

las'dton,  alas,  because  unknown!)  and  Gnido, 
Beside  me  bravely  Htmggling,  call'd  aloud, 
"  N  oble  Sicilion.  on !"    Oh  f  had  they  dcem'd 
'Twas  I  who  led  that  rescue,  ihey  had  spnrn'd 
Muia  aid,  thoueh  'twas  deliverance  ;  and  their  looks 
Had  fellen  Ukelilights  upon  me,— There  is  one, 
Whose  eve  ne'er  turn'd  on  mine,  but  its  blue  light 
Grew  softer,  trembling  through  the  dewy  mist 
Raised  1^  deep  tenderness ! — Oh,  might  the  soul 
Set  in  that  eye,  shine  on  me  ere  I  perish ! 
— la't  not  her  voice  1 
CoMSTiBCE  enten,  peaking  to  a  Nun,  who  turns  into  anotier 

Cm.  Oh !  happy  they,  kind  sister. 

Whom  thus  ye  tend ;  for  it  is  theirs  to  fall 
With  brave  men  side  by  side,  when  the  roused  heart 
Beats  proudly  to  the  last '. — There  ate  high  souls 
Whose  hope  was  such  a  death,  and  'tis  denied  ! 


[She  approachea  Rimoink 
---,,-,  ^  Thou-  "  ■        '■ 

TAouTiere — and  thus !— Oh !  is  this  joy  ( 

Stam.  Joy,  he  it  joy,  my  own,  iny 
E'en  on  the  grave's  dmi  verge  !— yei 


oung  warrior,  is  there  auebt Th>u  here,  my 

-ftouTiere — and  thus!— Oh!  is  this  joy  or  woe  T 
Stam.  Joy,  he  it  joy,  my  own,  iny  blessed  love, 
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when  llieir  bro«^ 
inipreas — and  il  may  be  thus 
E'en  yelj  with  me !— They  freed  me,  when  the  foe 
Had  hali  prevail'd,  and  I  have  proudly  eam'd, 
Willi  myliearl'B  deoreat  bluod,  the  meed  to  die 
Within  ihLie  arms. 

Cob.  Oh  !  sjieak  not  thus— to  die ! 

These  wounds  may  yet  be  closed. 

[Hkt  attempts  to  hind  hia  u 
LooJt  on  me,  Jove  \ 
Why,  there  is  more  tJian  iilo  in  tliy  glad  mien, 
'Tia  full  of  hope !  and  from  ihj-  kintlled  eye 
Breaks  e'en  unwonted  liglit,  whose  ardent  ray 
Seems  bom  to  be  immortal ! 


The  shadowy  dimnera  of  the  mitrodden  path 
Wiiicb  lies  befi>re  her  ;  and  encircled  Ihna, 
AwhUe  she  sits  in  djine  eyea,  and  llieiioe 
Sends  forth  her  bright  firewell.    Tliy  gentle  carea 
Are  vain  and  yet  I  bless  them. 

Saynotvain; 
■'     ■loU  not  part! 

iw.andlmown  bin 

~~Conr'  ■" '■""ob!  but  none 

Radiant  as  ihine,  my  warrior ! — Thou  wilt  live  ! 
Look  round  thee  I — all  is  annatiiiie — Is  not  this 
A  smiling  world  1 

Kaiia.  Ay,  gentlest  love,  a  world 

Of  joyous  beauty  and  magnificence. 
Almost  too  fair  to  leave !— Yet  must  we  Came 
Our  ardent  hearts  to  this ! — Oh,  weep  thou  not ! 
There  is  no  home  for  liberty,  or  love. 
Beneath  these  lestal  skies  1 — Be  not  deooived  ; 
My  way  Ues  &r  beyond  1—1  shall  be  soon 
That  viewless  thing,  which,  with  its  mortal  weeds 
Casting  off  meaner  paasiona,  yet,  we  trust, 
Foraels  not  how  to  love ! 

Con.  And  must  Ibis  be  t 

Heaven,  thou  art  merciful ! — Oh '.  bid  our  souls 
rt  together  I 


Depart  t 
Bairn. 


Constance !  there  is  strength 
Within  thy  gentle  heart,  which  hath  been  proved 
Nobly,  for  me :~ Arouse  it  once  again  ! 
Thygtiefunmansme-andlfain  would  meet 
That  which  approachca,  as  a  brave  man  yields 
With  prood  sabmisaon  to  a  mightier  foe. 
It  is  upon  me  now  ! 


C'.oot^lc 


Lei  thy  head  rest  upon  my  bosom,  Raimond, 
And  I  wQI  BO  suppress  its  quick  deep  eoha, 
They  shall  hut  rock  thee  to  thy  rest.     There  is 
A  world,  (ay,  let  us  seek  it  I)  where  no  blight 
Foils  on  the  beautiful  rose  of  youth,  and  there 
I  shall  be  will)  ihee  soon  I 
Fhocida  and  Ahseluo  enter.   Pgocida,  on  sc- 


Of  glory  comes  •-Oh  !  doth  it  cc _..  . 

E'cu  now  ihe  false  Albert!  hath  confesa'd 
That  guilty  plot,  for  which  ihy  life  was  doom'd 
Tobeth'ltbnement. 

Haiin.  'Tis  oiough '.    Rejoice 

Rejoice,  my  Conalatice !  for  1  leuve  a  name 
O'er  which  thou  mny'st  weep  proudly !  [He  Biiikt  back. 

To  thy  breast 
Fold  me  yet  closer,  (or  an  icy  dart 
flath  touch'd  my  veins. 

Con.  And  must  thou  leave  me,  Raimond  1 
Alas!  thine  eye  grows  dim—its  wondering  girinca 
Is  full  of  dreams. 
Saim.  Haste,  hasle,  and  tell  my  father 

Pro.  (nishlng  forieard.)  To  that  falhei's  heart 
Return,  forgivuig  all  thy  wrongs,  return  I 
Speak  to  me,  Raimond  !~Thou  wen  ever  kind. 
And  brave,  anil  gentle '.     Say  that  all  the  past 
Shall  be  Ibrgiveni     That  word  from  nona  but  iheu 
My  lips  e'er  ask'd.— Speak  to  mo  once,  my  boy, 


My  pride,  my  be^ie ! 
Look  on  me  yet  !~0 
_  Baim.  Otfwilh  tl 


For  a  erowu'd  conqueror  !-Saik !  the  trumpet's  voice ! 

[A  aaund  af  triumphant  naime  is  heard  gradually 
approaching. 
Is'l  not  a  thrilling  call  3-What  drowsy  spell 
Benumbs  me  thus  ?— Hence !  I  am  free  again ! 
Now  swell  yoi2r  festal  strains-tho  field  is  won ! 
Sing  me  to  glorious  dreams.  [He  dia. 

AttB.  The  strife  is  past. 

There  fled  a  noble  spirit  1 

Con,  Hush !  he  sleeps- 

Disturb  him  not  I 

Ajiff.  Alas!  ttus is  no  sleep 

From  which  the  eye  doth  radiantly  unclose  ! 
Bow  down  thy  soul,  for  earthly  hope  'is  o'er '. 

iThc   muaic  contitmis  approaclioie.     Oimio  tntert 
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Where  is  our  brave  Jeliverei )— We  arc  come 
To  crown  Paiermo'a  vicior! 

Ans.  Yc  came  too  late. 

The  voice  of  human  praise  doth  send  no  echo 
Into  the  world  of  spirits.  [The  music  ceasei. 

Pro.  (fl/isr  a  pause.)  h  this  dust 
I  look  on— Raimond  T— 'lis  but  sleepy  smile 
On  his  pnle  check  si ta  proudly.    Ralmand,  waks! 
Ob,  God  !  and  this  was  his  tnnmpliant  day  ! 
My  son,  my  injuiedson! 

Con.  (starting.)  Art  (iouhis  fiilher? 

1  know  thee  now. — Hence !  with  tlLy  dark  stern  eye. 
And  iliy  cold  heart !  Thou  canat  not  wake  liim  now  I 

l<'or  none  like  ms  hath  loved  him  '.    He  is  mine  I 
Ye  ahaU  nol  rend  him  from  me. 

Pro.  Oh  !  he  knem 

Tliy  love,  poor  maid ! — Shrink  from  me  now  no  more ! 
H'.  knew  thy  heart — but  who  shall  teiJ  him  now 
The  depth,  the  intenseness,  and  the  agony 
Of  my  Buppreas'd  affection  ?— I  havelearn'd 
All  hia  high  worth  in  time  to  deck  his  grave  ! 
Is  there  nol  power  in  the  elrong  spirit's  woe 
To  force  an  answer  from  the  viewiesa  world 
Of  the  departed  I — Raimond ! — Speak '.  forgive  I 
Raimond !  my  victor,  my  deliverer,  hear  ! 
—Why,  what  a  world  is  this !— Truth  ever  bnrats 
On  the  dark  soul  too  late :  and  glory  crowns 
Th'  unconaciouB  dead  !    An  hour  cornea  to  break 
The  mightiest  hearta ! — My  son !  my  eon '.  is  ihia 
A  day  of  triumph  1— Ay,  for  tliee  alone  ! 
[/re  tkraaa  himself  upon  the  body  of  Rkiaaso.  Carlain  fall*. 


ANNOTATION. 


"  THE  VBSPEEa  O 
"  Tkt  Vtspcrs  cf  Falenaa  was  the  earlfoM  of  the  drimallo  prodm- 

and  action.    Tha  sanig  high  Btralii  or  moral  propdely  marks  this 

glory,  for  libenv,  ajid  (tir  virtue  j  and  oa  hi"  cDnrage,  lili  ttorbeaionce, 
Iholnlegrllyofhislova,  mnklnittie  finiiDesaaf  hiapalriotliiniHpriBar 
dnablful.  ma  the  laicrest  oT  ;be  '^au  It  ii  worthy  of  remark,  thai 
^leciLoD  of  jkeces  for  schools,  aoJ  thus  conlribule  1»  ei™  lesJonB  of 
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SONGS  OF  THE  CID. 


THE  CID-S  DEP.UITUKE  INTO  EXILE. 

WiTB  HKty  knights  in  his  gnllaiH:  Irain, 

Vfenl  forth  the  Campeador  of  Spain  ; 

For  wild  aertas  and  plains  alar, 

He  left  the  lands  of  his  own  Bivar.' 

To  march  o'er  field,  and  lo  waloh  in  (em. 

From  his  home  in  good  Castile  he  went ; 

To  the  wasting  Biece  and  the  battle's  van, 

— Fat  the  noble  Cid  was  a  banish'd  man  ! 

Through  his  olive  woods  the  mom-breeze  play'd, 

And  his  native  sireatne  wild  music  made, 

And  clear  in  the  sunshine  his  vineyards  lay, 

When  for  march  and  combat  he  took  his  way. 

With  a  thoughtful  spirit  hU  way  he  took. 

And  he  turned  hts  steed  far  a  patting  look. 

For  a  parting  look  at  his  own  &ir  towers; 

— Oh  !  the  exile's  heart  hath  wenry  hours  I 

The  pennons  were  spread,  and  the  band  arrny'd. 

But  the  Cid  at  the  threshold  a.  moment  sloy'd  ; 

It  loos  but  a  moment— the  halls  were  iotie. 

And  the  gates  of  his  dwelling  all  open  thrown. 

There  was  not  a  steed  in  the  empty  stall. 

Nor  a  spear  nor  a  cloali  on  the  naked  wall, 

Nor  a  hawk  on  the  perch,  nor  a  seal  at  tlie  door, 

Nor  the  sound  of  a  step  on  ilie  hollow  door.' 

Then  a  dim  tear  swell'd  to  the  warrior's  eye. 

As  the  voice  af  his  native  groves  went  by ; 

And  he  said—"  My  foemen  their  wish  have  wan — 

Now  the  will  of  God  be  in  all  things  done !"  , 

But  the  trumpet  blew  witb  its  note  of  cheer. 

And  the  winds  of  the  morning  swept  off  the  tear. 

And  the  fields  of  bis  glory  lay  distant  liir, 

— He  is  gone  from  the  towers  of  hla  own  Btvar .' 
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Hia  EEATIIBED, 

THE  CID'S  DEATHBED. 

It  was  an  hour  of  grief  and  fear 

Witliin  Valencia^  walla, 
Wlien  ihe  blue  Spring-heaven  lay  still  and  clear 

Above  her  marble  balls. 


Onbrislit  Valencia's  shore, 
For  dealh  was  busy  wiiliher  chief. 

The  noble  Campcador. 
TTie  Moor-king's  barks  were  on  ihe  deep. 

With  sounds  and  signs  of  war. 
For  the  Cid  was  passing  lo  hia  sleep, 

In  the  silenl  Alcazar. 
No  monn  was  heard  through  ihe  lowers  of  it 


Stillness  was  round  (he  leader's  bed. 

Warriors  stood  mournful  nigh. 
And  banncra,  o'er  bis  glorious  head, 

Were  drooping  heavilr, 
And  leeble  grew  the  conquering  band. 

And  cold  the  valiant  breast : 
He  had  fousht  the  balllea  of  the  land. 

And  hia  nour  waa  come  to  rest. 
What  said  the  ruler  of  the  field  t 

— His  voice  is  faint  and  low ; 
The  breeze  that  creeps  o'er  hia  lance  and  shield 

Hath  louder  accents  now. 

"  Raise  ye  no  cry,  and  let  no  moan 

Be  made  when  I  depart ; 
The  Moot  must  hear  no  dirge's.tone, 

Be  ye  of  mighty  heart  i 

"  Let  the  cymbal- elash  and  the  inimpet-straiil 
From  your  walls  ring  far  and  shrill; 

And  fear  ye  not,  ibr  the  sainla  of  Spain 
Shall  grant  you  victory  still. 

"  And  gird  my  form  with  mail-asray. 
And  set  me  on  my  steed, 
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I  S0NG3  OP  THR  CID 

So  go  ye  Fortli  on  your  funeral-way. 

Anil  God  Eball  gire  you  speed. 
"  Go  wilii  the  dead  in  front  of  war. 

All  arni'd  with  sword  and  helm,' 
And  march  by  the  camp  of  King  BuMT, 

For  the  good  Caslillan  realm. 
"  And  letraealuraber  in  the  soil 

Which  gave  my  fathers  birth  ; 
I  hove  closed  my  day  of  ba«le-toil, 

And  my  course  is  done  on  eattli." 
— Now  wave,  ye  glorious  banners,  wave '.' 

Through  the  lattice,  a  wind  sweeps  by. 
And  the  arms,  o'er  die  death-bed  of  the  bmva. 

Send  fonh  a  hollow  sigh, 
Kow  wave  ye  banners  of  many  a  fight ! 

As  the  fresh  wind  o'er  you  sweeps  ; 
The  wind  and  the  banners  fall  huKi'd  uB  night, 

The  Campeadoi— he  sleeps! 
Sound  the  battlo-hom  on  the  breeie  of  mom. 

And  swell  om  the  tmmpel's  blast. 
Till  the  notes  prevail  o'er  the  voice  of  wail, 

F^  the  noble  Cid  hath  pass'd  1 


THE  CID'S  FUNERAL  PROCESSION 

The  Moor  bad  beleaguer'd  Valencia's  towers. 
And  lances  gleam'd  up  through  her  cltron-bo  wera 
And  the  tents  of  the  desert  bad  girt  her  plain. 
And  camels  were  irampllng  the  vmes  of  Spain  ; 

For  the  Cid  was  gjne  to  rest. 
There  were  men  from  wiUs  where  the  death-wind  am 
There  were  sjicars  from  hills  where  the  lion  sleeps, 
There  were  bows  from  sinds  where  the  ostricli  runs, 
For  (he  shrill  horn  of  Afric  had  call'd  her  sons 

To  tha  battles  of  the  West. 
The  midnight  bell,  o'erthe  dim  seas  heard, 


They  roar'd  ths  Ci-J  on  his  harhed  steed, 
Liltfl  a  warrior  mail'd  for  the  hour  of  need. 
And  they  tiic'd  the  sword  in  the  cold  right  liand, 
Which  had  fought  so  well  for  his  father's  land. 
And  the  slueld  from  his  neck  hung  bright. 
There  was  arming  heard  in  Valencia's  halla, 
n  the  vampan  walls; 
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And  lbs  burial  train  moved  oi 
With  a  measured  pace,  aa  the  pace  of  one, 
WaBthoHtilldeBtfi-Dmrchofilie  liosl  begun; 
Wiib  a  silenl  atep  went  the  cuirses'd  bniids, 
Like  a  1iotr»  iread  on  (he  burning  sande. 

And  Ihey  gave  no  botlle-ahoiil. 
When  [he  fiist  went  forth,  it  was  midnight  dsep. 
In  heaven  wna  the  moon,  in  the  cnmp  woa  sleep. 
When  the  last  through  the  city's  gates  had  gone. 
O'er  lent  and  rampart  the  bright  day  shone. 

With  (L  sun-biiist  from  tlio  sea. 


And  Bermudfz  the  Cid's  green  slnndi 

To  its  iaa.  fiiir  field,  with  lie  brenii  oi 

WpB  lire  glorious  bnnner  m  silence  borne, 

On  tne  glad  wind  streaming  free. 
And  ttie  Campeador  came  stately  then. 
Like  the  leader  chcled  with  steel-clad  men ! 
The  helmet  vraa  down,  o'er  the  fiice  of  the  dead. 
And  his  steed  went  prond,  hy  a  warrior  h;d. 

For  he  linew  that  the  Cid  was  there. 

Hew __    . 

And  Ximena  fjllowing  her  noble  lo  , 
Her  eye  was  aijemn,  her  slpp  WiiS  slow. 
But  their  rose  not  a  sound  ofwar  or  woe, 

Not  a  whisper  on  the  air. 
The  Halla  in  Valencia  were  etill  aiid  lone, 
The  churchea  were  empty,  the  mass's  done  ! 
There  was  not  b  voice  through  tlie  wide  street  far. 
Nor  a  fool-fiill  heard  in  the  Alcazar, 

— So  the  burial  train  moved  out. 
With  a  measDred  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one. 
Was  the  still  dealii-miireh  of  the  host  becun ! 
With  a  silenl  step  went  the  cuirass'd  bauds. 
Like  a  lion's  trend  on  the  bumine  sands  ; 

— And  they  gave  no  battle-snout. 
Fut  the  deep  hills  peal'd,  with  a  cry  ere  long, 
Whfn  the  Chrisiians  burst  on  the  Fayiiim  throng! 
—With  a  sudden  flash  of  the  lance  and  spear, 
And  n  charge  of  the  war-steed  in  fiili  career. 

It  wtE  Alvar  Faflez  came !' 
He  that  was  wrapt  with  no  funernl  shroud, 
Had  pafs'd  br'fore,  like  a  threatening  cloud ! 
And  the  storm  ru^h'd  down  on  the  tented  plain. 
And  tlie  Archi'r- Queen ,*'wiili  her  bands  lay  slain. 

For  the  Cid  upheld  his  ftimc. 
Vol.  1I.-7 
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Then  a  lenor  feU  on  ihe  King  Buc^ir, 
And  the  Lybian  kings  who  liad  join'J  his  war; 
And  their  heitrta  grew  heav^  luiH  died  away, 
And  their  hands  could  not  yield  an  ussagay. 

For  tlie  dreadful  thin^  they  saw ! 
For  il  seem'd  where  Minaya  his  onset  made, 
There  were  seventy  tliousand  knights  nrray'd. 
All  white  as  the  snow  on  Wevada^s  sleep, 
And  they  came  like  the  foam  of  a  roaring  deep ; 

— 'Twas  a  sight  of  fear  and  awe  [ 
And  the  created  form  of  n  warrior  tall, 
Withaawordofiire,  went  before  them  all  j 
Wiih  a  sword  of  lire,  and  a  banner  pale, 
And  a  blood-red  cross  on  his  ^adowy  mail, 

He  rode  in  the  battle's  van  ; 
There  was  fear  in  the  path  of  his  dim  whilB  horse 
There  was  death  in  the  giant-wnrriot's  course ! 
Where  his  banner  stream'd  with  its  ghostly  light. 
Where  his  sword  blazed  out,  there  was  hiinyiug  fli 

For  it  seera'd  not  the  sword  of  man '. 
The  field  and  the  river  grew  dnrkly  red. 
As  the  kings  and  leaders  of  Afrio  fled  ; 
There  was  work  for  (he  men  of  the  Cid  that  day! 
—They  were  weaiy  at  eve,  when  ihey  ceased  lo  all 

As  reapers  whose  task  is  done ! 
The  kings  and  the  leaders  of  Afric  Red  '. 
The  sails  of  their  galleys  in  hasle  wereaoread; 

— SoThe  Cid' 


THE  CID'S  RISING. 

'Twas  (he  deep  mid-watch  of  the  silent  niglii. 

And  Leon  in  slumber  lay, 
When  a  sound  went  forth  in  mahing  might, 

Like  an  army  on  i(3  way !' 
In  the  stiliness  of  the  hoar, 
When  the  dreams  of  sleep  have  power. 

And  men  ibrget  the  day. 
Throuffh  the  dark  and  lonely  streets  it  went. 

Till  the  alumberera  woke  in  dread  :  — 
Theso      ■    "  ■  ' 


le  sound  01  a  passmg  armament. 
With  the  cliarger?  stony  tread. 


ipr'ss 


impet's  peal. 
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Through  the  drak  and  lonely  elreels  il  pass'd. 

And  the  hollow  pDvenienl  rang. 
And  the  toweis,  us  with  a  sweeping  blast, 
Rocfc'd  to  the  Btomij;  clangl 
But  the  march  of  the  viewleSB  train 
Went  on  to  a  royal  fane. 
Where  a  priest  his  ni^t-hymn  sang. 
There  was  knocking  that  shook  the  niarble  floor. 

And  a  voice  at  the  gate  which  sold — 
"  That  the  Cid  Ruy  Diez,  the  Campeador, 
Was  there  in  his  arms  orray-d ; 
And  that  with  him,  from  the  lomb. 
Had  the  Count  Gonialez  come 
With  a  hoBl,  uprisen  to  aid  1 
"  And  they  came  for  the  buried  king  that  lay 

At  rest  ni  that  ancient  &ne  ; 

For  he  must  be  ami'd  on  llw  battle-day. 

With  ihem.Wdelirer  Spainl" 

—Then  the  narch  went  sounding  on. 

And  the  Moorn,  by  noontide  sun. 

Were  dust  on  Toloaa's  plain. 


Bivar,  the  supposed  biitlipLice  of  Ihg  Cid, 
teagflea  {torn  Burgos, 

Kola  3.  page  70,  line  a 


So«pLr4j  mlo  Old.  Focm  of  . 

Note  3,  page  71,  line  7. 
Tbs  Zimbra,  a  Moorish  dance.    When  Valeu 
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ox  A  HiOWEB  FKOM  THE  FIELD  Of  GRUTLl. 
■der's  translalitm  of  Ihew  tomanccs  (Der  CiJ,  nnch  Span!: 


NaieG,  page  73,  Une  li,  Bad  page  73  Jlne  15- 

••  And  whLLo  lliev  sHKid  Ihere  Ihej  law  the  Cid  Ruy  Diei  coming 

up  nilb  thiee  buniirEd  knlglila ;  lor  he  bad  not  been  in  IHe  bailie, 


En  el  beiir  de  la  Xka- 
Nole  9,  pnge  U.  line  M. 
Bee  Bohthby's  Chrosidi  of  Ihe  Cid,  r-  351 


ON  A  FLOWER  FROM  THE  FIELD  OF  GRO 

Whebce  art  thou,  flower  ?  from  holy  ground. 

Where  Irecduiu's  foot  halh  been  ! 
Yet  bugle- blast  or  trumpet  sound 

Ne'er  shook  that  eoleiun  eceiie. 
Flower  of  a  noble  field  1  Ihy  birth 

Was  not  where  spears  have  ci-osa'J, 
And  shiver'd  iielma  have  Etrewn  the  earth, 

'iUldat  banneta  won  and  lost. 
Bat  where  the  eunny  hues  and  elioweis 

Unto  tliy  cup  were  given, 
There  met  higo  hcorta  at  midnight  hours. 

Pure  hands  were  raised  to  linuveii. 
And  vows  were  pledged  that  man  should  toani 

Through  evtiy  Al]),ne  dell, 
Free  as  tlie  winii,  ibe  torrent's  foam, 

Tlie  Ehalt  of  William  Tell. 
And  prayer,  [he  full  deep  fiow  of  prayer, 

HaLlow'd  llic  p.istoral  tod, 
And  sjub  grew  strong  lor  battle  there, 
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ON  A  LEAF  FHOM  TUB  TOMB  OF  VIRGI 

Before  the  Aim  and  stars  they  knelt, 

That  calm  devoied  band, 
And  lose,  and  made  Ihcir  spiriln  felt 

Through  all  the  mountain  lund. 
Then  wflcome  Griilli's  Itee-bom  flower! 

Even  in  lliy  pale  decay 
There  dwells  a  bieoih,  a  lone,  a  power. 

Which  all  high  thoughts  obey. 


ON  A  LEAP  FEOM  THE  TOMB  OF  VUtOIL. 

And  was  thv  home,  pole  wiiher'd  thino. 

Beneath  the  rich  blue  soulhera  skyl 

Wert  thou  a  nuishng  of  the  aptine, 
The  winds  and  suna  of  glorious  Italy  1 
Those  suns  in  golden  li^l  e'on  now, 

Look  o'er  the  poet's  lovely  grave, 

Those  winds  aie  brealiiing  eoft,  but  thou 
Answering  their  whisper,  there  no  more  shall  wavs. 
The  flowers,  o'er  Posilippo's  brow. 

May  cluster  in  tlieir  purple  bloom 

But  on  lir  o'eishadowing  ilex-bough. 
Thy  brctzy  place  is  void  by  Virgil's  toiiJi. 
Thy  place  is  void ;  oh !  none  on  earth. 

This  crowded  earth,  may  e3  remain, 

Save  thai  which  sonls  of  loftieeC  ^rth 
Leave  when  they  part,  ihijii  brighter  home  to  gain. 
Another  leaf,  ere  now,  hath  sprung 

On  iht:  green  stein  wliich  once  was  thine ; 

When  shall  another  strain  be  sung 
Like  his  whose  dust  iicih  made  that  spot  a  shrine  I 


THE  CHIEFTAIN'S  SON. 

Yes,  it  is  oitts  •— ilie  field  is  won, 

Adaikandevillield! 
Lift  from  the  ground  my  noble  son, 
And  bear  him  homewards  on  his  bloiidy  shield ! 
Let  me  not  hear  your  trumpets  ring. 

Swell  not  the  haltle-horn  '. 
Thoughts  for  too  sad  those  notes  will  bring. 
When  lo  the  grave  my  glorious  flower  is  boms ! 
Speak  not  of  victory  !— in  the  name 
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A  FKAGMENT. 

Hoali'd  be  the  empty  voice  of  Fame — 

Call  me  back  his  whose  graceful  head  is  low. 

Speak  not  of  victory !— from  my  halls 

The  sunny  hour  is  gone  ! 
The  anoienl  banner  on  my  walls. 
Must  sink  erelong— I  had  but  hua— but  one ! 
Within  the  dwelling  of  my  sires 
The  hearths  wili  soon  be  cold, 
With  me  must  die  the  beacon-fires 
That  stieam'd  at  miJnight  from  the  mountain-. 
And  let  them  lade,  since  this  must  be, 
My  lovsly  and  my  brare  ' 


Ihadnot  dreamt  ofiAis— that  thou  couldet  fall! 
Thy  mother  watches  from  the  Bleep 

For  thy  returning  plume ; 
How  shall  I  tell  her  that  thy  sleep 
Isof  the  silent  house,  Ih' untimely  tomb  J 
Thou  didst  not  seem  as  one  to  die, 

With  all  thy  young  renown  ! 
— Ye  saw  his  felchion's  fla^  on  high, 
In  the  mid-fight,  when  speais  and  cresta  went  do* 
Slow  be  your  march  '.  the  field  is  won  '. 

A  dark  and  evil  field  ! 
Lift  from  the  ground  my  noble  son. 
And  bear  him  homewarilg  on  liis  bloody  shield. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

Rkst  on  your  ballle-fields,  ye  brave ! 
Lei  the  pmes  murmur  o'er  ^our  grave. 
Your  dirge  be  in  the  moarang  wave— 

We  call  you  back  no  more ! 
Oh !  there  was  mourning  when  ye  fell. 
In  your  own  vales  a  deep-toned  knell 
An  agony,  a  wild  farewell ; — 

But  that  hath  long  been  o'er. 
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Bat  we  on  changeful  days  are  cast, 

When  bright  namea  from  iheir  plac 

Andye  thai  wilh  your  glory  past, 

We  cannot  mourn  ye  now. 


ENGLAND'S  DEAD. 
Son  of  the  ocean  isle  ', 
Where  sleep  your  mighty  dead! 

Show  me  what  high  and  stalely  pile 
Ifl  rear'd  o'er  Glory's  bed. 
Go,  stranger  !  track  ihe  deep, 
Free,  free  the  white  flail  spread ! 

Wave  may  not  loam,  nor  wild  wind  sweep, 
Where  rest  not  England's  dead. 
On  Egypt's  burning  plains. 
By  the  pyramid  o'ersway'd, 

Witti  fearlul  power  die  noonday  reigna, 
And  the  pahn-lreea  yield  no  shade. 


by  those  whose  task  ;3  done  ! — 
There  slumber  England's  dead. 

halh  might 
Along  tin 
&i  by  Can 


Along  liie  Indian  shore, 
And  Ga  by  Ganges' '     ' 
-   ■       -dUiel 


tiger's  roar. 

But  let  the  sound  roll  on ! 

It  halh  no  lone  of  dread, 
For  ihoso  that  from  their  toils  are  gone;— 

There  slumber  England's  dead. 

JjOtid  rush  Ihe  torrent-floods 

The  western  wilds  among. 
And  free,  in  green  Columbia's  woods, 

The  hunter's  how  is  strung. 

But  lei  the  floods  rush  on ! 

Let  the  arrow's  flight  he  sped ! 

Why  should  they  reck  wBose  lasli  is  done  7- 

'  There  slumber  England's  dead  ! 

The  mountain-storms  lise  high 


Lei  the  fresh  wreaths  be  shed  I 

For  the  Roucesvailes'  field  is  won/— 

There  slumber  England's  dead. 


THE  MEin'IWi  OF  THE  BARDS. 

On  the  frozen  Jecp'a  repose 

"I'is  a  durk  and  dreaJfiil  hour, 
^lien  round  ihe  ship  the  iee-felds  closa 

And  the  noilhem  niglit-cloiids  lower. 

But  Icl  the  ice  drift  on ! 

I.et  the  cold-bluo  deeerl  spread  [ 
'heir  course  wilh  mast  end  flag  is  done, — 

Even  ihete  sleep  England's  dead. 

The  H-arlike  of  the  iflica, 

The  men  of  field  and  wave ! 
re  not  the  rocka  their  funeral  piles, 

The  ecaa  and  shores  their  grove  1 

Go.  slnmger!  truck  Ibe  deep. 

Free,  fi-ee  the  white  sail  spend 
'ave  may  not  loom,  nor  wild  wind  sweep. 

Where  real  not  England's  dead. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  BARDS. 
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irdj  nlwaya  KUjod  in  ihelr  uni-c 
's   Transtalion  of  JAs  Jtereie  Ei 


Wheke  met  our  bards  of  oW  ?— the  gloriona  throng, 
They  ofthanmiuiniinand  the  battle  song! 
They  met— oh  I  not  in  kinsly  hall  or  bower, 
But  where  wild  nature  ginTierself  with  power: 

net— where  streams  flush'd  bright  from  rocky  ci 


I'hey 
\ndv 


let — where  woods  mnde  in 


...re  dark  lakes  were  heaving  to  the  blast, 
And,  'midst  Ih'  eternal  clifia,  whose  strength  defied  ' 
The  created  Roman,  in  his  hour  of  pride; 
And  where  the  Caniedd,*  on  its  lonely  hill, 
Bore  silent  record  of  the  misbly  still ; 


And  where  die  Druid's  aiioient  Ctomleeli'  frowii'd, 
And  [he  oaks  bre.iihed  myaterious  mutmure  round. 
There  throng'd  th"  inapired  of  yoro !— on  plain  or  heigl 
In  the  tun's  face,  beneath  tltt  eye  of  light. 
And,  baring  unlo  Iieaveo  each  noble  head, 
Slood  in  tbe  circle,  where  none  else  might  tread. 


Whence  came  ihe  echoes  to  those  numbers  high  I 

'TwKsfrom  the  bnttle  fields  of  days  gone  by. 

And  from  (he  tombfl  of  herooa,  laid  lo  rest 

With  their  good  awords,  upon  [he  t 

Ami  from  the  watch-to' 

Kever'd  by  cloud  and  s[onii  troni  nil  bf  low  ( 

And  ihe  tnrf-mounde.t  once  girt  by  ruddy  epeara, 

And  [he  rook-altaiB  ci"  departed  years. 

Thence,  deeply  mingllne  with  the  lon-ent'a  roar. 

The  winds  a  thousund  wild  responses  bore  ; 

And  the  green  innd,  whose  every  vale  and  glen 

Doth  shrine  the  memory  uf  heroic  men. 

On  all  her  Iiills  awakening  lo  rej.iice, 

Sent  forlh  proud  answers  to  her  children's  voice. 

For  ua  not  ours  the  frstival  to  hold, 

'iVIidsi  ibe  stone-oiroles,  hoUow'd  thus  of  old ; 

Not  where  great  nature's  majesty  and  might 

Fir9[  broke,  all  glorious,  on  our  infant  tigKl ; 

Not  near  [he  [ombs,  where  sleep  our  free  and  brave. 

Not  by  the  mounlain-llyn,l  the  ocefin  wave. 

In  Ihea!  la[e  days  we  meel— dark  Mona's  shore, 

Eryri'sll  chffe  resannd  with  harps  no  more ! 

But,  as  the  stream  (though  time  or  art  may  turn 

The  current,  burslins  from  ila  cavem'd  urn, 

To  bathe  eofi  vales  S' pasture  and  of  flowers, 

i'rom  Alpine  glens,  or  ancient  forest  bowers) 

Alike,  in  rushing  strength,  or  sunny  sleep. 

Holds  on  iti<  oouise,  to  mingle  with  the  deep ; 

Thus,  though  oar  paths  be  changed,  still  warm  and  free, 

Laud  of  the  bard!  our  spirit  Hies  to  thee  I 

To  thee  our  thoughts,  our  hopes,  our  hearts  belong, 

Our  dreams  are  liaunted  by  thy  voice  of  song ! 


"Cioot^lc 


^  THE  VOICE  OF  SPSINS. 

Nor  yield  our  souls  one  patriol-feeling  leaa. 

To  Ihe  grecQ  memory  of  thy  loveliness, 

Than  iheira,  whose  liarp-nowa  peal'd  from  every  height. 

In  the  urn's  face,  beneath  ihe  e>/e  of  light .' 


THE  VOICE  OF  SPRraG* 
I  COME,  1  come '  ye  have  cali'd  me  long. 

Ye  may  trace  mj^  step  o'er  the  wakening  earSi, 

By  the  winds  which  tell  irfthe  violet's  birth, 

By  the  piimrose^lara  in  the  shadowy  grass, 

By  the  gteeu.  leaves,  opening  as  I  pass. 

I  have  breathed  on  the  south,  and  the  chestnut  ilaweiB 

By  thousands  have  burst  from  the  forest-bowers, 

Ajid  die  ancient  graves,  and  the  fallen  fanes, 

Are  veii'd  with  wreaths  on  Italian  plains ; — 

But  it  is  not  forme,  in  my  hour  of  bloom. 

To  speak  of  (he  ruin  or  the  tombi 

I  have  look'd  o'er  the  hills  of  the  stormy  north, 

And  the  larch  has  hung  all  his  tassels  forth, 

The  fiaher  ja  out  on  the  sunny  sea. 

And  the  reitideer  bounds  o'er  the  pastures  free. 

And  ibe  pine  has  a  fringe  of  softer  green. 

And  the  moss  looks  bright,  where  my  foot  hath  been. 

I  have  sent  through  the  wood-paths  a  glowing  aigh, 

And  cali'd  out  each  voice  of  the  deep  blue  sky; 

From  the  night-bird's  lay  through  the  Blurry  time, 

In  the  groves  ot  the  soft  Hesperian  clime. 

To  the  swan's  wild  note,  by  the  Iceland  lakes, 

When  the  dark  fir-brancli  into  verdure  brea.ka. 

From  (he  streams  and  founts  I  have  loosed  the  chain, 

Tliey  are  sweeping  on  to  the  silvery  main. 

They  are  flashmg  down  from  the  mountain  brows, 

They  are  flinging  sprav  o'er  the  forest-boughs. 

They  are  bursting  fresh  from  their  sparry  caves, 

And  the  earth  resounds  with  the  joy  of  waves ! 


Ife  of  the  rose-lip  and  dew-bright  eye, 
And  the  bounding  footstep,  to  meet  mc  fly ! 
With  the  lyre,  and  the  wreath,  and  the  jojons  lay. 
Come  forth  to  the  Bunahine,  I  tnay  not  slay. 
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Away  from  the  , 

The  young  leavf  __      _    _ 

Their  light  slenis  ihrill  to  Ihe  wild-wood  Bttains, 

And  youth  is  abroad  in  my  green  domains 

But  ye ! — you  are  changed  since  ye  met  me  last ! 

■PI ;.  -imething  briirhl  from  your  featnrea  pass'd  i 

El  die! 


No  faint  remembrance  ofdiul  licoayr 

There  were  aleps  thnl  flew  o'er  the  cowslip's  head. 

As  if  for  a  baugnat  bU  earth  were  sprend  ; 

There  were  voices  that  rung  through  the  sapphire  sky 

And  had  not  a  sound  of  mortolitu  f 

Are  ihey  sone  1  is  tlieir  mirth  Ironi  the'  mountains  para'd  !— 

Ye  have  look'd  on  death  amce  ye  met  me  last ! 

I  know  whence  the  ^adow  comea  o'er  you  now, 

Ye  have  strewn  the  dust  on  the  sunny  brow '. 

Ye  have  given  the  lovely  to  eanh's  emlffaoe — 

She  haili  taken  the  fairest  of  beauty's  race. 

With  their  laughing  eyes  and  iLeir  festal  crown, 

They  are  gone  from  amongst  you  in  silence  down ! 

They  are  gone  from  amongst  you,  the  young  and  fair. 

Ye  hove  lost  the  gleam  of  their  tuning  hair! 

But  I  know  uf  a  land  where  there  blla  no  blight, 

I  shall  find  tbem  there,  with  their  eyes  ofllght ! 

Wliero  Death  'raitlst  the  blooms  of  the  mom  may  dweU, 

[  tarry  no  lunger — ftrewell,  farewell ! 

Tile  summer  is  coming,  on  soft  winds  home, 

Ye  may  press  the  grape,  je  may  bind  the  com ! 

Forme,  idepor  to  a  brighter  shore, 

Ye  are  mark  d  by  care,  ye  are  mine  no  more  ; 

I  go  where  the  loved  who  have  left  you  dwell, 

And  the  flowers  are  not  Death's— laie  ye  well,  &rewell  1 
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ARABELLA  STUART. 

["  Tra  Liiiv  AsiBti.i.1,"  as  she  liKS  boen  tcequcnily  tn^lod,  wu 
descended  ftnm  MarEarEt.  olilMl  danghU*  nf  HBury  VIL.  and  cnn- 
sequenllyflllled  by  biilh  10  Elizabethei  well  H9 James  L  Tbls  af- 
linlly  In  Ibe^hiooe  iiroi-ed  Itie  mlsmrmne  of  her  lifb,  as  Ihe  )eal- 
Quaica  which  It  conJilanlljeielled  In  hsr royal lelallves,  whriweio 
Binloiia  lo  proyeni  her  niBirylDi;,  shut  her  out  from  the  ciij'iy"iein 

rer7enUr'"dBsirBa.  By  a  aeorel'hut  early  dlicoverQil  uninii  with 
William  Seymnitj,  sdd  of  Iitd  Beanchniiip,  she  alniiRcil  the  c:-M- 
nel  of  James,  and  the  WHidetl  lovers  were  ImiDedialely  piHi.'sil  \a 
aenaniie  conHnenienc.  .Fkhu  Ihia  theyfbnnd  means  li>i:<mi:e[l  a 

though  falDt  IWijQ  recent  aickaesa  end  sul^riu^.  sDile  i>itl  iiMho 

French  vessel  engageiMa  recBlve  her  whb  discovered  and  C'llned. 
Aa  Beymour,  however,  hail  not  vet  arrived,  ahe  was  desirous  Lhat 
the  vessel  shonld  lie  ac  anchor  R\r  hiiu ;  but  thia  wlah  wns  over- 
ruled by  her  cniupanions,  who,  vonlrary  to  her  eDtre^tles-  hoUied 
sail.  "  which,'*  aaya  H'laraeli.  "occasioned  so  llLtAl  a  termln-^LlnD 
to  thia  lomaDtlc  adventure,  gaymour.  Indeed,  had  e»cii|i»d  friun 
the  Tower :  he  reached  the  wharf,  nnd  liiund  hla  conliilenUnl  .nan 

tovered  to  his  grief,  on  hailing  it,  that  It  waanntthi;  Fri^nch  &hlp 
chajfred  with  his  Arabella;  iodespiir and  confa«ion  he  routKl'initl  ti- 
er ship  from  Newcastle,  which  ftir  a  lArge  Bum  altered  ils  ci-urr^e  and 
landed  him  in  Flanders,"  Arabella,  uieantluie,  whilst  hupli^ring  her 
allendanta  lii  linger.  audesTneallylnuklngmil  for  the  eipected  Ih»i 
of  her  husbuid,  wna  overtaken  In  Caliila  Roods  by  a  vessel  in  the 
klnv'B  service,  and  brought  back  to  a  captivity,  under  the  au^rlnE 
of  which  her  mind  anif  ponidtution  itrnduHllysank.    "  IVhal  paiis- 


mu  yet  buoyed  up  by  the  cnnsclnuxnesa  of  Seymour's  al^e 
and  the  cherbihed  hope  of  eventual  deliverance.] 


Twis  hut  a  dteani ;— I  saw  the  slag  leap  free. 

Under  the  boughs  whre  early  birds  were  ainging, 
I  slond  o'etshadow'J  by  the  greenwcxid  tree, 

And  heard,  ic  aeem'd,  a  sudden  bugle  ringmg 
Kar  liirough  a  royal  forest;  then  the  fiivra 
Sboi,  like  a  gleam  of  lishl,  from  srasay  lawn 
To  secret  covert ;  and  the  sinoolfi  tutf  shook 
And  hlliea  quiver'd  hy  (he  glade's  lone  brook, 
Aiid  young  leaves  trembled,  as,  in  fleet  career, 
A  princely  band,  with  horn,  ond  hound,  and  spear, 
Lifco  a  rich  masqus  Bwept  fcrlh.    I  siw  the  dame 
Of  their  whiio  plumes,  that  bore  a  alvery  iflanco 
Into  [he  deep  wood's  heart ;  and  all  pas^'d  by 
Savfi  one— I  met  the  smile  of  one  clear  eye. 
Flashing  out  joy  to  mine.     Yes,  t/ioii  wert  there. 
Seymour  1  a  aoh  wind  blew  lbs  clustering  hair 
Eflck  fi-Dm  thy  gallant  brow,  as  thou  didft  reiu 
Thy  courser,  turning  from  that  gorgeous  train, 
And  fling,  mettiou^ht,  thy  hunting  spear  away, 
And,  lightly  gracefal  in  thy  green  arroy, 
Bound  to  my  aide;  and  we,  that  met  and  parted, 

Ever  in  dread  of  some  dark  watchful  power, 
Won  back  to  childhood's  traat,  and  fearleie-bearled. 

Blent  the  glad  falnesa  of  onr  thoughts  that  hoar 
Even  like  the  mingliOB  of  sweet  streams,  beneatli 
Dim  woven  leaves,  arfl  "tnidst  the  floating  breath 
Of  hidden  Ibrest-flowers. 

'Tispasf ' — I  wake, 
A  captive,  and  alone,  and  far  from  thee, 
My  love  and  friend!    Yet  fostering,  for  thy  sakn, 

A  i^uenchless  hope  ofhappiness  to  be; 
And  feeling  slili  my  woman-Bpirit  strong. 
In  the  deep  &i^  which  lifis  from  earthly  wrong 
A  heavenward  glance.    I  know,  I  know  our  love 
Shall  yet  call  gentle  angels  ftom  above. 
By  iia  undying  fervor,  and  prevail — 
Sending  D  breath,  sa  of  ^c  Spring's  lirsc  gale, 
'riirougti  hearts  now  cold  ;  and,  raising  its  bright  bo6. 
With  a  free  gush  of  sunny  tears,  erase 
The  cbaraiM«i3  of  anguish :  in  this  trust, 
I  bear,  I  strive,  I  bow  not  to  the  dust, 
That  I  may  bring  thee  back  no  faded  form. 
No  bosom  chili'd  and  blighted  by  tlie  storm, 
But  all  my  youth's  first  treasures,  when  we  meet. 
Making  past  sorrow,  by  cummunioa,  sweet. 
Vol..  II.— 8 
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But  one,  and  tb 
Tker     ■      ■ 

When  da^neEB,  from  ibe  vainly  dod..^  _^ 
Covers  ita  benuliful  !i    If  then  wert  gone 

To  the  Brave's  boaoni,  with  thv  tadianl  brow— 
If  tbv  deep-Hirilling  voice,  with  Chat  low  Cone 

Of  earnest  londemea?!,  which  now,  even  now 
Seems  floadng  through  my  soul,  where  muaic  taken 
For  ever  from  thifi  world—cJi !  IhuB  fiirsaken, 
Conld  I  bepr  on  I — thon  liveet,  thou  liveet,  thoa'rC  mine 
With  this  glad  Ihonriit  I  make  my  heart  n  ehiine, 
And  by  the  lamp  which  qiienchleaa  there  shall  burn. 
Sit  a  Ions  watcher  for  the  day's  return. 


Ihav 

Th ^ , ,- 

Thon  hast  sent  tidii^,  aa  of  heaven — 1,  w_.. 

Thehour,  the  sgn,  tor  blessed  Sight  to  thee. 
Oh !  for  Che  skylar&a  wing  that  seeks  its  mate 

As  a  star  shoots ! — but  on  the  breeiy  aea 
We  shall  meet  soon.    To  think  of  such  an  hour ! 

Will  not  my  heart,  o'eiburden'd  by  ita  bliss. 
Faint  and  ^ve  way  within  tne,  as  a  flower 

Borne  down  and  perishing  by  noontide's  kiss? 
Yet  shall  I  fear  that  lot— the  perfect  rest. 
The  full  deep  joy  of  dying  on  thy  bi-east, 
After  long  suffering  won  f    Sorichaclose 
Too  seldom  crowns  with  peace  nfiection's  woes. 

Sunset  1 — 1  tell  each  moment— from  the  skies 
The  last  red  splendor  floats  alons  my  wall. 

Like  a  king's  banner ! — Now  ic  melts,  it  dies ! 
I  see  one  BJnr~l  hoar— 'twas  not  the  call, 

Th'  expected  voice ;  my  quick  heart  throbb'd  loo  s( 

1  must  keep  vigil  till  yon  n«ng  moon 

Shower  down  less  golden  light.    Beneath  her  beam 

Through  my  lone  latcice  □out'd,  I  sic  aiiil  dream 

Of  suramer.5ands  afar,  where  holy  love, 

Under  the  vine  or  in  the  citron  grove. 

May  breathe  from  terror. 

And  dleiit  as  its  clouds,  and  full  of  See 
I  hear  my  veins  beat.    Hark !  o  bell's  eloi 
My  heart  strikes  with  it, — Yel  again — 'tis 
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A  STUART. 

Harkl— hasre  r — I  come  lo  meet  tliee  on  the  seas. 

Now  never  mote,  oh  !  never,  in  the  worth 
Of  its  pure  cairae,  lei  sorrowiiig  love  on  enrth 
Trual  fondly— never  more !— iBe  hope  i3  crush'd 
Thm  lit  my  life,  the  voice  within  me  hnsli'd 
That  spoke  sweet  oraelea  ;  and  I  relufn 
To  lay  tny  youth,  as  in  a  burial  urn, 
Where  sunshine  may  not  find  it.    All  is  lost! 
No  tempest  met  our  barts-^io  billow  loss'd ; 
Yet  were  they  sever'd,  even  as  we  must  be. 
That  so  have  loved,  so  striven  our  hearts  lo  free 
From  their  close-eoiluig  fale '.    In  vain— in  vam, 
The  dark  links  meet, and  clasp  themselves  again, 
And  press  out  life.    Upon  the  deck  I  stnod, 
And  a  white  sail  came  gliding  o'er  the  flood, 
Like  some  proud  bird  of  ocean ;  then  mms  eye 
Sirain'd  onl,  0118  moment  eatiiet  lo  descry 
The  form  it  ached  for,  and  the  hatk's  career 
Seem'd  slow  to  that  fond  vearnmg :  it  drew  near, 
Fraught  without  foes!    What  boots  it  to  recall 
The  strife,  the  tears!    Once  more  a  ptison  wall 
Shuts  the  green  hills  and  woodlands  from  my  sight, 
And  joyous  glance  of  wa^ra  lo  the  light, 
And  ihec,  my  Seymour,  thee .' 

I  will  not  aink! 

Thon,  thou  hast  tent  the  heavy  chain  that  bound  thee  I 
And  this  shall  be  my  strength — tne  joy  lo  think 

That  thou  may'st  wander  viridi  heaven's  breath  around  tl 
And  all  the  laughing  sky  !    This  thought  fhall  yel 
Shine  o'er  my  heart  a  radiant  amulet. 
Guarding  it  from  despair.    Thy  bonds  are  broken. 
And  unto  me,  I  know,  thy  (rue  love's  token 
Shall  one  day  be  deliverance,  though  the  yeara 
Lie  dim  between,  o'ethuiig  with  mists  of  tears. 

My  friend !  my  friend  '.  where  art  thou  J    Day  by  day 
Gliding,  like  some  dark  moumliil  stream,  away! 
My  silent  youth  flows  from  me.    Spring,  the  while, 

Comes  and  rains  beauty  on  (be  kmdhng  boughs 
Round  haU  and  hamlet ;  SummOT  with  her  smile, 

Fills  the  green  forest ;  young  hearla  breathe  their  vows  i 
Brothers  long  patted  meet ;  6ir  children  rise 
Round  the  glad  board  ;  Hope  laughs  from  loving  eyes : 
All  this  is  m  the  world !— These  joys  he  sown, 
'The  dew  of  every  path.    On  one  alone 
Their  fre^ness  may  not  fell— the  stricken  deer 
Dying  irftiurst  with  all  the  waters  near. 
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6  Love  and  Freedom !  ye  are  lovely  ihinga ! 
/idiyou  thepenaantoii  the  hills  mny  dwelt. 
And  by  the  Httpama;  but  I — Ihe  blood  of  klngS; 


Tb  ate  from  din^e  end  frrah  glads,  ye  flowera ! 

By  some  kind  hand  to  cheer  my  dungeon  sent; 
O'er  you  the  oak  shed  down  the  auminer  ^liowere, 

And  the  lark'H  nest  was  where  your  bri^i  cups  Eieat, 
Quivering  lo  breeze  and  raindtop,  like  The  sheen 
Of  twilight  slara.    On  you  heaven's  eye  hath  been. 
Through  the  leaves,  pouring  ita  dark  sultry  blue 
Into  your  glowing  lieare  the  bee  to  yon 
Halb  murniiir'd,  and  the  rill.— My  soul  grows  fiiiul 
W'th  paasiouate  yearning,  as  its  quick  dreams  paint 
Your  haunls  by  dell  and  stream — the  green,  the  tree. 
The  full  of  all  sweet  sound— the  shut  from  me ! 

There  went  a  awifi  bird  singing  past  my 

O  Love  and  Freedor- ' '   --'--  ' 

Widi  you  the  peasant  i 

'■"""'"  1  stteama  ,  ..._ 

tingling  river  through 

Kings! — I  had  siSnt ^ 

Leaving  their  thrones  far  distant,  and  tb 

I  am  cast  under  their  triumubat  car, 

An  insect  to  be  crush'd  I— Oh  I— Heaven  is  far— 

Eanh  ptiilees! 

Dost  lliou  forget  me,  Seymour !    f  am  proved 

So  long, so  sternly!    Seymour,  my  beloved! 

There  are  such  tales  of  holy  marvels  done 

Br  strong  alfecluin,  of  deliveratice  won 

Throogh  its  prevailing  power!    Are  these  things  told 

Till  the  young  weep  with  raptare,  and  ihe  old 

Wonder,  yet  dare  not  doubt;  and  thou  I  oli,  thou! 

Dost  thou  foreel  me  in  hope's  decay  !— 
Thou  canst  not!- through  the  silent  night,  even  now, 

I,  thnt  need  prayer  so  much,  awake  and  pray 
StiU  first  for  thee.— Oh,  gentle,  gende  fritnd  ! 
How  shall  I  bear  this  augui^  to  the  end  T 
Aid !— conies  there  yet  no  aid  ?— the  voice  of  blood 
PasBes  heaven's  gale,  even  ere  the  crimaon  Hood 

Dinks  through  the  gi-ee""'-""--'  t    ■"*  *' — »  -  -— 

From  tlie  wrung  hesM, 
To  pierce  the  clouds  I 

That  bleed  and  weep  beneatll  the  t ^  ,... 

Have  heavier  cause  !— yet  hear !— my  bouI  gro«'s  dark— 
Who  hears  the  last  shnek  Irotn  the  sinking  bark 
On  the  mid  seas,  and  with  the  "i"-™  -i — = 
And  beariiif 


And  bearing  lo  the  abyss,  a 
Its  freight  of  human  hearts! — t 
Who  shall  tell  how  it  riish'd-i 


Thou  hast  forf 
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There  would  be  rescue  if  lliis  were  not  so. 
Thou  M  Dt  the  ohaie,  lh;m  'it  at  the  festive  boam, 
ThoH  'rc  whare  the  lud  vrvx  free  and  high  is  pour  a, 
Thou  'rl  where  the  dancers  meet !— amagie  glass 
I  act  within  my  sonl,  and  proud  shapes  pass, 
Flu^im;  it  o'er  with  pomp  from  biweraadlinll  i 
I  Bce  one  shadow,  ataleliflst  there  of  all— 
Thine  .'—What  do.^  (Sou  amidst  the  bright  and  fair 
Wlii^iing  light  words,  and  mockins  mjr  despair! 
It  is  not  well  of  thee  !— my  love  was  more 
That!  fieiy  sous  may  hreaih,  depp  thouJht  eiplore  ; 
And  there  thou  sm  [eit.  while  my  heart  is  dying, 
WiLl,  all  its  blighted  hopes  around  it  lying  ; 
Even  thiu,  on  whom  they  hung  their  last  green  leaf- 
Vet  smiie,  smile  on !  too  bright  art  thou  for  pief  • 
Death!— what  t  is  death  a  loolt'd  and  treasured  thing, 
Guarded  1^  swords  of  iire  7"  a  hidden  spring, 
A  iiibled  fruit,  tliat  I  should  thus  endure, 
M  if  the  world  within  me  held  no  cure  '. 
Wherefore  not  spread  free  wm^-Heaven,  Heaven  control 
These  thoughts— they  rush— I  Took  into  my  soul 
As  down  J  gulf  and  tremble  at  the  array 
Of  fierce  forma  crowding  it!    Give  strength  to  pray, 
So  shall  their  dark  host  pas. 

The  storm  iHstill'd. 

Father  in  Heaven !  thon,  only  thou,  canst  sound 
The  heart's  great  deep,  with  flojJs  of  anguish  liil'd. 

For  human  line  too  fearfully  profoond. 
Therefore,  forgWe,  ray  Father  i  if  ihy  child, 
Rock'd  on  its  heaving  darknesa,  hith  grown  wild 
And  ^n'd  in  her  despair  1    It  well  may  be. 
That  thou  wouldst  lead  my  spirit  back  to  thee— ■ 


By  the 
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le  Blricken  love  which  hath  perch 
A  mortal  in  thy  place  !    Now  let  mo  oiiivo       _ 
With  ihy  strong  arm  n  )  more !    Forgive,  forgive ! 
Take  me  to  peace  : 

And  peace  at  last  is  nigh. 
A  5ii>n  is  on  my  brow,  a  token  sent 
The  o'crwearied  duat  from  home  :  no  breeie  flits  by. 

But  calls  me  with  a  strange  sweet  whisper,  blent 
Of  many  myslerieE. 

Hark!  the  wamuig tone 
ts  word  is  Death!     Alone,  alone, 
youth,  but  chisten'd,  I  depart, 
Bowing  to  heaven.    Vet,  yet  my  woman's  heart 
Shall  wake  a  spirit  and  a  power  to  bless 
liven  IH  this  hour's  o'eraliadowing  fearlulness, 
Thee,  its  firet  love !— oh !  lender  sliU,  and  true  ! 
Ee  iifoi^ttcn  if  mine  anguish  threw 
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Drops  from  its  biller  founiain  on  thy  name. 
Though  but  a  momenl. 

Now,  with  fainting  fhinie, 
Witheoul  just  lingering  on  the  flight  begun 
To  hind  for  thee  ia  last  dim  thoughts  in  one, 
I  blesBihee  !    Peace  be  on  thy  noble  head. 
Years  of  bright  fame,  when  I  am  with  die  dead  ! 
I  bid  this  prayer  aurviire  me,  and  retain 
Its  might,  again  to  bless  thee,  and  again  i 
Thou  Bast  been  gather'd  into  my  datlc  late 
Too  much  :  toolong,  for  my  salie,  desolatfl 
Hath  been  thine  exited  youlh  ;  but  now  taliebaek. 
From  dying  hands,  thy  ii'eedom,  and  recrack 
(Afiet  a  few  Ittnd  teora  for  her  whose  days 
Went  out  in  dreams  of  thee)  the  aunnv  ways 
or  hope,  and  And  thou  happiness  !    Vet  send. 
Even  ^en,  insilent  houra,  a  thonght  dear  friend ! 
Down  to  my  voiceless  chnmljer  ;  lor  thy  love 
Hath  been  to  me  all  glDs  of  earth  above, 
Tliough  booehe  withTiuming  tears  1  it  is  the  sting 
Of  death  to  leave  that  vainiy-precioua  thing 
In  this  cold  world!    What  were  it  then,  if  aiou. 
With  thy  fijnd  eyes,  vrert  gazing  on  me  now  1 
Too  keen  a  pang ! — Farewell '.  and  yet  once  more. 
Farewell! — The  pasaon  of  long  years  I  pour 
Into  that  word :  llioii  hear'st  not— but  the  woe 
And  fervor  of  ita  tones  may  one  day  flow 
To  thy  heart's  holy  place  ;  there  let  ihem  dwell 
Wc  shall  o'ersweep  llie  grave  to  meet-Farewell  •. 


THE  BKIDE  OF  THE  GREEK  ISIj;' 


Come  ftom  the  woods  with  the  citron-flowers. 
Come  with  your  lyres  for  the  festal  houra, 
Maids  of  bright  Scio !     They  came,  and  the  bree 
Bore  their  aweel  songs  o'er  the  Grecian  seas ; 
They  came,  and  Eudora  stood  robed  and  crown'i 
The  bride  of  the  mom,  with  her  train  around. 
Jewels  flash  d  out  from  her  braided  hair, 
like  Btany  dews  'midst  the  roses  there  ; 
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Pearla  on  her  bosom  qulieiing  shori 
Heaved  by  her  heart  through  ''"  "" 


Changeliil  and  Iki 


)y  her  lieBri  tmougii  iih  goiaen  zone 
)w,  as  those  gems  of  the  ocean  pale, 


i  gems  01  tne  Dcean  paie 
itn  her  transparent  veil ; 


Changeliil  and  feint  was  her  fan-  cheelt's  hne, 

ThouaU  clear  as  a  flower  which  the  li^'ht  looks  thronsb  i 

And  the  glanCe  of  her  dark  resplendent  eye, 

for  the  aspect  of  woman  at  tiniee  too  high, 

I  Jijr  floating  in  misls  which  the  troubled  stream 

Of  the  soul  sent  up  o'er  its  fervid  beam. 

''he  look'd  on  the  vine  at  her  6lber's  door, 
L  i  e  one  that  is  leaving  hia  native  shote  ; 
She  hung  o'er  the  myrtle  once  coll'd  her  own, 
As  It  greenly  waved  by  the  ihre^old  alone  i 

he  tum'd — and  her  mother's  raize  brc^ght  hack 
Each  hue  of  her  childhood's  fa^ed  track. 
Oh    hu^  the  Hong,  and  let  her  tears 
Flo  Y  to  the  dream  of  her  eaiiy  years ! 
Holy  and  pure  are  the  drops  that  fall 
W  en  he  young  bride  goes  from  her  fiilher's  ball ; 
She  goea  unto  love  yet  untried  and  new, 
She  pirls  from  love  which  hath  still  been  true  ; 
Mut»  be  the  song  and  the  choral  strain. 
Till  her  bean's  deep  well-spiing  is  clear  again ! 
She  V.  ept  on  her  mother's  laithlul  lireast 
Like  a  babe  that  pohs  itself  to  rest ; 
She  wept — yet  laid  her  hand  awhile 

Her  aoul'a  af^nced,  nor  oherifli'd  less 

For  the  eu^  of  nature's  tenderness  I 

"lixe  1    ed  her  graceful  head  at  last— 

Tl  e  choking  swell  of  her  heart  vras  paai ; 

Arid  her  lovely  ihoughta  from  iheir  cells  found  way 

[n  he  sudden  flow  oT  a  plaintive  lay.> 

THE  bride's  FAKEWEI.I,. 

W  HT  do  I  weep  ? — to  leave  the  vitit 

Whose  cinstetfl  o'er  me  bend  ; 
The  myrtle— yet,  oh !  call  it  mine  '■— 

The  flower;  I  loved  to  ten.l. 
A  Ihouannd  thougbls  ol  all  thinf;i<  dear, 

like  shadows  o'er  me  bwi¥]j, 
I  leave  my  sunny  childhood  lure. 

Oh,  therefore  lelme  weti>: 
I  leave  thee,  sister!  we  have  play'd 

Through  many  a  joyous  hour, 
Where  the  silvery  green  of  (he  olive  sliadi 

Hung  dim  o'er  fonnt  and  buwer. 
Yes,  thou  and  I,  by  stream  by  shore, 

In  Bong,  in  prayer,  in  sleep. 
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I  leave  thee  father !  Eve's  brighl  moon 

Must  now  ligbr  otber  feet. 
With  the  gaiher'd  grapes,  and  the  lyre  in  tu 

Thy  homeward  step  to  greet. 
Thou,  in  whose  voiee,  lo  bless  thy  child. 

Lay  tones  of  love  ao  deep, 
Whose  eye  o'er  nil  my  youth  hath  etniled — 

I  leave  thee  !  let  me  weep  '. 
Mother '.  I  leave  lliee '.  on  thy  bteBal, 


Eyes 
Will  ea 


ie  lound  that  holy  plac 
ill  changeless — yet  1  go '. 
"  U  have  luli'd  iiie  with  y< 


....     _.._  yoot  aliain, 
itch'd  my  sleeii! 

„.,_ like  jours  again ! 

Sweet  moUiei  J  let  me  weep ! 


Is  the  human  heart,  Es      ,.— _ 

That  works  iU  wny,  through  the  torrent^  jbem, 
To  the  bright  pool  near  it,  the  lily's  home ! 
.. :.  ..„„  ,     .u„  .,-..j  ._  L-  .^„^  jj,„j  |„j,_ 

fjuc  luiiiB  to  her  lover,  she  leav^  her  sire. 

Mother!  on  earth  it  inttsc  still  be  so, 

Thou  rearest  the  lovely  to  see  them  go ! 

They  arc  moving  onward,  the  bridal  throng. 

Ve  may  track  their  way  by  the  swells  of  auug ; 

Ye  may  cateh  throueh  the  foliage  their  white  robes'  glea.ii, 

iiike  a  swan  'midst  the  reeds  of  a  shadowy  stream. 

Their  arms  bear  up  garlands,  Iheir  gliding  tread 

In  over  Ihe  deep-Tein'd  violet's  bed  ; 

They  hive  light  leaves  around  them,  blue  skies  above, 

An  arch  ibr  the  triumph  of  youth  and  love '. 

Still  and  sweet  was  the  home  that  stood 
In  the  flowering  depths  of  a  Grecian  wood. 
With  the  soft  green  Ught  o'er  its  low  roof  ^read, 
4s  it  from  the  clow  oT  an  emerald  shed, 
'onring  through  lime-leaves  that  mingled  on  hijj^. 


Asleep  m  the  silence  of  noon's  clear  ^y, 
Citrons  amidst  their  dark  foliage  glow'd. 
Making  a  gleam  round  the  lone  abode ; 
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V[ne-suilk9  iis  Inllioe  and  v/aWs  had  bound  ; 
And  brightly  before  il  a  louniain's  play 
Flung  sGowere  through  a  thicket  ol  glossy  bay, 
To  a  cypreaa  which  itse  in  thiit  flashing  rain. 
Like  one  (all  ahat't  of  Boine  Mien  ixne. 
And  thither  lanthis  hod  brought  hia  bride 
And  tbe  gneatB  were  met  by  mat  foumaiii-aide ; 
'J'hey  lifted  the  veil  from  Eudora's  feee. 
It  emiled  out  aofUy  in  nenaivo  grooe, 
Vithlipaof  love,  andTa  brow  aeiene, 
Meet  forthesonl  of  the  deep  wood-acene.— 
Bring  wine,  brine  odors ! — the  board  ifi  spread. — 
Briug  rosea !  a  oEuplel  fur  every  head ! 
Tiie  wine-qnpa  foam'd,  and  the  rose  wna  ahower'd 
0:i  the  young  and  Eiir  front  the  world  embower'd } 
The  Hun  look'd  not  on  them  in  that  awsct  shade, 
Thp  winiis  nmid  scciiled  boughs  were  laid  j 

"       '  '  mvytr- 

aui  of  the  moaning  i 

Hush !  be  Blill !  -was  that  no  more 
Than  the  murmur  from  lh«  shore  '. 
Silence  !— did  thick  inin-dro^  beat 
On  the  grass  like  trampling  teell — 
Flingdownlhegoblet,  and  draw  the  Eword! 
""  -     ^"'-'  —  -H  a  pirate  horde! 

licit  esbrcfi  ^ine ! 

Btreamfor  wina! 

The  youths  from  the  banquet '(o  battle  sprang. 
The  woods  wiih  the  shriek  of  the  maidena  ranR ; 
Dnder  the  golden-finited  boughs 
There  were  flaabing  poniards  and  dark'ning  brows— 
'-  — '-id  and  lyre  that  fled, 


And  H  gathering  fiW  in  his  lifted  eye. 
That  sought  his  yoniig  bride  out  mournfully. — 
Sbe  knelt  down  heacfi  him,  her  amis  she  wound 
ijke  lendrila  bis  droopine  neck  aroimd, 
As  if  the  psfflion  of  that  fond  grasp. 
Might  chain  in  life  with  its  ivy-ciusn. 
But  they  tore  her  thence  in  her  wild  despair 
The  sea's  fierce  rovers— they  left  lum  there ; 
They  left  to  iho  fountain  a  dark-red  vein, 
Aruf  on  the  wet  violets  s  pile  of  slam, 
And  a  husli  of  fear  tbroogli  the  summer  grove- 
go  closed  the  triumph  oryouib  und  love! 
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Gloomy  lay  the  shore  that  night, 

When  the  moon  with  slwping  i^ht. 

Bathed  each  piuple  Sciole  hiil — 

(Jloomy  lay  me  shore,  an j  siilL 

O'er  Ibe  wave  no  gay  guitar 

t^enC  its  floating  music  far ; 

No  glad  sound  of  dancing  feet 

Woke  the  starry  hours  to  irreel. 

Butavoiceofmormlwoe, 

In  ila  changes  wild  or  low, 

Through  the  midnight's  bluo  rejiose. 

From  the  sea-heat  rocks  arose, 

As  Eudora'H  mother  stood 

Gazing  o'er  the  .^Egeao  flood. 

With  a  tbi'd  and  atraifling  eye — 

Oh !  was  the  spoilers'  yesael  nigh  I 

Yea!  there, becalm'd  in ailent  sleep, 

Dark  and  alone  on  a  breathless  deep. 

On  a  sea  of  molten  tilver,  dark 

Brooding  it  ftown'd  diat  evil  barki 

Tiiere  its  broad  pennon  a  eliadow  cast, 

Movelcta  and  black  from  the  tall  still  ma"*  j 

And  the  heavy  sound  of  its  flopping  sail 

Idly  and  vainly  woo'd  the  gale. 

Hush'd  was  all  else :— Had  ocean's  breast 

Rock'd  e'en  Eudora  that  hour  to  rest  ] 

To  rest-7 — the  waves  tremble ! — what  piercing  oiy 

Garsts  trom  the  heart  of  the  ship  on  high  ? 

What  light  through  the  heavens,  in  a  sudden  spin, 

Shoots  Som  the  deck  up !    Fire !  'tis  fire ! 

There  are  wild  Ibrms  hurrying  to  and  fnj. 

Seen  darkly  clear  on  that  luria  glow  i 

There  are  shout,  and  signal-gun,  and  call, 

And  the  dashino  of  watei^-but  fruitless  all ! 

"The  might  and  wrath  of  the  rushing  flame! 
It  hath  twin'd  the  mast  like  a  g;litlering  snake, 
That  coils  up  a  tree  from  a  dusky  brake ; 
It  hath  touch'd  the  sails,  and  their  canvass  rolls 
Away  from  ila  breath  into  abriveli'd  scrolls ; 
It  hath  taken  the  flag's  liigh  place  in  the  air, 
And  redden"  i  the  stars  with  its  wavy  glare ; 
And  sent  out  bright  arrows,  and  eoar'd  in  ^ee. 
To  a  burning  mount  'midst  the  moonlighl  sea. 
The  swimmers  are  plunging  from  stern  and  prow-» 
Eudora!  Eudora!  where,  where  art  thou  ! 
The  slave  and  his  master  alike  are  gone.— 
Mother !  who  stands  on  the  deck  aUine  ! 
The  child  of  thy  bosinn  ! — and  lo!  n  brand 
Blazing  up  high  in  her  lifted  hand  ! 
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ig  back,  and  her  free  dork  htiir 


Proudly  she  stands,  tike  an  luilian  bride. 

On  the  pj're  with  thf  lialy  dend  beside ; 

Bui  A  fllinek  fioiii  her  mother  hath  caught  her  ear. 

As  the  flamea  to  her  marriage  robe  drew  near, 

And  etaning,  she  spreads  her  pale  erms  in  vam 

To  the  form  ttiey  must  never  mfold  again. 

— One  moment  more,  and  her  hands  are  olasp'd — 

Fallen  ia  the  torch  they  had  wildly  grasn'd — 

Her  Binking  hnee  unto  Heaven  19  bow'ii. 

And  her  laal  loait  raised  through  ihe  smoke's  dim  shroud, 

And  her  Hps  as  in  prayer  for  her  pardon  move ; — 

Now  the  mglil  gathers  o'er  youth  and  love ! 


THE  SWiTZER'S  WIFE. 
[Wstner  aiauSkthet,  one  nf  the  three  cnDlfedetates  of  the  fielil  of 
BaiiiC  Lan(lente°g"hBi!  nollied  theappearancror  iveajih  nnd 

his  friends  upon  ihe"'measUEe3  by  ivhrch' SwiiMrJBnd  ivaa  finally 


It  was  the  time  when  children  bound  10  meet 
Their  father's  homeward  step  from  field  or  hill. 

And  when  the  herd's  returning  bells  are  sweet 
In  the  Swiss  valleys,  and  the  lakes  grow  still. 

And  ihe  last  note  of  that  wild  horn  swells  by, 

Which  liaunts  the  exile's  heart  with  melody. 

And  lovelv  smiled  lull  mnny  nn  Alpine  home, 
Touoli'd  with  the  crimson  of  the  dying  hour, 
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■a  foan 

_ __  _  ■r  the  land  thai  re    . 

Then  firal  look'd  mournful  in  its  green  repose. 
For  Werner  sat  beneath  the  linden  tree, 

That  fent  its  lulling  whiepers  through  his  door, 
Even  Bs  man  ails,  whose  heart  alone  would  be 

Widi  some  deep  care,  and  thus  can  find  no  more 
Til'  accufltom'd  joy  in  oil  which  evening  brings, 
Gathcrujg  a  hou^bold  with  her  quiet  wings. 
His  wife  Blood  hush'd  betbra  him— Bad,^^  mild 

In  her  besreching  mien  ; — he  mark'd  it  not. 
The  silvpry  laughter  of  hia  bright-hair'd  child 

Rang  from  the  greenawnrd  round  the  sheller'd  spot. 
But  seLm'd  unheard ;  until  at  lost  the  bny 
Koisedlromhiabeap'd  up  flowem  a  glance  of  joy. 
And  met  his  Other's  fiice  ;  but  then  a  change 

"      "    wiftlj  o'er  the  brow  of  infant  glee, 


And  a  quick  sense  of  something  dimly  strange 
Brought  him  fronipliiy  to  stand  beside  the luiee 

So  often  climb'd,  and  lifl  his  loving  evfs 

That  shone  tlirouirfi  clouds  of  Borrowful  surprise. 

Then  the  prond  bosom  of  Ihe  strong  man  shook ; 
But  tenderly  liis  babe's  fair  mother  laid  ^ 

Her  hand  on  Ilia,  and  with  a  ploadin; 
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"  What  grief,  dearfKend,  hath  made  thy  he  ,.., 

That  thou  shouldst  turn  tbce  &om  our  love  away  t 
"  It  is  loo  sad  to  see  thee  thus,  my  friend  ! 

Mark'at  thon  the  wonder  on  thy  biar's  Edrbrow, 
Missing  the  smile  from  thine  1     Oh,  cheer  thee  t  bend 

To  his  soft  nrms,  unseal  thy  thoaghts  e'tn  now ! 
Thou  dost  not  kindly  to  witbhold  the  shure 
Of  tried  aHectioa  in  thy  secret  care." 
fie  look'd  np  into  lluit  Eweet  earnest  fiice. 

But  sternly,  mournfully :  not  yet  the  band 
Was  loosen  u  from  his  soul ;  ila  mtnost  place 

Not  yet  rnveil'd  by  love's  o'ermaatering  haiid. 


When  tyranny  hes  couch'd  by  tiirest-rills, 

Go,  pour  the  wine  oiour  own  grapis  in  fea 
Keep  silence  by  the  hearth !  its  foes  are  nc! 
"  The  envy  of  th'  opprei^ot's  eye  hath  been 
Upon  my  herilase.     I  sit  to-night 
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Under  m^  household  tree,  if  not  serene, 

Yel  with  the  faces  best  beloved  in  sight : 
To-morrow  eve  may  find  me  chain'd,  and  ihee— 
How  can  I  bear  the  hoy's  young  emilefl  to  see  V 
The  bright  blood  left  [hat  youthful  mother's  cheek 

Back  on  the  linden  stem  she  lean'd  her  Ibriti, 
And  her  lip  trembled  ns  it  strove  to  apeak, 

Like  a  frail  harp-string  shaken  by  the  storm. 
'Twae  but  a  moment,  and  the  fiiintnesa  paaa'd. 
And  the  free  Alpine  spirit  woks  at  last. 
And  she,  that  ever  riirough  her  home  had  moved 
^  With  the  meek  thonghtfilineaB  and  giiiet  smile 
auj  calmly  lovmg  and  beloved, 


^  And^  tunid  in  her  bappmeBs  th 

forth,  ana  eteadfaslly,  it 

IG  kindling  into  audden  power. 


Stood  brightly  forth,  and  eteadfaslly,  that  hoar, 


Ay,  pale  she  stood,  but  with  an  eye  of  light, 

And  took  her  IHir  child  to  her  holy  breast. 
And  lifted  her  soft  voke,  that  gather'd  might 

As  it  found  language : — "  Are  we  thus  oppress'd  I 
Then  must  we  riee  upon  our  moumain-sod. 
And  man  must  arm,  and  woman  call  on  God  I 
"  I  know  what  thou  woitldet  do ; — and  be  it  done 

Thy  soul  is  datken'd  with  its  featr  for  me. 
Trust  me  to  Heaven,  my  husband  f  this,  thy  son. 

The  babe  whom  I  have  bom  thee,  must  be  free ! 
And  the  sweet  memory  of  our  pleasant  hearth 
May  well  give  strength — if  aught  be  strung  on  earth. 
"  Thou  hast  been  brooding  o'er  the  silent  dread 

Of  my  desponding  tears ;  now,  lift  once  more. 
My  hunter  of  the  hills !  thy  sttilely  head. 

And  let  thine  eagle  glance  my  py  restore ! 
I  can  bear  all,  but  Beeing  thee  subdued- 
Take  to  thee  back  thme  own  undaunted  mood. 
"  Go  forth  beside  the  waters,  and  along 

The  chamoia  patlis,  and  through  the  forests  go ; 
And  tell,  in  burning  words,  thy  tale  of  wrong 

To  Ihe  brave  hearts  that  'midst  the  hamlets  glow 
Grod  ^all  be  with  thee,  my  beloved! — Awayf 
Bless  bat  thy  child,  and  leave  me : — I  can  pray !" 
He  sprang  up,  like  a  warrior  youth  awaking 

To  cianon  sounds  upon  the  ringing  air  i 
He  caught  her  to  his  bteasl,  while  proud  tears  breaking 

From  his  dark  eyes  fell  o'er  her  braided  hair; 
And  "worthy  art  thon,"  was  his  joyous  cry, 
-  That  man  for  thee  should  gird  himself  to  die, 
ofr..    _.__. 
o  my  heart : 
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And  this  our  laaA,  by  choina  no  moie  defiled. 
Be  taught  of  thee  to  eLoose  the  better  parti 
leo— thy  spirit  on  my  worda  shall  dwell, 
"rty  gentle  voice  shall  stir  the  Alps  :— FsreweH  T 
And  thus  ihey  parted,  by  the  quiet  lake, 

In  the  cionr  stsrlight :  he  the  alreiiglh  to  rouse 
Of  ihe  free  hilla  :  she,  ihoughcful  for  his  soke, 

To  rock  her  diild  beneaUi  the  whispering  bough«. 
Singing  ita  blue  half-eurtaui'd  eyes  to  sleep, 
Wilh  a  low  hymn,  amidst  ihe  stillneat  deep. 


PROPERZIA  ROSSI. 

aiao  or  tiLents  fbrpoeliy  and  music,  tf led  in  consequence  of  anun- 
raqiilud  BttichiDent.    A  paintlog,  by  Ducks,  represealB  tier  sbow 

(he  object  of  her  kfiection,  who  regarda  \l  with  indifi^nce.] 


Ore  dream  of  passion  and  ofheaulymore! 

And  in  il9  brigh  fnlfilrnent  let  mepour 

My  soul  away '.    Let  earth  retain  a  trace 

Of  that  which  lit  my  being,  though  its  race 

Might  have  been  loftier  at.    Yet  one  more  dieaiu  I 

From  my  deep  apirit  one  viclorioua  gleam 

E^  I  depart !    For  thee  alone,  for  ihee ! 

May  tliia  laai  work,  thia  farewell  triumph  he — 

Thoa,  loved  so  vainly !  I  would  leave  enshrined 

Something  immortal  of  my  liearl  and  mind, 

That  yet  may  speak  to  ihee  when  I  am  gone. 

Shaking  ihine  inmost  bosom  with  a  tone 

Of  lost  aft'eclion ; — something  that  may  prove 

What  she  hath  been,  whose  melancholy  love 

On  thee  was  laviah'd  ;  silent  pang  and  tear, 

And  tervenc  sonf^,  (hat  gush'd  when  none  were  neai 

.And  dream  by  night,  and  weary  ihoughl  by  day. 

Stealing  the  brightness  from  her  life  away — 

While  ihou Awake  I  not  yet  wilhinme  die! 

Under  the  burden  and  Ihe  agony 

or  lhi=  vain  lend-it»-«— my  spirit,  wake ! 
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Even  for  thy  aorrowfui  afieclion's  Bake, 
hive  '.  in  thy  work  breathe  out !— ihat  he  may  yet, 
Feeling  gad  mastery  there,  perchance  regret 
Thine  unrequited  gift. 

It  comes — the  power 
Within  me  Ijora  flows  Iraek — my  fniillees  dow«i 
Tlitttcouldnotwinmeiove.    Yet  once  again 
1  greet  it  proudly,  with  its  rushing  train 
Ol  glorious  images: — they  throng — they  press — 


..ly  ihought,  heart,  eoiij,  to  burn,  to  shine. 

Through  the  pale  marble's  veins.    It  grows  1 — sad  ni 
I  give  my  own  lile'a  history  fo  thy  brow, 
Fotsskeu  Ariadne !  thou  shale  wear 
My  form,  my  lineaments ;  but  oh  !  more  &ir. 

Which  in  me  dwells,  as%j  the  aummer  light 
All  thinga  are  glorified.    From  thee  my  woe 

Shall  yet  look  heanliRil  to  meet  his  si^ht. 
When  I  am  pasa'd  away.    Thou  art  the  mould. 
Wherein  I  pour  the  fervent  Ihonghla,  th'  nntoid 
TheBelf-conauminal    Speak  toTiim  of  me. 
Thou  the  deserted  by  the  lonely  sea. 
With  the  soft  sadness  of  thine  earnest  eve — 
Speak  to  him,  lorn  one  I  deeply,  mouinmlly. 
Of  all  my  love  and  grief!    Ohl  could  1  throw 
Into  thy  frame  a  voice,  a  sweet,  and  low. 
And  thrilling  voice  of  song!  when  he  came  nigfa. 
To  send  the  pasdon  of  ita  melodj; 
Through  his  pierced  bosom — on  its  tones  to  bear 
My  lii?fl  deep  teelmg,  a;    ' 
Wafla  the  feint  myrtle's  I 
To  sink  away  in  accents  ui  inicwci, 
Winniiighut  one,  one  gash  of  tears,  whose  flow 
Surely  my  parted  spirit  yet  might  know. 
If  love  lit  strong  as  deolh ! 

Novi  &ir  thon  art. 
Thou  form,  whose  life  ia  of  my  burning  heart 
Yet  all  the  vision  that  within  me  wrought, 

I  eannot  make  thee !    Oh !  I  might  have  given 
Birth  to  crealiotia  of  tar  nobler  thought : 

1  might  have  kindled,  with  the  tit«  of  heaven, 
Thinga  not  of  such  as  die  '.     Eat  I  have  been 
Too  much  alone  ; — a  heart  whereon  to  lean. 
With  all  these  deep  alfeclinns  that  o'erflow 
My  a<jiing  soul  and  find  no  shore  below; 
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An  eye  to  be  my  elar  ;  a  voice  lo  bring 

Hope  o'«r  my  palh  like  sounds  that  breathe  ci  spring : 

These  are  deniprf  me — dreaml  of  alill  in  vain — 

Therefore  my  hnef  a^irings  from  the  chain, 

Ai-e  ever  but  aa  some  wild  fitful  song, 

Rising  irinmphaptly,  to  die  erelong 

In  dirge-iifce  echoes. 


Thou  shall  have  fame !— Oh,  mockery !  give  the  reed 
From  Blonns  a  shelter— ^ve  the  droSping  vine 
Something  round  which  its  lendrila  may  eiitvrine— 

Give  the  parch'd  Hower  a  rain-drop,  and  the  meed 
Of  love's  kind  words  to  woman !    WorlhleBa  fame ! 
That  in  hit  boaom  wins  not  for  my  name 
Th'  abiding  place  it  ask'd !     Yet  how  my  heart. 
In  its  own  fairy  world  of  song  and  art. 
Once  beat  for  praise !    Are  tiiOEa  high  longings  o'er  ! 
That  whichlhavHbeencanf  benomore! 
Never!  oh,  never  more  !  though  atill  thy  sky 
Be  blue  as  then,  my  glorious  Italy ! 
And  though  Ihe  muaic,  whose  rich  breathings  fill 
Thine  air  with  soul,  be  wandering  past  me  still ; 
And  though  the  mantle  of  thy  sunlight  streamB, 
Uochansed  on  lorins,  iiwlinct  with  poel-dreams ; 
Never  !  oh,  never  more  •    Where'er  I  move. 
The  shadow  of  this  broken-hearted  love 
Is  on  me  and  around !     Too  well  they  know. 

Whose  life  is  all  within,  too  Boon  and  well. 
When  diere  the  blight  haih  settled  f— hot  I  go 

Under  the  silent  wings  of  peace  to  dwell ; 
py^  |,      _, .!__  t 1..  1 — > ;_ 

Thein    „- 

Sear'd  on  the  heart— I  go.    ■  iwin  soon  oe  pam, 
Sui^ne,  and  song,  and  Bright  Italian  heaven. 

And  thou,  Oh !  ihoH,  on  wliom  my  spnil  cast 
Unvalued  wealth— who  know'st  not  what  was  giv 
In  that  devoted ness— the  sad,  and  deep. 
And  unrepaid— farewell !    If  I  could  weep 
Once,  only  once,  beloved  one  !  on  thy  breast, 
Pouring  my  heart  forth  ere  I  sink  to  rest! 
But  that  were  happiness,  and  unto  me 
Eanh'stgiftis/ame.    Yet  I  was  Ibrm'd  to  be 
So  richly  bless'd  I    With  thee  to  watch  the  sky, 
Speaking  not,  feeling  hut  that  thou  wertnigh; 
With  thee  to  listen,  while  the  lonea  of  song 
Swept  even  as  part  of  our  sweet  air  along— 
"To  listen  silently :  with  ihee  to  gaze 
On  Ibrma,  the  deiiied  of  oldeu  d< 
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.«  wiliiin  me.     Yet  I  leave  mjrnamp — 

As  B  depp  (lirili  ma;  linger  on  tiie  lyre 
When  its  full  chords  are  huah'd — awhile  lo  live, 
And  one  day  hnply  in  thy  heart  revive 


GERTRUDE;  OR,  FIDELITY  TILL  DEATH. 


a.    Her  own  >ulfbrln^.  wllhlbueofheriuifbrtiuiatehii 
I  tnrat  afi^cUi^y  <!e!cilbed  in  a  leiur  which  she  attsrva 


Her  bands  w 

The  breezo 
Up  to  the  feaifiil  wheel  she  gaieJ— 

All  thai  she  loved  was  (here. 
The  night  was  round  het  clear  andcold- 

Thelioiyhenven  above, 
Itapale  stats  watcliina  to  behold 

The  might  of  eatlhTy  love. 
"  And  bid  me  not  depart,"  ahe  cried, 

"  My  Rudolph  say  not  so '. 
This  is  no  time  to  quii  il.y  side- 
Peace  !  peace!  I  cannot  go. 
Hath  the  world  aug^t  Jbr  me  to  fear, 

When  dea^  is  on  thy  brow  t 
The  world !  what  means  it  I— mine  is  her, 

I  will  not  leave  thee  now. 
"  I  have  been  with  thee  in  thine  hour 

Of  gloryandof  blisa; 
Doubt  1101  its  memory's  living  power 

To  strengthen  me  through  this  ! 
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Bear  on,  bear  nobly  on ! 
We  hnye  the  blessed  beaten  in  view, 

Whose  Test  shall  Eoon  he  won." 
And  were  not  these  high  words  to  flow 

Through  all  ihat  nig^l  ofbiileresl  woe 

She  bore  her  lolly  part; 
Bui  oh !  with  soch  a  glazing  eye. 

With  such  a  eurdhng  cheek- 
Love,  love  of  mortal  agony, 

Thou,  only  thou  ahould'st  speak  '. 
The  wind  rose  high— but  with  it  rose 

Her  voice,  that  Tie  might  hear : 
Perchance  that  dark  hour  brought  repose 

To  happy  bosomsnear; 
While  she  sal  striving  with  dtHpair 

Beside  his  tortured  form 
And  pouring  her  deepsoul  in  prayer 

Forth  on  ttie  ru^ag  storm. 
She  wiped  the  death-damps  from  his  brow 

With  her  pale  hands  and  soft, 
Whose  touch  upon  the  lute-chords  low 

Had  Eiill'dhia  heart  so  oft. 
She  spread  her  mantle  o'er  his  hrenfll, 

Sha  bathed  his  lips  with  dew. 
And  oil  his  cheek  audi  kisses  press'd 

As  hope  and  joy  ne'er  knew. 


She  had  her  meed— one  smile  in  dealh— 

While  even  as  o'er  a  martyr's  grove 

She  knelt  on  that  sad  spot. 
And  weeping,  blesa'd  the  God  who  gave 

Sttength  to  forsake  it  not! 


We  have  the  myrtle's  breath,  around  us  here. 

Amidst  the  tallen  pillars  ;  this  hnih  been 
Some  Naiad's  iiine  of  old.    How  brightly  clear; 

Flinging  a  vein  of  silver  o'er  the  scene. 
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Up  thmugh  the  shadowy  crass,  the  fountain  walks, 

And  musie  with  it,  gushing  from  btiiEath 
The  ivy'd  ollar !— that  sweel  murmur  tells 

The  rich  wijd-flowers  no  tale  of  woe  or  deolh ; 
Yet  once  the  wave  was  darken'd,  nnd  a  slain, 
Lay  deep,  and  lieavT  drops— bat  nut  of  rain- 
On  the  dim  siolets  by  its  marble  bed, 
And  the  pale  shining  water-lily's  lioad. 
Sad  is  that  legend's  truth.— A  fnir  prl  met 

One  whom  she  loved,  by  thia  lone  temple's  Bpting, 
Just  aa  ihe  sun  behind  the  pine-grove  set. 

And  eve's  low  voice  in  whispers  woke,  to  bring 
All  wandere-ra  homp.    Thnv  stood,  that  gentla  pair 

With  Ihe  tiluQ  heaven  of  Italy  above, 
And  dtron-odors  dyine  on  the  air, 
And  light  leaves  tremblina  round,  and  early  love 
Deep  in  each  breast.    What  reok'd  their  souls  of  Blii6 
Between  their  fiithets!     Unto  them  voung  life 
Spread  out  the  treasures  of  its  vernal  years  ; 
Andif  they  wept,  they  wept  ftroflier  tears 
Than  the  cold  world  brings  forlli.    They  stood,  that  hour, 
Speaking  of  hope,  while  tree,  and  fount,  and  flower. 
And  star,  just  eleaming  thtoHgh  the  cypress  boughs, 
Seem'd  holy  things,  as  records  of  their  vows, 
But  change  came  o'er  the  scene.    A  hurrying  tread 

Broke  on  the  whispeir  shades.    Imelda  knew 
The  footstep  of  her  brother's  wrath,  and  fled 

Up  where  the  cedars  make  yon  avenue 
Dim  with  green  twilight ;  pauang  there,  she  caoriit— 
Was  it  the  clash  of  swords  I— a  swift  dark  thoaebt 

Swnck  down  her  lip's  rich  crimson  as  it  pass'd. 
And  from  her  eye  the  sunny  sparkle  took 
One  moment  with  its  fearfulne^,  and  shook 
Her  slight  frame  fiercely,  as  s  stormy  blast 
IWieht  rook  the  rose.    Once  more,  and  yet  once  more. 
She  still'd  her  heart  to  llBteiv— all  was  o  er  i 
Sweet  summer  winds  alone  were  heard  to  sigh, 
Bearing  the  nightingale's  deep  spirit  by. 
That  night  Imelda's  voice  was  in  the  song. 
Lovely  it  floated  through  the  leslive  throng 
Peopir..^  i.i>.-  father's  hnllH.    That  fatal  nidit 
Her 


„..,.  .oarveli'd  at  its  radiance.    But  a  few 
Beheld  the  brightness  of  that  feverish  hue 
With  something  of  dim  fear ;  and  in  that  glance 
Found  strange  and  sudden  tokens  ol  unrest, 
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Comes  noi  unmaak'd.    Howe'er  this  w*re,  lbs  tuns 
Sped  as  it  sp^'eds  wilh  joy,  end  gnel,  and  crime 
Alike :  and  when  ihe  banqueCslia!!  was  left 
Unio  lis  garlands  ol' their  bloom  bereft. 
When  Crembhng  stars  loak'd  silvery  in  there  wane, 
And  heavy  flowers  yel  slumbet'd,  onte  ngain 
There  stole  a  Ibolsiep,  fleet,  and  light,  and  lone, 
Through  tile  dim  cedar  shade — the  step  of  one 
Thatatarlcdasa  leal;  of  one  that  fled. 
Of  one  dial  panted  wilh  some  secret  dreed : 
What  did  Imelda  there  !    She  sooght  the  scene 
Where  love  so  late  with  youth  and'^hope  had  been ; 
Bodings  were  on  her  souf— a  shuddering  thrill 
Ran  through  each  vein,  when  flrst  the  Naiad's  rill 
Met  het  with  melody — sweet  aonnds  and  low ; 
We  hear  them  yel,  fliej  ■■        ■         ■     - 

She  gain'd— die  wave  f 

Amidst  lliefem,  and 
llierelEy.aaluU'dbysti 


That  moveleaa  lip !— thou  Jogt  not  slumber  l—.- 
Speak,  Azzo,  my  beloved — no  sound — no  breath — 
What  hath  come  thus  between  our  spirilsi— Death! 
DeBth ! — 1  but  dream — I  dream  !— "  and  there  she  stood, 
Afeintfeir  trembler,  gazing  first  on  blood, 
Hi^.k  u..  r-; y„j  y(,j,  cypfesg  thrown, 


■TWBSW _.        

Woe  for  young  love !    But  love  Is  strong.    There  ca 
Strength  upon  woman's  fragUe  heart  and  Irame, 
There  came  swifl  courage  '.     On  the  dewy  ground 
She  knelt,  wilh  aU  her  dark  hair  floating  round 
Like  a  long  silken  Etole ;  she  knelt,  and  press'd 
Her  lips  01  glowing  life  to  Azjo'a  breast, 
Drawing  the  poison  fonh,    A  strange,  sad  sight ! 
Pale  death,  and  fearless  love,  and  sdemn  night ! 
So  the  moon  saw  fliem  last. 
The  m 
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And  stcpa  and  voices  out  amongst  ihe  vines, 
What  iound  ihal  dayspring  here  ?     Two  fair  forms  la 
Like  sculptured  aleepeis  ;  Irom  ihe  myrtle  shade 
CaBting  n  gleam  of  beauly  o'er  ihe  wave, 
Slill,  monmfiil,  sweet.    Were  such  things  for  the  grai 
Could  il  be  su  indeed  '.     Thai  radiant  girl, 
Deck'd  as  for  bridal  hours!— long  braids  of  pearl 
'     ks  were  laini' --'-■■■•— 


hadowy  iocl^  * 


melancholy  light; 


id  fiery  gem 


„^,  „. .„jv  red  roses  dying. 

uu.  oiic  u.ed  first !— the  violet's  hue  bad  spread 

O'er  her  sweet  eyelids  with  n^pose  oppresa'd  ; 
She  had  bow'd  heavily  her  gentle  head, 

AM  on  the  youth's  hush'd  bosom  sunk  to  teat. 
So  slept  ihcy  well !— ihe  poison's  work  was  done. 
Love  Willi  true  heart  had  striven— but  Death  had 


TiiE  woods— oh!  Bolemn  are  the  boundless  woods 
Of  the  creat  western  world  when  day  declines. 

And  louder  sounds  ibe  roll  of  distant  flooda. 
More  deep  the  rustUng  of  the  ancient  pines ; 

When  dimness  gathers  on  the  stilly  air, 
Atid  mystery  seems  o'er  every  leaf  to  brood. 

One  young  and  feir ;  and  oh !  now  desolate  ! 
Bui  undismay'd :  while  sank  the  crimsoii  light, 
And  the  high  cedars  dnrken'd  with  the  night. 
Alone  ahe  sate :  Ihough  many  lav  around. 
They,  pale  and  silent  on  the  bloody  ground. 
Were  aever'd  from  her  need  and  from  her  woe. 

Far  as  Death  severs  Life.    O'er  that  wild  spot 
Combat  had  raged,  and  btou^t  the  valiant  low. 

And  left  them,  with  the  history  of  their  lot. 
Onto  the  forest  oaks:— a  fearful  scene 
For  her  whose  home  of  other  days  had  been 
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■Midst  the  fair  halls  of  England !     But  ll.e  love 

Which  fill'd  her  st>ui  was  airong  to  cast  out  fear  , 
And  by  its  might  upborne  all  else  above. 

She  shrank  not— mnrk'd  not  thai  ihe  dead  wese  near. 
Of  him  alone  she  thought,  whose  languid  head 

Faintly  upon  her  weaded  boaoni  fell ; 
Memory  of  anghl  bat  him  on  earth  was  fled, 

While  heavffy  she  felt  his  life-blood  well 
Fast  o'er  her  giuTnents  fonb,  and  vainly  bound 
With  her  torn  robes  and  hair  the  streaming  wound — 
Yet  hoped,  atill  hoped  !    Oh  '■  from  auch  hope  how  long 

Afleotion  woes  ihe  w" '""  ^------ 

"  'len  the  pr 

TheiiTow  indeed  can'fall.    Sobow'd'she  there 

Over  the  dying,  While  onoonscioua  prayer 

Fiil'd  all  her  eoul.    Now  pour'd  the  moonlishc  down, 

Veining  ibe  pine  stems  through  the  foliage  brown. 

And  fire-ilies,  kindling  up  the  lea^  place, 

Coat  fitful  radiance  o'er  the  warrior's  face. 

Whereby  slie  caught  its  changes:  to  her  eye, 

The  eye  that  faded  look'd  through  gathering  baze 
Whence  love,  o'ermaatering  mortal  agony, 

Lifted  a  long,  deep,  melancholy  gaze 
When  voice  was  not ;  that  fond,  aad  meaning  pasa'd : 
She  knew  the  fuUnesa  of  her  woe  at  lest  • 
One  shriek  the  Ibreal  heard— and  mute  she  lay 
■    ■     ■■        tcbspinaf""  '  -    ■  - 

heaving  Di 

lectin^  on  this  changeful  earth, 

... !  but  airs  of  heovenfi'  breath 

II  melt  the  links  which  bind  you,  for  your  birth 
^  far  apart. 

Now  light  of  richer  hue 

..._ -  .noon  Bh«dB,came  flushingnv. 

The  pines  grew  red  with  morning ;  freah  winds  play'd ; 


Many  aT 
Sha|[ra> 


Than  the  moon  ahede,  came  flushing  mist  and  dew 
The  pines  grew  red  with  morning;  freah  winds pli^ 
Brighl-eolot'd  birds  with  splendor  cros'd  Ihe  shade, 
Flitiingon  flower-like  wings;  glad  murmurs  broke 
From  reed,  and  spray,  and  leaf— the  living  stnngB 
Of  earth's  Moliaa  lyre,  whose  muaic  woke 
Into  young  life  and  joy  all  happy  things. 
And  she  loo  woke  from  that  long  dreamless  trance. 
The  widow'd  Edidi:  fearfully  her  glance 
Fell,  as  in  doubt,  on  &ces  dark  and  strance, 
And  dnaky  forms.    A  sudden  sonae  of  change 
Flash'd  o'er  her  spirit,  even  ere  memory  swept 
The  tide  of  anguish  back  with  fhoughta  that  slept  j 
Yet  half  inatinclively  she  roac,  and  spread 
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Where  was  she  T     'Mid^l  tlie  people  of  ^e  wild, 

By  Ihe  red  hunlei'3  fire  ;  anagedehiet. 
Whose  homo  loofd  sad^^or  therein  played  no  child- 
Had  borne  her,  in  ihe  stillness  of  her  rnief, 
To  that  lone  cabin  ul  the  woods;  and  there, 
Won  bv  a  fonn  so  desolately  fair, 

Or  touoh'd  with  thoughts  from  some  past  sorrow  sprung. 
O'er  her  low  couch  an  Indian  matron  hang  ; 
While  in  grave  silence,  yet  with  earnest  eye. 
The  ancient  warrior  of  the  waste  stood  by. 
Bendine  in  watchfulness  his  proud  grey  head, 
And  leaning  on  his  bow. 

And  life  return- d, 
Life,  but  with  all  lis  memories  of  the  dead. 

To  Edith's  heart;  and  well  the  sufierer  learn  d 
Her  Iflsk  of  meek  endurance,  well  she  wore 
Thefllasten-d  grief  that  humbly  can  adore,, 
'Mida  blinding  tears.    But  unto  ibat  old  pair, 
Even  as  a  brealli  of  spring's  awakening  air. 
Her  presence  was  ;  or  as  a  sweet  wild  tone 
Eriimng  baok  teniler  thoughts,  which  all  too  soon 
Depart  with  childliood.    Sadly  they  had  seen 

A  daughter  to  the  land  of  spirits  go, 
And  ever  from  ihnt  time  her  fiiding  mien, 

And  voice,  like  winds  of  sammer.  srfl  and  low. 
Had  haunted  their  dim  yeara;  but  Edith's  face 
Now  look'd  in  h  ■  -    ---—■"--'— 

And  they  again 


The  rich  deep  blessed nese— though  earth  s  alloy, 
Fear  that  still  bodes,  be  there— of  pounng  forth 
The  heatfs  whole  power  of  love,  its  wealth  and  worth 


Of  strong  affet 
On  something 

Which  to  ahnt  mwnru  lo  ™iic»mi..;e  i~'-' . 
Gives  the  glad  sonl  ils  flowering  lime  again. 
When,  like  the  sumJune,  freed.    And  gentle  cares 
Th'  adopted  Edith  meekly  gave  for  theirs 
Who  loved  her  flios ;  her  spirit  dwelt  the  while 
Wiih  the  departed,  and  her  patient  smile 
Spoke  of  ferewells  to  earth  ;  yet  alill  Ab  pray  i. 
Even  o'er  her  soldier's  lowly  grave,  for  aid 
One  purpose  to  fulfil,  to  leave  one  ttace 
Brightly  reiording  that  her  dwellms-p  ace 
Had  been  among  the  wilds  ;  for  well  she  knew 
The  secret  whteper  of  her  bosom  true, 
Which  wara'd  her  hence. 

And  now,  by  many  a  word 
Link'd  unto  moments  when  the  heart  was  stirr'd. 
By  the  sweet  moumfulness  of  many  a  hymn. 
Sung  when  llie  woods  at  eve  grew  hush'd  and  dun- 
By  the  persna^on  of  hi'r  fervent  eve, 
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AJl  eloquent  wiih  childlike  piety — 

By  the  aiill  beauty  of  her  hie,  she  strove 

To  win  for  heaven,  nnd  heaveii-ixim  truth,  the  lore 

Poui'd  out  on  her  so  freely.    Nor  in  vain 

Was  that  Hoft-breolhing  influence  to  enchain 

The  soul  ill  gentle  honda  ;  by  slovir  degrees 

Light  foilow'd  on,  aa  when  a  summer  breeze 

Paris  the  deep  maasea  of  the  forest  shade 

And  Iel9  the  sunbeam  through  :  her  voice  was  made 


,0  the  Cross  her  Indian  foat _, 

Until  their  pmyera  were  one.    When  momins  spread 
O'er  the  blue  lalie.  and  when  the  sunset's  glow 
Toueh'd  into  golden  bronze  the  cypress  bough. 
And  when  the  quiet  of  the  Sabbath  tiine 
Sank  on  her  heart,  though  no  melodious  chime 

Wolien'd  the  wilderness,  their  prayeis  were  one, 

Now  might  she  pass  in  hope,  her  work  was  done ! 

And  she  was  passing  from  the  woods  away — 

The  broken  flower  oT  England  might  not  slay 

Amidst  those  alien  shades  ;  lier  t  ye  was  bright 

Kven  yel  with  somelhmg  of  a  starry  light, 

But  her  form  wasted,  and  her  fcir  young  cbeek 

VVore  oil  and  patiently  a  fatal  streak, 

A  rose  wfiosie  root  was  death.    The  parting  agh 

Of  antuinn  through  the  forests  had  gone  by. 

And  the  rich  muple  o'er  her  wanderings  lone 

Ite  crimson  leases  in  many  a  shower  had  strown. 

Flushing  the  air  ;  and  wmter's  bbst  had  been 

Amidst  the  pines  i  ajiil  now  a  solier  green 

Fringed  their  dark  boughs  :  for  spring  again  had  come, 

Ihe  siainy  spnng!  bat  Edilh  to  her  home 

Was iourneving  feat.    Alas!  we  think  it  sad 

To  part  with  lift  when  all  the  earth  looks  glad 

In  her  young  lovely  things — when  voices  break 

Into  sweet  sounds,  and  leaves  and  blossoms  wake ; 

iBitnolbrighter  then,  m  that  Jar  clime 

Where  graves  are  not,  nor  bligh's  of  changeful  time, 

If  Aers  such  ^ory  dwoii  with  passing  blooms, 

Such  golden  sunshine  rest  around  the  tombs? 

So  thought  the  dymg  one.    'Tivas  early  diiy. 

And  sounds  and  odors,  with  the  breezes'  play 

Whispering  of  spring-time,  through,  the  cabin  door, 

Unto  lier  couch  life's  ferewell  sweetness  bore  i 

Then  with  a  look  where  all  her  hope  awoke, 

"  My  fetber !"— lo  ihe  (|;rer-hBir*d  chief  she  spoke— 

"Know'sl  ;iiou  that  T  depart  I"—"  I  know,  I  know," 

He  answer'd  mournftilly,  "  that  thou  must  go 

To  thy  beloved,  my  daughter  I"—"  Sorrow  not 

For  me,  kind  mother!"  wilii  meek  smiles  once  more 
She  murmur'd  in  low  tones  ;  "  one  hnppy  lot 
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tor  we  have  prBy*d  together  in  one  trust, 

And  lifted  our  fraii  spirits  from  the  dust 

To  God,  who  gave  iheni.    Lay  me  by  mine  ovni. 

Under  the  cedar  shade :  where  he  is  gone. 

Thither  I  go.     There  will  my  sisters  he, 

And  llie  dead  parents,  lisping  at  whose  knee 

My  childhood's  prayer  was  leam'd— the  Saviour's  prayel 

Wliich  now  ye  know— and  1  shall  meet  you  there. 

Father  and  genlle  mother!  ye  have  bound 

The  bruised  reed,  and  mercy  shall  be  found 

By  Mercy's  children."    From  the  matron's  eye 

Dropp'd  tears,  her  sole  and  passionate  reply; 

But  Edith  felt  Ihem  not ;  for  now  a  sleep, 

Soleinnly  beaulilul — a  Btilhieas  deep 

Fell  on  her  settled  face.    Then,  sad  and  slow, 

And  mantling  up  his  stately  head  in  woe, 

"  Thou'rt  passing  hence,"  he  sang,  that  wamor  old, 

In  sounds  like  those  by  plaintive  waters  roli'd. 

"  Thou'rt  pafsuig  from  the  lake's  green  side. 

And  the  hunter's  hearth  away ; 
From  the  time  of  flowers,  for  the  eumrael's  pnoe 

Dftu^ter !  thou  canst  not  stay, 
"  Thmi'rt  joumeyuig  to  thy  spirit's  home. 

Where  the  skies  are  ever  dear ; 
The  com  month's  golden  hours  will  come. 

But  they  shall  not  find  thee  here 
"  And  we  shall  miss  thy  voice,  my  bird . 

Under  our  whispeiing  pine  ■, 
Music  shall  'midst  the  leaves  be  heard, 

fiut  not  a  soag  like  thine. 
"  A  breeze  that  roves  o'er  stream  and  hill, 

TeUing  of  winter  gone. 
Hath  such  sweet  fells— yet  caught  we  still 

Aferewellinitstone. 
"  But  thou,  my  hright  one !  thou  shall  be 

Where  farewell  sounds  are  o'er  ; 
Thou,  in  the  eyes  thou  lovesl,  slialt  see 

No  fear  of  parting  more. 

_  .  ...d  moanuigsby, 

Thou  with  thy  kindred  ebalt  forget, 
'Midst  fioweiB— not  such  as  die. 

"  The  shadow  from  thy  brow  shall  mell 

The  sorrow  from  thy  strain, 
But  where  thine  earthly  smile  halh  dwdl 

Our  hearts  shall  thirst  in  vain. 
Vol.  n— 10 


Ho™i  by  Google 


EECO  1(1)8  OF  WOMAN. 

"  Dim  will  our  cabin  be,  and  lone, 

When  thou,  its  liehe.  art  fled ; 
Yet  huh  thy  step  tfie  paihway  ^own 

Unto  the  happy  dead. 
"  And  we  will  follow  thee,  our  guide ! 

*-i  jom  that  shinine  band  ; 

'rt  paBsing  from  the  lake's  green  ^e — 


1  uc  aung  ima  eeuBcu— I. 
That  lovely  deep  had  m 
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THE  INDIAN  CITV.* 
"  What  deep  wounds  ecer  closed  wiihou 


With  its  crown  of  domes  o'er  ihe  fures 

Red,  as  if  fufed  in  Ihe  bnrning  eky, 

And  its  deep  grovea  pierced  by  the  rays  which  made 

A  btighi  atrtam's  way  ihronrfi  each  long  arcade. 

Till  lEe  pillar'd  vaults  of  theliBnian  siood. 

Like  torch-lit  aisles  "tDidEt  the  solemn  wood, 

And  the  plantain  gliller'd  with  leaves  of  gold 

As  a  tree  'midst  the  ^tsan  gardeuis  old. 

And  the  cypre.-a  liDed  a  blazing  spire, 

And  the  sterna  of  Ihe  cocoa's  were  ehafta  of  fire. 

Many  a  white  pagoda's  fileam 

Slept  lovely  rouna  upon  lake  and  stream, 

Broken  alone  by  the  lotus  flowers, 

As  ihcy  caught  (he  glow  of  the  sun's  last  hours, 

Like  rosy  wine  in  their  cup,  and  shed 

lis  glory  forth  on  tlieir  cr^tal  bed. 

Many  a  ^acefid  Hindoo  maid. 

With  the  water  vase  from  the  palmy  shade, 

Came  gliding  light  as  Ihe  desert's  roe, 

Down  marble  steps,  to  the  tanks  below  i 


lashing  was  ever  heard. 


As  the  molten  gh 

And  a  murmur,  thrilling  the  aeemeu  uii. 

Told  where  the  Bramin  bow'd  in  prayer. 

There  wander'd  a  noble  Moslem  boy 

Through  the  scene  of  beanty  in  breathless  joy ) 

He  gazed  where  the  stalely  city  rose, 

Like  a  pageant  of  clouds,  in  its  red  repose  { 
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He  tuni'd  where  birds  through  the  gorgeous  gloom 
Of  the  wooda  went  glanoing  on  starry  plume  ; 
H-,  irack'd  the  brink  of  the  shining  lake. 
By  the  ml)  canes  fealher'd  in  mft  and  brake, 
"nil  the  path  be  chose,  ill  ita  mazes  wound 
Tc  the  very  heart  of  the  holy  ground. 
And  there  lay  the  water,  as  if  enshrined 
Jn  B  rocky  urn,  6om  the  sun  and  wind, 
Bearing  the  hues  of  the  grove  on  high, 
I'ar  down  through  ia  dark  still  purity. 
The  flood  beyond,  to  the  fiery  weal, 
Spread  out  lite  a  metal  mirror's  breast, 
But  that  lone  bay,  m  its  dimiieas  deep, 
Scem'd  made  for  the  swimmer's  joyous  leap, 
For  the  stag  athitst  from  the  noontide  chaBe, 
For  all  free  things  of  the  wild  wood's  race. 
Like  a  falcon's  glance  on  the  wide  blue  sky. 
Was  the  kindling  flashof  the  boy's  glad  eye; 
Like  a  sea-bird's  flight  to  the  foaming  wave. 
From  the  shadowy  Bank  was  the  bound  he  gave  i 
Dashing  the  spray  dropa,  cold  and  while. 
O'er  the  glossy  leaves  in  its  young  delight, 
And  bowing  hia  locks  to  the  waters  clear- 
Alas  !  he  dreamt  not  that  late  was  near. 
His  mother  look'd  from  her  lent  the  while, 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  wiih  a  quiet  smile : 
She,  on  her  way  unio  Mecca's  ftne, 
Had  stay'd  the  march  of  her  pilgrim  train, 
Calmly  to  linger  a  fe"!  brief  hours 
In  the  Bramin  city's  glorious  bowers ; 
For  the  pomp  of  the  forest,  the  wave's  biigbt  fall. 
The  red  gold  of  sunset— she  loved  them  nil. 


The  boy  from  the  high-arch'd  woods  came  back — 

Oh!  what  had  he  metin  his  lonely  irackf 

The  serpent's  glance,  through  the  long  reeds  bright  1 

The  arrowy  spring  of  the  tiger's  might  1 

No !— yet  as  one  by  a  conflict  worn. 

With  his  graceful  hair  all  aod'd  and  torn, 

And  a  gloom  on  the  lids  of  his  darkened  eve, 

And  a  gash  on  his  bosom— he  came-todie! 

He  looE'd  for  the  face  to  his  young  heart  sweet, 

And  found  it,  and  sank  at  his  molher's  feel. 

"  Speak  to  me  i— whence  doth  the  swift  blood  ran  t 

What  halh  hefellen  thee,  my  child,  my  son '." 

The  mist  of  death  on  hia  brow  lay  pale, 

But  his  voice  iusl  linger'd  to  breathe  the  tale, 
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or  WOMAN. 

Muroiuring  faintly  of  wrongs  and  scorn, 
And  woun^g  from  the  children  of  Brahma  boi 
Thia  was  the  doom  for  a  Moslem  found 
WUh  a  fool  profane  on  their  holy  eroiind — 

This  waa  for  aullyir-"- -  '=- 

Unto  them  alone — ' 

A  change  came  o'er  his  wandering  look — 

The  mother  fhriek'd  not  then  nor  shook  : 

Breathleaa  she  knelt  in  her  son's  young  blood, 

Rending  her  mantle  to  stanch  iis  flood  ; 

But  it  rush'd  like  a  river  which  none  ma;  stay. 

Bearing  a  flower  to  the  deep  away. 

That  which  our  love  to  the  earth  would  chain 

Fearliilly  siiiving  with  heaven  in  vain — 

Thai  which  tades  from  us,  while  yet  we  hold, 

Clasp'd  to  our  bosoms,  its  mortal  mould. 

Was  fleeting  before  hev,  uiar  and  fast ; 

One  moment — the  soul  trom  the  face  had  pass'd '. 

Ate  there  no  words  for  that  common  woe  1 — 

Aakof  !he  Ihousands,  its  depths  that  know, 

The  boy  had  breathed,  in  his  dreaming  test, 

Like  a  low-voiced  dove,  on  her  gentle  breast; 

He  had  stood,  when  ^e  sorrow's,  beside  her  knee. 

Painfully  stilling  his  quick  heart's  glee  ; 

He  had  kisa'd  Iroia  her  cheek  tlie  widow's  tears. 

With  the  loving  lip  of  his  infant  years  ; 

He  had  smiled  o'er  her  path  like  a  bright  spring  dav 

Now  in  his  blood  on  the  earth  he  lay  I 

Murder-d  .'—Alas !  and  we  love  so  well 

In  a  world  where  anguish  like  (his  can  dwell ', 

She  bow'd  down  inuiely  o'er  her  dead — 

"They  that  stood  round  her  watch'd  in  dread ; 

They  watch'd — she  knew  not  tliey  were  by— 

Her  soul  s^it  reil'd  in  its  agony. 

On  the  silent  lip  she  press  d  no  kiss, 

■Too  stem  was  the  grasp  of  her  pangs  for  this : 

She  shed  no  tear  as  her  face  bent  tow, 

O'er  the  shining  hair  of  the  lifeless  brow ; 

She  look'd  but  into  the  half-shut  eye 

With  a  gaze  that  (bund  there  no  reply, 

mi^il 

And  what  deep  change,  what  work  of  power. 
Was  wrought  on  bet  secret  soul  that  hour! 
How  rose  llie  lonely  one  f — She  rose 
Like  a  prophotces  from  dark  repose  1 
And  proudly  flung  iroip  her  face  the  veil, 
'-^ -■■--'- ■'lehairfrom  her  firehead  pale, 

.._..  .    er  wondr   '       '       '      "    

With  the  sudden  glan 
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Ay,  lifting  H[i  lu  the  niidnighl  sky 

A  brow  in  iis  reool  [rassion  high, 

With  a  close  an3  risid  grasp  she  presa'iJ 

The  blood-slained  robe  lo  her  heaving  breast, 

And  said — "  Not  yet — not  yet  I  weep, 

Mot  yetmy  spirit  Ehal]  sink  or  sleep  ; 

Noc  till  yon  city,  in  ruins  rent. 

Be  piled  fov  its  viclhn's  monument. 

Cover  his  dust '.  hear  it  on  before  !  — 

Ic  shall  visit  thtise  temple  gates  once  more." 

And  away  in  the  train  of  Ibe  dead  she  tam'd, 

The  strenelbof  her  step  was  the  heart  that  bum'c 

And  the  Bramin  groves  in  the  slatllght  smiled, 

As  the  mother  pusa'd  wilJi  het  slaughter'd  cbild. 


Hark  '■  a  wild  sound  of  the  desert's  horn 
Through  die  woods  round  the  Indian  city  borne, 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal — and  tomboar  afar 
War !  'ris  the  gathering  of  Moslem  war ! 
The  Bramin  look 'd  from  theleaauer'd  toweis — 
He  saw  tlie  wild  archer  amidst  his  bowers  ; 
And  the  lake  thatflnsh'd  through  he  plnnlBin  shat 
As  the  light  of  the  lances  nlong  it  play'd  ; 
And  the  caties  that  shook  as  if  winds  were  high 


There  stood  one  tent  fiom  the  rest  apart — 
That  was  the  place  of  a  wounded  heart. 
Ohl  deep  is  a  wuunded  heart,  :iud  strong 
A  voice  thnt  cries  against  mighty  wrong; 
And  full  of  death  us  a  hot  wind's  blieht. 
Doth  the  ire  of  a  orusli'd  affection  light 

„ 'rhliit, 

There  had  been  woriis  from  her  pale  lips  pouc'd, 
Each  one  a  ^>ell  to  unsheath  the  sword. 
The  Tartar  had  sprung  from  his  steed  to  hear. 
And  the  dark  chief  of  Araliy  grasp'd  his  spear. 
Till  a  chain  of  long  lances  begirt  me  wall. 
And  a  vow  wiis  recorded  that  doom'd  its  fall. 
Back  with  the  dust  of  her  son  she  cnme, 
When  her  voice  had  kindled  thrit  llghtnmg  Buns  ; 


t*.,.  a  deeper  power  on  her  lorehead  sate^ 
The.re  aoufrlit  the  wariior  his  star  of  fate : 
Her  eye's  wild  flash  ihroiigh  the  tented  lino 
Was  hailed  ns  a  s|iiiii  and  u  sign. 
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And  ihe  fainiest  tone  from  her  lip  waa  caaghl 
As  a  Sybil's  breath  of  prophetir  ''-- — '-- 
— Vain,  billergloiy ! — ihegifti 
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That  iighia  up  vengeance  lo  find  relief 

Transient  and  faUhiesa !— it  cannot  fill 

So  the  deep  void  of  the  heart,  nor  till 

The  yearning  left  by  a  broken  tie, 

That  haunted  fever  of  which  ws  die ! 

Sickening  she  tum'il  from  hersad  renown, 

Aa  a  king  in  death  might  reject  hia  crown ! 

Slowly  the  strength  of  the  walla  gave  way — 

She  wither' d  faster  from  day  to  tlay. 

All  the  proud  sounds  ol  (hat  banner'd  plain, 

To  stay  (he  flight  of  her  soul  were  vain  ; 

Like  an  eagle  caged,  it  had  striven,  and  worn 

The  frail  dust,  ne%r  for  such  conflicts  bom, 

Till  the  bars  were  rent,  and  the  hour  was  come 

For  its  fearlul  rushing  through  darkness  home. 

Tlie  bright  sun  set  jn  hia  poiap  and  pride, 

Aa  on  that  eve  when  the  bir  buy  died  ; 

She  gazed  from  her  couch,  and  a  softness  fell 

OcrTier  weary  hesrt  with  tho  day's  ferewefl ; 

Site  spoke,  and  her  voice,  in  its  dying  lone. 

Had  an  echo  of  feelings  that  long  seem'd  Hown. 

She  murmur'd  H  law  sweet  cradle  song, 

Strange  'midst  the  din  of  a  vvarrior  throng — 

A  acne  of  the  time  when  her  boy's  young  cheel 

Had  glow'd  on  her  breast  in  its  slumber  meek ; 

But  something  whici 

Sent  a  fitful  gust  o'er  .  „    ., 

And  starting,  as  if  from  a  dream,  she  cried — 

"  Give  him  proud  buriul  at  my  eiile  ! 

There,  by  yon  lake,  where  the  palm  boughs  wave. 

When  the  temples  are  &llen,mBke  there  our  grave." 

And  the  temples  fell,  though  the  spirit  pa^'d, 

Tliat  stay'd  not  for  victory's  voice  at  last ; 

When  the  day  was  wonior  the  martyr  dead. 

For  the  broken  heart  and  the  bright  blood  ^ed. 

Through  the  gates  of  the  vanquish'd  the  Tartar  steed 


iroush  the  idol  fanes, 

_ the  Blreams_g(ow'd  red,  as  fron 

And  the  aword  ofthe  Moslem,  let  lo 


And  the  streams  glow'd  red,  as  from  warrior  veins, 


Like  the  panther  leapt  on  its  Hying  prey, 
'^111  a  city  of  ruin  be^it  the  shade 
'here  the  hoy  and  his  mother  at  rest  wer 


THE  PEASANT  GIRL  OP  THE  R 
•'  There  is  bul  one  plate  in  llie  world 


"  Alaa !  onr  yoQdg  a8ectj0aa  tiui  10  wfiBIe. 

Theke  went  a  warnoi*s  funeral  through  the  raght, 

A  waving  of  tall  plumes,  a  ruddy  light 

Of  torches,  fiifiilly  and  wDdly  thrown 

From  the  high  woodB,  along  the  aweeping  Rhone, 

Far  down  the  waters.    Heavily  and  dead. 

Under  the  moaning  trees,  the  horse-hoors  tread 

In  muffled  Bounds  upon  the  greenaward  fell, 

^3  chieltaina  yasa'd  ;  and  sobmnly  the  swell 

Of  ibe  deep  requiem,  o'tr  the  gleaming  river 

Borne  with  the  gale,  and  with  ihe  leaves'  low  shiver 

floated  and  died.    Proud  mournera  there,  yex  pale, 

Wore  man's  mule  nnguish  atemly;  but  of  one, 
Oh:  who  shall  ?peakl     What  words  Ai's  brow  unvea  J 

A  ftlher  folh>Aing  to  the  gmve  his  son! 
That  is  no  grkf  to  picture!     Sad  and  slow. 

Through  lie  wood  shadows,  moved  tlie  knightly  train. 
With  youth's  fair  form  upon  the  bier  laid  low- 
Fair  even  T/hen  Ibund,  amidst  the  bloody  slain, 
Siretcti'il  by  its  broken  lance.    They  rcach'd  the  lone 

Barrji!al  chapel,  where  the  forest  gloom 
Fell  heiviesc,  for  the  massy  boughs  had  grown 

Intr,  fnhk  archways,  as  to  vault  the  tomb. 
Stately  ihev  irod  the  hollow  ringing  aisle, 
A  st-.ange  deep  echo  ahudder'd  throngh  the  pile. 
Till  crested  heads  at  last,  in  cdlencebenC 
Eoand  Ihe  De  Couci's  antique  moiinment. 
When  dust  to  dust  was  given : — and  Aymer  slept 

Beneath  the  drooping  bannets  of  his  Ime, 
Whose  broidei'd  folds  the  Syrian  wind  had  swept 

Proudly  and  oft  o'er  fields  of  Palestme : 
So  the  sad  rite  was  closed.    The  sculptor  gave 
Trophies,  erelong,  to  deck  that  lordly  grave  ; 
And  the  pale  imnge  of  a  youth,  artay'iT 
As  wamoraare  for  fight,  bul  calmly  laid 

In  slumber  on  hia  shield.    Then  all  was  don» 
All  slUl  aroDiid  the  dead      Iliri  name  was  heard 
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And  with  die  brediren  of  his  fields,  (He  teeat 
Was  gay  as  <vhen  tlie  voice  whose  sounds  bad  ceased 
Mingled  with  theirs.    Even  thus  life'a  tuahiiig  tide 
Beats  back  atfection  from  the  grave's  dark  slue  ; 
AJaa !  to  think  of  this ! — the  heart's  void  place 
Fill'd  up  so  soon  I— ao  like  n  aumraor  cloud, 
All  that  we  loved  to  paaa  and  leave  nc  trace ! — 

He  lay  forgotten  in  his  early  shroud. 
Forgotten  I — not  of  all ! — the  annny  smile 
Glancing  in  play  o'er  that  proud  lip  erewhile. 
And  the  dark  looks,  whose  breezy  vraving  threw 
A  gladness  round,  whene'er  their  shades  withdrew 
From  the  hright  hrow ;  and  all  the  sweetness  lying 

Within  that  eagle  eye's  jet  radiance  deep, 
And  ail  the  mu=ic  with  that  voung  voice  dyuig, 

Whose  joyous  echoes  made  the  quick  heart  leap 


^ 's  tomb  fresh  flowets  in  „. .         .  ., 

Through  the  dim  tane  )>oft  summer  odors  breathing, 
And  aH  the  pale  sepulchral  trophies  wreathing. 
And  with  a  flush  of  deeper  biiDance  glowing 
In  the  rich  light,  like  molten  rubles  fl;)Wing 
Through  storied  windows  down.     The  violet  there 

Miafil  speak  of  love — a  secret  love  and  lowlj- — 
And  the  rose  image  all  thmgH  fleet  and  feir, 

Aqd  the  taint  pasiuon-flower,  the  sad  and.holy, 
Tell  of  diviner  hopes.    But  whose  light  hand, 
As  tor  on  altar,  wove  the  radiant  band ! 
Whose  gentle  nature,  brougjit,  from  hidden  dells. 
That  gem-like  wealth  of  blosaoms  and  sweet  bells, 
Tobluah  through  Bverjiseaaon  7— Blight  and  chill 
Might  touch  the  changing  woods ;  bnt  duly  still 
For  yeais  those  gjorgeons  coronals  icnew'd. 

And  brightly  clasping  marble  spear  and  hehn, 
Even  through  mid-winter,  fill'd  the  solitude 

With  a  strange  smile — a  glow  of  summer's  realm, 
Stnely  some  fond  and  fervent  heart  was  pouring 
Its  jouth'a  vain  woiship  on  the  dust,  adoring 
In  lone  devoledness! 

One  spring  mom  rose. 
And  found,  within  that  tomb's  proud  shadow  laid — 
Oh  !  not  as  'midst  the  vuieyards,  to  repose 
From  llic  fierce  noon — a  dark-hair'd  peasant  mold  .■ 
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Who  tfonid  revesi  herslory;    TholBliil  face 

Had  onoc  been  fair ;  for  on  the  clear  arch'd  brow 
And  Ihe  curved  lip  Ihere  lioger'd  yet  siich  grace 

As  sculpluregiveBirs  dreams;  and  longand  low 
The  deep  black  lasheH,  o'er  tlie  half-diut  eye— 
For  dcaih  waa  on  its  lids— fell  moumfnlly. 
Bill  the  cold  cheek  was  aunli,  the  raven  hair 
Dimm'd,  the  sliehl  form  all  wasted,  as  by  care, 
Whence  came  that  early  bli^t  T    Her  kindred'a  ulao. 
Wn=  „„,  ~midsi  the  liigli  De  Couci  race ; 

aye  in  death. 


ISDIAN  WOMAN'S  DEATH  SONG. 

[An  Indianwnman,  driven  in  deapair  by  her  huslBuid's  defwitinn  of 
her  (tor  anolhor  wife,  enlered  a  cnnoe  with  her  children,  and  rowed 
It  down  ttie  Misdulppl  iflwanla  ibecHlaract.  Her  voice  wu  heard 
front  the  shore  slnghig  a  ownmfQl  death-Boog,  ontil  oveipoivereil 
by  IhB  Bound  of  Ihe  waters  In  whkh  she  perinhed.  The  tale  Is  re- 
lated In  Long's  EipediUon  to  Ihe  Source  of  St.  Peter's  Klver.] 


"Lelnotmy  child  be  a  girl,  for  very  sad  is  the  I 


I'lercing  thick  forest  glooms,  a  light  canoe 
Swept  with  the  current :  fearful  was  the  speed 
Of  the  frail  bnrk,  as  by  a  tempest's  wins 
Borne  leaf-like  on  lo  where  the  mist  oflpray 
Rose  with  Ihe  cataract's  thunder.    Yet  within, 
Proudly,  and  dauntlessly,  and  all  atone. 


Proudly,  and  dauntlessly,  and  all  ( 

Save  that  a  babe  lay  sleeping  at  he 

A  woman  stood :  upon  ner  Indian  Drow 

Sat  a  strange  gladnes^and  her  dark  hair  waved 

As  if  triumphanliy.     She  presa'd  her  child, 

In  its  bright  slamher,  to  her  beating  heart, 

And  lifted  liersweet  voice,  that  rose  awhile 

Above  the  sound  of  waters,  high  and  clear, 

Waiting  a  wild  prond  strain — or  song  of  denih, 

"  Roll  swiftly  10  the  apiri  t'a  land,  thou  mighty  stream  and  fre 
Father  of  ancient  walera,'  roll !  and  bear  our  lives  with  the. 
The  weaty  bird  that  storms  have  toss'd  would  seek  the  su.,. 
shine's  calm.  (balm. 

And  the  dear  that  hath  the  arrow's  hurt  flics  to  the  woods  ol 
"Roll  on!  my  warrior's  eye  hath  look'd  upon  another's  lace. 
And  mine  hath  faded  from  his  aoul.aa  lades  a  moonbeam'u 
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My  shadow  cornea  not  o'er  his  path,  my  whisper  to  Ilia  dream 
He  flings  away  the  broken  reed — roll  awifler  yel  thou  slream  ! 
"  The  voice  that  spoke  of  other  days  13  hush'd  within  his 

breast, 
But  mine  its  lonely  music  haunts,  and  will  not  let  me  rest ; 
ft  sings  a  low  and  mournful  song  of  gladness  thai  is  cone, 
I  cannot  live  without  that  light— father  of  waves!  roLon! 
"  Wilt  he  not  miss  the  bounding  step  that  met  him  from  the 

The  heart  of  love  that  made  his  home  an  ei 
Thel      ■  ■  

He  will  not!— roll,  dark  foaming  stream, on  to  the  better  shore! 
"  Some  blessed  fount  amidst  the  woods  of  that  bright  land  must 

Whose  waters  from  my  soul  may  lave  the  memoryof  Ihismoe  ; 
Some  gentle  wind  must  whisper  there,  whose  breath  may  waft 
The  burden  of  the  heavy  night,  the  sadness  of  the  day.  [away 
"And  thou,  my  babe!  though  bom,  like  me,  for  woman's 

Smile  !^to  that  wasting  of  the  heart,  my  own !  I  leave  thee 
Too  bright  a  thing  art  thou  to  pine  in  aching  love  away, 
Thymoiher  bears  thee  far,  young  Fawn!  from  sorrow  and 

"  She  bears  thee  to  the  glorious  bowers  where  none  are  heard 
to  weep,  [sleep; 

And  where  th'  unkind  one  bath  no  power  again  to  trouble 

And  where  the  soul  shall  find  its  youth,  as  wakening  from  a 
dream —  [aiream?" 

One  moment,  and  that  realm  is  ours— On,  on,  dark  rollmg 
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Chain'd  to  a  huah  of  wonder,  Ihough  elaie 
With  victory,  lialen'd  attbeir  lemple's  gate. 
And  what  was  done  within  ?— within,  tie  light 

Through  the  rioh  gloom  of  picnirt  windows  flowing, 
Tinged  with  the  aoft  awSilness  a  atittely  sight, 

TTie  chivalry  oE  France  their  proud  heads  bowing 
In  martial  vassalage  !— While  'midst  that  ring, 
And  Ehadow'd  bv  ancestral  tomba,  a  king 
Received  his  birthright's  crown.     For  this,  the  hymn 

Swell'd  out  like  rushing  waters,  and  the  Jay 
With  the  sweet  censer's  mialy  breath  grew  dim, 

Aa  through  long  oislea  it  floated  o'er  th'  array 
Of  artns  and  sweeping  stoles.    But  who,  alone 
And  unapproach'd,  beside  the  ailar  atone. 
With  the  white  banner  &nh  like  autiahine  streaming, 
And  the  gold  helm  through  clouds  of  fragrance  gleamin 
Silent  and  radiant  stood  I— the  helm  was  raised, 
And  the  &ir  face  reveai'd,  that  upward  gazed. 
Intensely  wor^ipping  ^— a  Blill,  clear  face. 
Youthful,  but  briEntly  solemn !— Woman's  cheek 
And  brow  were  there  in  deep  devotion  meek. 
Yet  glorified,  with  inspiration's  trace 
On  its  pure  paleness  ;  while,  enthron  d  Miove, 
Tbepiciu^d  Virgin,  with  her  amile  of  love, 
Seem'd  bending  o'er  her  votaress.    That  ^ight  form  \ 
Was  that  the  leader  through  the  battle  storm  I  ■: 

Had  the  soil  light  in  that  adoiing  eye  I; 

Guided  the  warrior  where  the  eworda  ilaHb'd  hmh  T  :: 

'TwaBsa,evenao1 — and  thou,  the  shepherd'aemld, 
Joanne,  the  lowly  dreamer  of  the  wild! 

Never  before,  and  never  since  that  honr,  i 

Hath  woman  mantled  with  victorious  power. 
Stood  forth  aa  ikou  beaidc  the  shnne  didst  stand. 
Holy  amidst  the  knighthood  of  the  land  ;  : ! 

And  beautiful  widi  joy  and  with  renown, 
Lift  thy  white  banner  o'er  the  olden  crown,  ii 

Ransom'd  for  France  by  thee !  ;• 

The  rites  are  donn.  i' 

Nl.w  let  the  dome  with  trumpet  notes  be  ahokeii,  l' 

And  bid  the  echoes  of  the  tomb  awaken,  || 

And  coma  thon  forth,  that  Heaven's  rejoicmg  son  ^ 

My  give  thee  welcome  from  tbuie  own  blue  ekies  j  ■ 

Daughter  of  victory !— A  triumphant  stram,  | 

A  proud  rich  stream  of  warlike  melodies,  ' 

GiBh'd  through  the  nortalsof  the  antique  fane, 
And  forth  she  came.    Then  roae  a  nation's  sound—  | 

Oh  !  what  a  power  to  bid  the  quick  heart  bound,  .; 

The  wind  bears  onward  with  the  stormy  cheer  | 

Man  gives  to  glory  on  her  highcareer!  |. 


Is  there  indeed  such  power !— far  deeper  dwells 

In  oDe  kind  household  voice,  lo  teach  [he  cells 

Whence  happiness  flows  forth !    The  ahouM  that  fiU'd 

The  hollow  heaven  tempesniously,  were  slill'd 

One  momenl ;  and  in  tlial  brief  pouae,  the  tone. 

As  of  a  hreeze  ihat  o'er  her  home  had  hlown, 

Sank  on  the  bright  maid's  heart.— "Joanne !"— Who  spoke 

Like  those  whose  ehildhood  with  her  childhood  grew 
Under  one  roof ! — "  Joanne  \"—that  murmar  broke 

Withsoundaof  weeping  forth!— She  lurn'd— she  knew 
Bo^de  Iter,  mark'd  from  all  the  thousands  there. 
In  the  calm  beaoly  of  his  silver  hair, 
The  stalely  shepherd ;  and  the  yomh  whose  joy 
From  his  dark  eye  flash'd  proudly  ;  and  the  boy, 
Theyoungest  born, that  ever  loved  her  best:— 
"  Father !  and  ye,  my  brothels !"— On  the  breast 
Of  that  grey  sire  she  sank— and  swiftly  back, 
Even  in  an  instant,  to  tlieir  native  track 
Her  free  thoughts  flow'd.— She  saw  the  pomp  no  more 
The  plumes,  tTie  banners :— lo  her  cabin-  ' 
And  to  iheFairy'sfountainin  the  dade,* 


In  early  spring-time  by  the  bird,  wh7eh  dwelt 
""—  -'^r  her  father's  roof  the  beech  le 


Lifting  her  voice  up,  wept  for  joy  and  ; 
Blefs  me.  my  Eilher,  bleas  me  f  and  wii 
To  the  still  cabin  and  the  beechen  tree, 


Through  Ihe^en  haunia  of  happy  infancy 
Wander  a^ain,  Joanne!— 100  much  of  fame 
Had  shed  its  radiance  on  thy  peasant  name  ; 
And  bought  alone  by  gifts  beyond  all  price— 
The  trusting  heart's  repose,  the  paradise 
Of  home,  with  all  its  loves— dolh  fate  allow 
Ihe  crown  of  glory  unto  woman's  hrow. 
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"Gusi  tmpiBianl  trarnflBar  d^un  GUmw 
Delia  1'  ■■  - 


ia  al  trapuBar  d^un  GUmw 
lOrUil  U  ht>re  e'L  verd«." — Tuig, 


ALOHo  theatarlit  Seine  went  music  Bwelling, 

Till  the  air  thrlll'd  with  irs  exulling  mirlli  i 
Praadiy  il  floated,  even  as  if  no  dwetiiag 

For  cares  or  stricken  henna  were  found  on  earth  ; 
And  a  g\ad  sound  ttie  mciisure  liglitl;  Ileal, 
A  happy  chime  of  many  dancing  teet, 
for  in  a  palace  of  the  land  that  night, 

Lamps,  and  fresh  roses,  and  green  leaves  were  hung 
And  from  the  painted  walls  a  stream  of  light 

On  flying  forms  beneath  sofl  splendor  flung : 
But  lovUegt  hr  amidst  the  revel's  pride 
WoB  one— iha  lady  from  the  Danube  side.' 
PHiiline,  the  meekly  bright!  though  now  no  more 

Her  clear  eye  ^h'd  with  youm'e  all-MDieless  ^en 
Yet  something  holier  than  its  dayapring  wore, 

There  in  soft  rest  lay  beautiful  to  see  ; 
A  charm  with  graver,  tenderer,  sweetness  fraught — 
The  blending  of  deep  love  and  matron  thought. 
Through  the  gay  throng  she  moved,  serenely  fair, 

AncTsnch  calm  joy  os  fills  a  moonliaht  sky 
Sate  on  her  brow  beneath  ita  graceful  hair. 

As  her  young  daughter  in  the  dance  went  by. 
With  the  fleet  step  of  one  that  yet  hath  known 
Smi!e£  and  kind  voices  in  this  world  alone, 
Lurli'd  (here  no  secret  boding  in  her  breast  1 

Did  no  feint  whisper  warn  of  evil  nigh? 
Such  oft  awake  when  most  the  heart  seems  blest 

'Midat  the  light  laughter  of  festivity: 


Soft  aifs  through  braided  locks  in  perfiime  tigiiiiig, 

Glad  pulses  beating  imto  music's  call  ^ 
SDcnce  ! — the  minstrels  pause — and  hark !  a  sound, 
A.  strange  quick  rustlmg  which  their  notes  bad  drowi 
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The  vrild  fierce  lustre  grows — then  buials  a.  cry- 
Fire!  through  the  hall  and  rimnd  it  gathering — %! 
And  forth  they  ruah,  aa  chased  by  sword  and  epear, 

Toltie  green  covertB  of  the  garden  howeis; 
A  gorgeous  mask  of  pageantry  and  fear, 

Startling  the  birds  and  trampling  down  the  Howen: 


And  whore  is  . 

Have  swept  her  01.      ..,    . 
Mi^l  sweep  some  faint  o'erwearied  bird  along — 

Till  now  the  threshold  of  that  death  is  past. 
And  liee  she  stands  beneath  the  starry  skjes, 
Calling  her  child— but  no  sweet  voice  replies. 
"  Bertha !  where  art  ihou  ? — Speak !  oh,  apeak !  my  oi 

._..__fU „.L..^|,jJJ^ 


rosfay  th , 

Though  fast  on  high  Ihe  fiery  Toiumes 


To  Bfay  the 

hough  fast  01.  ...„_ J  .- 

And  tbrth,  like  ranners  from  each  lattice  w. 


Back,  back  aha  ruah^s  thtough  a  host  combined- 
Mighty  is  atiguiati,  with  afiection  twined ! 
And  what  bold  step  may  ibilow, 'midst  tbe  roar 

Ofiheredbillows,  o'er  Iheir  prey  that  rise? 
None  ! — Coarage  there  stood  siill— and  never  more 

Did  those  fair  forms  emerge  on  human  eyes ! 
Was  one  brief  meeting  theirs,  one  wild  fareweU  ? 
And  died  they  heart  to  heart )— Oh !  who  can  tell ! 
Fteahly  and  cloadles^y  (he  morning  broke 

On  that  sad  palace,  'midst  its  pleasure  shades: 
1(8  painted  t<n&  had  aunk— yet  black  with  smoke 

And  lonely  stood  its  marblB  colonnades: 
Bat  yester  eve  thsirshafla  wiih  wreathes  were  bounil. 
Now  ]af  the  scene  one  shriveli'd  scroti  around ! 
Andbi 

Ofal 

Yes!  there  were  gems  to _.  , , 

TTiat  forth  from  dust  and  ashes  dimly  shone ! 
Those  had  the  mother,  on  her  gentle  breast. 
Worn  round  her  child's  &ir  image,  there  at  rest. 
And  ihej;  were  all !— the  tender  and  the  true 

Left  this  alone  her  sacriiice  ic 
Hallowiiig 

To  deep 
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>n  the  death  of  li« 


The  night  wind  shook  Ihe  (apesUy  round  an  ancient  palace 
room,  (gloom, 

And  lorchea,  as  it  rose  and  fell,  wnvod  ihrougli  the  gorgeoas 
And  o'er  a  shadowy  regal  eoach  tlirew  fitful  aleanis  and  red, 
Where  a  woman  with  long  raven  hair  sst  wa lolling  by  the  dead. 

aluresofthe  dead,  yet 

a  chief  struck  down  w 


But  she  that  with  the  dark  hair  watch'd  by  the  cold  sluiuberoT'e 

On  her  wan  cheek  no  beanty  dwelt,  and  in  her  garb  no  liride  ; 
Only  her  full  impaasion'd  eyea,  aa  o'er  that  clay  she  bent, 
A  wildnesa  and  a  lenderneaa  in  strange  resplendence  blent. 
And  as  the  awiJi  thauji^ls  cross'd  her  eoid,  lil<e  shadows  of  a 

Amidet  the  silent  room  of  death,  the  dreamer  spoke  aloud  ; 
She  spoke  to  him  that  could  not  hear,  and  cried,  "  1'hou  yet 
wilt  woke,  [sake. 

And  learn  my  watcbines  and  my  tears,  beloved  one '  for  tiiy 
"They  told  me  lliiawas  death,  hut  well  I  knew  li  could  not  be; 
Fairest  and  stateliest  of  the  earth !  who  spoke  of  death  tor  tliee  7 
They  would  have  wrapp'd  Ihe  tiineral  ahroud  thy  gallant  form 

Cut  I  fotbade-aiid  there  thou  art,a  monarch  loLicd  and  crown'd ! 

Vithallthyb 
And  thy  brow 

death  >. 
Silence  hath  be       ^  .    ,  , 

But  the  hopeful  spirit  in  my  breuat  is  all  undimm'd  and  strong. 
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A  fraiJ  and  drooping  form  is  mine — a  cold  unatnillng  cheek, 
Ob!  I  have  bul  a  woman's  heart  wlicrewilh  iky  heart  loaeek. 
"But  when  thou  wakest,niy  prince,  my  lord  !  and  hear'st  how 

A  lonely  vigil  by  thy  Kde,  and  o'er  thee  ptay'd  and  wepl — 
How  in  one  long  deep  dream  of  thee  niy  nighls  and  days  hare 

past— 
Snrely  that  humble,  patient  lore  muel  win  back  love  at  last ! 
And  thou  wilt  emile — my  own.  my  own,  shall  be  Che  aunny 

Which  bnghtiy  fell,  and  joyously,  on  all  but  me  erewhile ! 
No  mora  in  vain  arfection's  thirst  m);  weary  soul  fhall  pine — 
Oh  !  years  of  hope  defen'd  were  paid  by  one  fond  glance  of 

"Thon'lt  meet  me  with  that  radiant  look  when  thou  comeat 

irom  the  chase. 
For  me,  for  me,  in  festal  halls  it  shaii  kindle  o'er  thy  fece  ! 
Thou'lt  reck  no  more  though  beauly'e  gifl  mme  aspect  may 

In  thy  kind  eyes, (his  deep,  deep  iove,  shall  eIvc  me  loveliness. 
"  But  wake !  my  heart  wilhm  me  burns,  yet  once  more  to  re- 
in t^'s^und  to  which  it  ever  leap'd,  (he  music  of  thy  voloe  ; 
Awake !  I  sil  in  sohiude,  that  tliy  iirst  look  ond  tone. 
And  the  gladness  of  thine  opening  eyes,  may  all  be  mine  alone." 
In  the  still  chambers  of  the  dust,  thus  pout'd  forth  day  by  day, 
Tlie  pa^on  of  that  loiiiig  dreaiu  from  a  troubled  soul  fouriJ 


princely  ibrm  and 

And  slowly  broke  tlie  fearful  truth  upon  the  watcher's  breast, 
Aiid  they  b"re  away  the  royal  dead  with  requiems  to  hia  rest, 
Widi  banneia  and  with  knightly  plumes  ail  wuving  in  the 


IS  lone  despair  behind. 
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TI]E  AMERICAS  POBEST  GIRL. 

"  Sing  us  a  death-Bong,  for  liiine  hour  is  come" — 

So  tlie  red  warriors  u>  their  oaptiie  spoke. 
Still,  anJ  sntidsl  Ihoee  dusky  forma  alone, 

A  you^,  a  bii-hair'd  youih  of  Englanil  scood, 
'.:ike  a  king's  son :  ihough  from  his  cheek  had  iio« 

The  mainline  cruason  of  the  island  bkjod. 
And  hie  pees'd  llpe  look'd  miirble.    Fiercely  brigh 
And  high  aronnd  him  blazod  ilie  fires  of  nighl, 
Rocking  beneath  the  cedars  lo  and  fro. 
As  the  wind  paaa'd,  and  witli  a  ficfiil  glow 
Lighling  the  viclim's  tiice  :  bm  who  could  lell 
Ol  what  wichin  his  secret  heart  befell, 
Known  but  to  heaven  thai  hoar  1 — Perchance  a  tho 
Of  hw  fer  home  then  so  intensely  wrought. 
That  ila  full  image,  pictured  to  hia  "»" 
On  tlie  dark  ground  of  mortal  be 


ir  aa  day  1 — and  be  mifihl  see  the  band 
■ id'rinaiiaiid  in  bi     ' 


is  you  og  sistfiis  wand'rii 


Gathering  with  braided  hair,  arouad  the  hearth. 
Where  eat  iheir  mother ;  and  that  mother's  face 
lis  grave  sweet  smile  yet  wearing  in  the  place 
Where  so  it  ever  smiled  ! — Perchance  the  prayer 
Leam'd  at  her  Jinee  came  back  on  hia  despair ; 
The  blessing  from  her  voice,  the  yeiy  tone 
Of  her  "  Gaod-mght"  might  breathe  (rom  boyhood  goi 
He  started  and  look'd  np ;  thick  cypress  boughs, 

Full  of  strange  Bjand,  waved  o'er  him,  darkly  red 
In  the  broad  etoimy  firelight ;  savage  brows, 

With  tall  plumes  crested  and  wild  hues  o'eispread, 
Girt  him  like  feremh  phantoms ;  and  pale  stars 
Look'd  throuah  the  bmnches  as  throagh  dungeon  bars, 
Sheddino  no  hope. — He  knew,  be  ielt  his  doom — 


wl^i  a  tale  to  shadow  vvith  its  gloc 
~        id  '—Idle  5ar 


hey  bom 
father's 


-r^ in  England  !~ . 

Would  the  winds  tell  it  (—Who  might  dream  or  hear 
The  secret  of  the  Ibrests)— To  the  stake 

;  and  that  proud  young  sc 

, o  bisbieast  to  wake, 

Trusiins  to  die  in  silence  !  He,  tho  love 
Of  many  EearlB  !— the  fondly  rear'd— the  feu 
Gladdening  all  eyes  to  see ! — And  fetter'd  ihi 
He  stood  beside  his  death-p;  ■   ■     ■ 

"'         '  chieftain's  hai 

uicBuo  uii  iiic  Biciii  and  dread  solemnity — 
A  step  hath  pipreed  flic  ring,' — Who  darea  intrude 
On  the  dork  hunters  in  their  vengeful  mood  I— 
A  girl— a  young  slight  g^ri— a  fiiwn-like  chUd 
Of  green  savannas  and  the  leafy  wild. 
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Happy  because  che  sunshine  is  ilB  dower ; 
Yet  one  thai  knew  how  early  teara  are  shed. 
For  hera  had  mourn'd  a  playmale  brodier  dead. 

She  had  sat  gazing  on  ihe  victim  long, 

Until  the  pity  of  her  sou]  grew  strong; 

And  byjta  paffiioii's  deepening  fervor  away'd, 

Even  to  the  slake  she  ruah'd,  and  geiiliy  laid 

Hiabright  head  on  her  bosom,  and  around 

His  form  her  slender  arma  to  rfiield  it  wound 

Like  close  Liannes ;  then  raised  her  elitlerina  eye. 

And  dear-toned  voice,  that  said,  "  Ifi  lb-"  —  -■■-  " 

""--■■-"-"^^-"■-llie^l 

On  thefieice  (hriing;  . , 

Struck  down  as  by  the  whisper  of  a  spell. 
They  gazed— their  dark  souls  bow'd  before  the  maid, 
She  ofihe  dancmg  step  in  wood  and  glade ! 
And,  as  her  cheek  flueh'd  through  its  olive  hue. 
As  her  black  tresses  to  the  night  wind  flew, 
Something  o'ermasler'd  them  from  (hat  young  mien— 
o -Jiin^  of  heaven,  in  silence  felt  and  seen ; 


They  loosed  the  bonds  that  held  their  captive's  i 
From  hia  pale  lips  they  look  the  cup  of  death  ; 
TTiey  quench'd  the  brand  beneath  the  cypress-tr 
"  Away,"  they  cried,  "  young  stranger,  tliou  art : 


Flattenn  deceived  Iheg  1    IVandenr.  con 
Why  didal  thou  gvsr  lasve  nie  t    Know'B 

For  thy  sake  1    Knoiv'et  Ihou  that  Lhy  vol 


She  knelt  in  prayer,    A  stream  of  sunset  tell 
Through  the  etain'd  window  of  her  lonely  cell. 
And  with  its  rich,  deep,  melancholy  glow 
Hushing  her  cheek  and  pale  i^donna  brow. 


,      .._ _.^ 
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atofglor.  . 

By  painting's  loach  around  some  holy  head, 

Virgin'9  or  laitest  mnrlyr's.    In  her  eye 

WBch  glanced  as  dark  clear  waler  to  the  aky. 

What  solemn  fervor  Uved !     And  yet  what  woe, 

lay  like  some  buried  thing;,  slill  seen  below 

The  glassy  tide  !    Oh !  he"  that  could  reveal 

What  life  had  taught  thai  ehaaten'd  heart  to  feel, 

Mieht  apeak  indeed  of  woman's  blighted  yeais, 

Aiifl  wasted  love,  and  vainly  bitter  tears ! 

But  she  had  told  her  griefa  to  Heaven  alone 

And  of  the  gentle  sami  no  more  wjs  known, 

Than  that  she  fled  the  world'a  cold  broalh  and  made 

A  temple  of  the  pine  and  chesmut  shade, 

Filling  its  depths  with  soul,  whene'er  her  hymn 

Rose  through  each  murmnr  of  the  greeti,  and  dim, 

And  ancient  aoliiude  ;  where  hidden  sffeams 

Went  moaning  through  the  grass,  like  sounds  in  dreatnB— 

Music  for  weary  hearts!    "Midst  leaves  and  floweta 

She  dwelt,  and  knew  bU  aecreta  of  Iheir  powers. 

All  nature's  balms,  whetewilh  her  gliding  tread 

To  the  Hck  peasant  on  his  lowly  bed. 

Came  and  brought  hope  ;  while  soaree  of  mortal  birth 

He  deem'd  the  pale  fair  form  thai  held  on  earth. 

Communion  but  with  grief. 

Ere  long,  a  cell, 
A  rock-hewn  chapel  rose,  a  cross  of  stone 
Gleam'd  throngh  the  Aark  trees  o'er  a  sparkling  well, 

Toldlhl  (Xtabrian  wilds,  that  duly  there 

Cosianza  lifted  her  sad  heart  in  prayer. 

And  now  'twas  prayer's  own  hour.    That  voice  again 

Through  the  dim  foliage  sent  its  heavenly  strain. 

That  made  the  cypress  quirer  where  it  stood. 

In  day's  last  crimson  soaring  from  the  wood 

Like  spiry  flame.    But  as  the  bright  sun  set. 

Other  and  wilder  sounds  in  tumuli  met 

The  floating  song-    Strange  sounds  !— the  trumpet's  peal, 

Made  hollow  by  the  rocks  ;  the  clash  of  steel ; 

The  rallying  war-cry.     In  the  mountain  pass 

Therehad  been  combat;  blood  was  on  the  grass. 

Banners  had  strewn  the  waters!  chiefa  lay  dying, 

And  the  pine  branches  crash'd  before  ihe  Hying. 

And  all  was  changed  within  the  still  retreat, 
Coatanza's  home  :  there  enter'd  hurrying  feel. 
Dark  looks  of  shame  and  sorrow ;  mail-ciad  men. 
Stem  fugitives  from  that  wild  battle  glen. 
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vea  from  the  porch  rooi,  bote 
irin:  the  rocfey  floor 
:hoes  la  his  clangiiig  sword, 
thoir  leader,  and  implored 

'    il  bim :  then  for  fli 


The  sweel  saini'a  prayers  to  heal  him :  then  for 
Through  Ihe  wide  forBSt  and  the  maniling  iiinhl 
Sped  brealhleSBly  again.  They  paa'd— bui  fie. 
The  atateHeat  of  a  host— alaa !  to  see 


There  were  the  clustering  raven- locks—the  breeze, 

Mifriit  ecaiceiy  Ijft  mem— aleep'd  in  bloody  Bhuweta 
SoTieavily  upon  the  palid  clay 

Of  the  damp  cheek  (hey  hung !— the  eyes'  dark  ray- 
Where  was  it  (—and  the  lipsT— they  gasp'd  apart. 
With  their  liglil  curve,  as  Irom  ihe  chisel's  an. 
Still  proudlybeautiful !  but  Ihal  while  hue— 
Was  it  not  death's !— that  at  illness— that  cold  dew 
On  thescnrr'd  fotehead  I    No!  his  apiril  broke 
From  its  detp  ironoe  erelong,  yet  hut  awoke 
To  wander  in  wild  dreams ;  and  there  he  lay, 
By  the  tierce  fever  aa  a  green  reed  shaken, 
Tlio  haughty  chief  of  thousanit— the  forsaken 


His  brow  with  tears  that  mourn'd  the  strong 
He  felt  them  not,  nor  mark'd  the  light  veil'd 
Still  hovering  nigh!  yet  Bometimea,  when  th 

Of  ftenzy  sank,  her  voice,  in  toties  as  low 
Aa  a  young  mother's  by  the  cradle  singmo. 
Would  soothe  him  with  sweet  aves,  gentfy  b 

Momenta  of  dumber,  when  the  fiery  glow 
Ebb'd  from  hia  hollow  cheek. 


Of  memory  dawn'd  upon  the  cloud  of  dreania, 

..„.nuraiM'd~foVtV'' Where  am  U    What  softattoin 
Pa=3'd,  like  a  breeze,  acrosa  my  burning  brain  1 
Back  from  my  youth  it  floated,  with  a  tone 
Of  life's  first  muaie,  and  a  thought  of  one— 
Where  is  she  now  ?  and  where  the  gauda  of  nride 
Whrae  hollow  splendor  lured  me  from  her  side  ! 
All  lost :— ajid  this  is  death  1-1  cannot  die 
Without  forgiveness  from  Ihal  mournful  eye  ! 
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Away !  ths  ^'artli  hatli  lost  her.     Was  si.e  bora 
To  braok  abandoiiiner.t,  lo  elrive  wilh  scorn  [ 
My  first,  my  hdliesl  love !— her  broken  heart 
Lice  low,  and  I — unpardon'd  I  deparl." 
But  then  Coatanza  raised  the  shadowy  voil 
From  her  dark  locks  oiid  feaiurea  btiglitly  pale, 
And  atood  bef  jre  liim  with  a  "mils— oh !  ne'er 
Did  Blight  that  amiUd  bo  much  oCsadneaa  wear — 
And  said,  "  Cesario !  look  oil  rae  ;  I  live 
To  say  my  iiean  hath  bled,  and  can  forgive. 
I  loved  thee  with  such  worship,  such  deep  trust, 
As  aliauld  be  Heaven's  aloue— and  Heaven  is  just ! 
I  bleaa  thce---be  at  pence  !'' 

Too  fast  the  strong  tide  rosh'd— the  sudden  sUftme, 
The  joy,  th'  amaze  !     He  bowr'd  his  head— it  fell 
On  the  wrong'd  bosom  which  had  loved  so  well ; 
And  love,  BtiH  perfect,  gave  liitn  refiige  tliert— ^ 
His  last  feint  breath  just  waved  her  nooiing  hair. 


"  Mt  child,  my  child,  thou  leavesl  me !— I  shall  heat 
The  gentle  voice  nu  more  dint  hirst  mine  ear 
Widi  its  fiial  ntterancs :  I  shall  miss  the  soinid 
Of  thy  liohc  Blep  amidst  the  ilowcts  around. 
And  thy  soft-bre»lhin_g  hymn  at  twiiighl's  close. 


Viih  a  soft  H 
Shalt  watch  thine  own,  t>iy  : 
Fading  to  air.  Yetljle'sing 
Love  guard  thee,  gentlest !  i 
From  thy  young  heart  he  fei 
For  me.  sweet  daughter!  in 
God  shall  be  wilh  me.  Noi 
Thoa  that  hast  been  whul  » 


lie  alone, 


"farewUlfoti 
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130  RECORDS  OF  WOMAN. 

Unlo  thjr  motlier'a  bosom,  since  ihe  days 

When  thou  wen  pillow'd  there,  and  wonl  to  raise 

In  tnidden  lauBhler  thence  ihy  loving  eye 

That  sdll  sought  mine:  these  momeiiis  are  gone  by— 

Thou  loo  miisl  go,  my  flower !     Yet  wilh  thee  dwell 

The  peace  of  God!    One,  one  more  gaie— fere  well!" 

This  waa  a  mother's  parlinj?  with  her  child, 

A  young  meek  bride,  on  whom  foir  fortune  smiled. 

And  woo'd  her  wilh  a  Woe  of  love  aivay 

From  childhood's  home ;  yet  there,  wilh  fond  delay, 

She  linger'd  on  the  threshold,  heard  the  note 

Of  her  caged  bird  through  trellis'd  rose-leaves  float. 

And  fell  upon  her  mother's  necli  and  wept, 

Whilal  old  remembrances,  that  long  had  slept, 

Gush'd  o'er  her  soul,  and  many  a  vanisli'd  day. 

As  in  one  picture  Jraced,  before  her  lay. 

But  the  farewell  was  said  i  and  on  the  deep. 

When  its  breast  heaved  in  sunset's  golden  sleep. 

With  a  calm'd  heart,  young  Madeline,  erelong, 

Pour'd  forth  her  own  a?veer,  solemn  vesper-aoug. 

Breathing  of  home:  through  stilhiesa  heard  alar, 

And  duly  rising  wilh  the  first  pale  star. 

That  voice  was  on  the  watets ;  till  at  last 

■The  sounding  ocean  solitudes  were  pass'd. 

And  the  bright  land  w:is  reach'd— the  youihful  world 

That  glows  along  the  west :  the  sails  wrre  furl'd 

In  its  clear  sunshine,  and  the  gentle  bride 

Look'd  on  the  home  that  promised  hearts  untried 

A  bower  of  hiiaa  to  come.    Alas !  we  trace 

■The  map  of  our  own  paths,  and  long  ere  years 
With  their  dull  stepa  the  brilliant  lines  cfiiice. 

On  sweeps  the  alorm,  and  blots  them  out  wilh  tests  t 
That  nome  was  darken'd  soon :  the  summer  breeze 
ned  with  death  the  '  "         " 


liret  beloved,  her  friend  and  guide, 

[oy  had  gone  forth,  and  left  the  green  earth  dim, 

As  fi^im  the  sun  shut  out  on  every  side. 
By  the  close  veil  of  miserv !    Oh  !  but  ill, 

When  wilh  rich  hopes  o'erfraught,  the  young  high  heatl 
Bears  its  firal  blow  !  it  knows  not  yet  the  pan 
Which  life  will  teach— to  suffer  and  be  sull. 
And  with  submissive  love  to  count  ibe 


Of  sorrow  till  that  hour,  and  therefore  ni 
In  weariness  from  life :  then  came  th'  uiireei. 
The  heart-siek  yearning  ol'  the  exile's  breast. 
The  flaunting  sounds  of  voices  fer  away. 
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THE  QUEE.V  OF  I'KUSSIA'S  TOSIB. 
And  household  Bteps,  until  ol  last  she  lay 
On  her  lone  couch  olaickiiess,  lost  in  dreams 
Of  the  gay  vineyards  and  blue  rushing  streams 
In  her  own  sunny  land,  and  murniuring  oft 
Familiar  names,  m  accents  wild,  yet  Boft, 
To  elrangere  round  Ihat  bed,  mho  knew  not  aught 
Of  the  deep  spells  wherewith  each  word  was  frau^t. 
To  Blrnngeis?— Oh!  could  sirangersraise  the  head 
Gently  as  hera  was  roised  f    Did  strangers  shed 
The  kindly  tears  which  bathed  that  feverish  brow 
And  n-asled  cheek  with  half-unoonscioua  flow  1 
Something  was  there  that  through  the  lingering  nighi 
Outwalehes  patiently  the  laper'aTishl, 
Somefhing  thai  faints  not  throuffh  the  day's  diatress. 
That  fears  not  toil,  that  knows  not  weariness— 
Love,  true,  and  perfect  love  I    Whence  came  that  power 
Uprearing  thruugh  the  storm  the  drooping  flower  ? 
Whence  f— who  can  ask  J— the  wild  ctelinum  pasa'd. 
And  from  hcrejes  the  spirit  looked  al  lost 
Into  her  mother's  face,  and  wakening  knew 
Tlie  brow's  calm  grace,  the  hair's  dear  silvery  hue. 
The  kind  sweet  smile  of  old  I— and  had  the  come, 
Thusin  life's  evening  from  her  distant  home, 
To  save  her  child  J    Even  so— nor  yet  in  vain ; 
In  that  young  heart  a  light  sprung  up  agaui. 
And  lovely  still,  with  so  much  love  to  give, 
Seem'd  lUs  fair  world,  though  faded  I  still  to  live 
Was  not  10  pine  forsaken.    Un  the  breast 
TiiBi  rook'dher  childhood,  sinking  in  soft  rest, 
"Sweelmother!  gentlest  raotherT  can  il  be  J" 
The  lorn  one  tried,  "  and  do  I  look  on  thee  1 
Take  back  thy  wanderer  from  this  fatal  shore. 
Peace  shall  be  outs  beneath  our  sines  once  more." 


THE  QUEEN  OF  PRUSSIA'S  TO.VIB. 
;"  This  loDib  is  la  the  gnrden  of  l^harloltenbeig,  neat  Berlin.    II  wai 
not  without  anrprlH  that  1  cwds  anddenly,  amoDg  uses,  upou  a 
Air  whUs  i>Dtle  temple.    1  mlgbl  and  should  hava  deemed  it  h 

.J .  ^r  .t-  -ronndi,  but  Ihe  eypteu  mi  the  willow 

le  dead.    Upon  a  urctralliaBTii  of  while 

. )oiu1ino  oftha  huMoji  ttirmwas  iilajnly 

lUiltsfolda.    The  peiaon  with  me  revereally iqrned 

It  back,  and  dlBiflayeil  tbs  slslas  of  his  qneeu,    tl  Is  s  ponraU 


ealm  and  Mod  than 

folded  on  the  bosom . 

repose  of  life.  Here  the  Klnj(  biiocs  hei 
gBitaods  al  her  sraie.  These  - 
above  this  liiing  iinniie  of  (heir  d< 


theeipesslonofherftetuns.    The  hands  ar 
I :  the  limbs  are  snAcieRtly  crosaed  Co  show  th 


.Coot^lc 


It  Btonds  where  northern  willows  weep 

A  temple  fair  and  lone ; 
Soft  ahndow3  o'er  i  is  marble  sweep 

From  cypress  branches  thrown ; 
While  ailetidy  around  it  spread, 
Thonfeel'st  ibe  piesenoe  of  the  dead. 
And  what  within  is  liehly  shrined  1 

A  sculptnred  woman's  form. 
Lovely,  ill  periect  rest  reclined. 

As  one  beyond  the  atotm; 
Yet  not  of  death,  but  slumber,  lies 
The  solemn  sweetness  on  those  eycH. 
The  folded  hands,  (he  calm  pure  &ce, 

The  mantle's  quiet  flow. 
The  gende,  yet  majeBiic  grace. 

Throned  on  ihe  matronTirow : 
These  in  ttiat  scene  of  tender  gloom, 
With  a  slid  gloty  robe  the  tomb. 
There  stands  an  eagie,  at  the  Icet 

Of  die  fiiir  image  wrought ; 
A  kingly  emblem — nor  unmeet 

To  wake  yet  deeper  thought: 
She  whose  high  heart  finds  test  below. 
Was  royal  in  her  birth  and  woe. 
There  are  pale  garlands  bung  above. 

Of  dyingscsut  and  hue: 
Bhe  was  a  mother — in  her  lore 

How  sorrowfully  true ! 
Oh !  hallow'd  long  be  every  leaf. 
The  record  of  her  chiljlren's  grief! 
She  saw  their  birthriohi's  warrior-crowm 

Of  olden  glorj'  spoli'd. 
The  standard  ot  iheir  sires  borne  down. 

The  shield's  bright  blazon  soil'd  : 
She  met  the  tempest,  meekly  braved, 
■Then  turn'd  o'erwearied  to  the  grave. 
She  slumber'd  :  but  it  came— it  came. 

Her  land's  redeeming  hour, 
With  the  glad  shaitt,  and  signal  flame 

Fast  through  the  realm  a  spiiit  moved — 
'Twas  hers,  the  lofty  and  the  loved. 
Then  was  her  name  a  note  that  wrunji 
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To  Banolif)-  ih'  avenger's  B«orc]. 
And  the  crown'd  oi.gle  i=proad  ny.iLn 

His  pinion  to  the  son  ; 
And  the  alroiig  land  siiaok  off  its  ciiain- 

bul  wuefor  earlii,  where  boitow's  tone 
S      ble  da  vihv'cury's'— SAewnBg 
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Asnll  anal  under  tone 
That  calls  back  daya  of  chlldlfjod  fn 

W  th  m  uy  a  resBjre  gon 
And  am  ea  percha     e    be  hidd  n  si 
Tb  ugb  0  i,  u  troub  eu— o     en  die 
Fo      li     tla        zo   o        esone 
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Li  nature's  (bunt  no  bitlerness 

And  ihou  liadsl  not,  by  wrona  or  pride, 
Foison'd  the  free  and  healttilul  tide 
But  didst  tbou  meet  the  face  no  more 

Which  lliy  young  heart  first  knew  I 
And  all— was  all  in  thia  world  o'er. 

With  lies  thus  close  and  true ! 
It  was!— On  earth  no  other  eye 
Could  give  thee  haclt  thine  infancy 
No  other  voice  could  pierce  the  maze. 

Where  deep,  within  thy  breast, 
The  Bounds  and  dreams  uf  other  dayi 

With  memory  lay  at  rest: 
No  other  smile  to  thee  could  bring 
A  gladd'ning,  like  the  breath  of  spring. 
Yet  while  thy  place  of  weeping  atill 

Its  lone  memoiial  keeps. 
While  on  thy  name,  'midst  wood  and  hiU, 

The  quiet  sunshine  sleeps, 
And  touches,  in  each  graven  line. 
Of  reverential  thought  a  sign  ; 
Can  1,  while  yet  these  tokens  wear 

The  impress  of  the  dead. 
Think  of  die  love  embodied  there 

Aaofa  vision  Hedl 
A  perish'd  thing,  the  joy  and  flower 
And  glory  of  one  earllily  hour! 
Not  so:— I  will  not  bow  me  so 

To  thoughts  thai  breathe  despair ! 
A  loftier  faith  we  need  below. 

Life's  ferewell  words  to  bear. 
Mother  and  child  !— your  tears  are  past— 
Suririy  your  hearts  have  met  at  last. 


WoodslocK,  near 
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And  music,  in  the  river  wave, 

Pssa'd  wilh  a  lulling  sound. 
All  happy  things  that  love  the  aun, 

In  thebrieht  air  glanced  by. 
And  a  ^ad  mnrmur  Beem'd  lo  run 

Through  the  aoU  azure  sky. 
Freah  leaves  were  on  the  ivy  hough 

That  fringed  the  ruins  near ; 
f  aung  voices  were  abroad,  but  thou 

Their  sweetness  couldst  not  hear. 
And  mouttiful  grew  my  heatl  for  thee, 

Thon  in  who^  woman's  mind 
The  ray  lliat  brightens  earth  and  sea. 

The  light  of  eong  was  shrined. 
Mournfiil,  that  thou  weri  sluinbeiing  low 

Witba  dreadci 


sons  and  bloom 

Thou  wouldst  have  loved  bo  well, 
To  thee  the  sun^iue  round  thy  lomb 

Waa  but  i  brokffli  spell. 
The  bird,  the  insect  on  the  wing, 

In  their  bright  reckless  play. 
Might  feel  the  flush  and  life  of  spring— 

And  thon  wert  pass'd  away. 
Bat  then,  e'en  then,  a  nobler  thonght 

O'er  my  vain  fadneBS  came ; 

Withui  my  thrilling  frame. 

Surely  on  lovelier  things,  1  said, 

Thou  must  have  looE'dere  now, 
Than  all  that  round  our  pathway  shed 

Odors  and  hues  below. 
Hie  shadows  of  the  tomb  are  here. 

Yet  beautiful  is  earth ! 
What  see'st  thou  then,  where  no  dim  feUi 

No  haunting  dream  hath  birth  7 
Here  a  vain  love  to  passing  flowers 

Thou  gnv'sl — but  whera  thou  art. 

Mere  lovi 
Thon  hast  left  sorrow  in  thy  song, 
A  voice  not  loud  but  deep  ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 


THE  HOMES  0 

"  Where's  Ihe  coward  Oint  would  not  iam 
Tu  flghl  foi  such  a  lanil  V—Mnmam. 

TBESMtely  Homes  of  England, 

How  bp^uliliil  [he^  t^iand '. 
Amidst  iheir  lull  onceatral  irees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land. 
The  deer  across  their  greensward  bound, 

Thtoueh  shade  and  sunny  gleam. 
And  the  swan  glides  past  them  wilh  the  sot 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream. 
The  merry  Homes  of  England  < 

Around  iJieu-  hearths  by  night, 
Wliat  glndaome  looks  ol  h  lusehulJ  We 

MeeliiiHierudd^lichtL 
There  woman's  voice  no  we  forth  in  Song, 

Orchildhood'staleistold, 
Or  lips  move  tunefully  aiune 

Some  glorious  page  of  old. 
The  blessed  Homes  of  England! 
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ClfliwandaJgnphler;  I  can  see  Ihee  waiillUB, 
Slch  for  Uiy  nalive  ^r."  L.  E.X. 

The  cliampiOTB  had  come  from  llieir  tielda  of  war 

OvBr  the  crests  of  ihe  billo\ra  ftr — 

I'hey  had  brouglit  back  the  spoils  of  a  hundred  shores, 

Where  the  deep  hud  tbain'd  lo  their  flaabiiig  oats. 

They  eat  at  their  least  round  Ihe  Noise  king's  board  ; 

By  the  glare  of  the  torch-light  the  mead  was  pour'd  ; 

The  hearth  was  heap'd  with  the  f>ine-bougha  high, 

And  it  flung  a  red  radiaiice  on  shields  thrown  by. 

The  Scalds  Ihnt  chanted  in  Runic  rhyme 

Their  songs  of  the  sword  and  the  olden  lime  ; 

And  a  solemn  thrill,  as  the  harp-chords  rung. 

Had  bremlied  IVom  the  walls  wliere  the  brignt  speara  hur 

But  the  swell  was  gone  from  Ihe  quivering  siring, 

ThCT  had  summon  d  a  softer  voice  lo  sing, 

Anci  a  captive  girl.at  the  warriora'  call, 

Stood  forth  iri  the  midst  of  that  Irowning  hall. 

Lonely  she  stood ;  in  her  mournful  eyes 

Lay  the  clear  midnight  of  soutliom  skies ; 

Arid  the  drooping  Ihnge  of  their  lashes  low, 

HalF-veil'd  a  depth  of  nn&diom'd  woe. 

Stately  she  stooii — though  her  liagile  frar 

Sivm'H  Blmrlr  leil]!  thcTTliffhl  nfonmB  m, 


ly  the  pine-lire's  blaze  ; 
r'tokenrflf'""""' 


They  bado  her  wng  of  her  distant  la 
She  held  its  lyre  with  a  trembling  hi 


Tronliled  its  munnar,  and  sad,  and 
Bnt  it  swell'd  into  deeper  power  en 
As  the  breeie  diat  swept  o'er  her  so 
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"  They  bid 

Doth  noi  ftiysiiadow  wrap  my  soul !— in  silenct 

[n  a  voiceless  dream  of  ihy  ailvery  foutita,  nnd  ihy  pure,  deep 

sapphire  sky ;  .       [ra™ ' 

How  sliould  tby  lyre  give  here  is  wealth  of  buned  aweetiiesa 
Ita  tones  of  summer's  BreaUiinss  JMjra.to  the  wild  windaof  the 

north  I 
"  Yet  thns  il  shall  be  once,  once  more :— my  spirit  shall  awake, 
And  throu^  the  misle  ol"  deaUi  shine  oat,  my  country,  tor  tby 

That  I  may  make  t/iee  known,  with  all  the  beauly  and  the  light. 
And  the  glory  never  more  lo  bless  thy  daughter  s  yearning  sigh  ! 
Thy  woodsshall  whisper  in  my  song,  thy  bnght  smams  warWe 
Thy  soul  How  o-er  my  lips  again-yet  once,  my  Sicily !  [by, 
"  There  are  blue  heavens— fer  hence,  far  hence  !  hut  oh !  their 

XlB  yrry"ti°ight  if  beautiful,  with  the  hyacinth's  depp  hae ! 
It  is  a&ivs  my  own  Cur  land,  and  round  my  lauehing  hot™. 
And  arcldng  o'er  my  vintage  hills,  they  hang  their  cloudless 

And  Sing  all  the  waves  as  gems,  that  melt  along  the  shore. 
And  steeping  happy  hearts  in  joy— that  now  is  mme  no  more, 
"And  there  are  haunts  in  thai  green  laud!— oh'  who  may 

dream  or  tell  ,    ,      .  ,  ,  „  , 

Of  all  the  shaded  loveliness  It  hides  in  grot  and  dell. 
By  fountains  tlinging  roinbow-f^ray  on  dark  and  gloaiy  leaves. 
And  bowerswherein  the  forest  dove  Tier  nestuntmubledv.'eavefl; 
The  myrtle  dwells  there.aendmg  round  the  richness  of  its  breath. 
And  the  violets  gleam  like  amethysts.  Irom  the  dewy  mofs 

beneath. 
"  And  there  are  floatuia  sounds  that  fill  the  skies  tlirough  night 

and  day-  ,        ,      ^.      .    ^  J^^^^y' 

Sweet  sounds !  the  soul  to  hear  them  feints  in  dreams  ol  heaven 
The*  wander  through  the  olive  woods,  and  o'er  the  shmineseas, 
They  mingle  whh  the  orange  scents  that  load  the  sleepy  breeze ; 
Lute,  voice,  and  bird,  are  blendmg  there  ;— it  were  a  bliffl  to  da-, 
Aa  dies  a  leaf,  thy  groves  among,  my  ilowery  Sicily ! 

"  1  may  not  thns  depart— farewell !  yet  no,  my  country '.  no  ! 
Isnolfovestronsertlian  the  grave?  I  feel  it  must  be  so!  ^ 
My  fleeting  qiirit  shall  o'ersweep  the  mounwuis  and  the  main. 
And  m  thy  lender  starlight  rove,  and  through  thy  wooda  again. 
Its  passion  deepens— il  prevails!— I  break  my  chain- 1  come 
To  dwell  a  viewless  thing,  yet  bkst— in  thy  sweet  air,  ray 
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A.ad  her  diirk  lich  tresses,  in  many  u  ibid, 
[xH)sed  fj-om  tbelr  braidfl]  down  her  bosom  rol^d. 
For  her  hend  iaak  back  on  ihc  rngged  wall— 
A  (ukDCe  fbll  o'er  the  warrmrH'  ball; 
She  had  pour'd  out  her  sonl  wilh  her  song's  last  to, 
The  lyre  wos  broken,  the  minstrel  gone ! 


IVAN  THE  CZAR, 
["Ivan  le  Temlile,  elwit  ileji  -iBVenu  vieiix,  o 
donneflecfflnna   1^,  e  1  d  1'  h     t  iL         ill 


II    bad  I  H      dsab 

Fh         nyaJ    dh 
1  nh  besid         V      ifu  dead — 

llisht         dhiB    b    n     n 
With  a  robe  of  ermine  for  ila  bed, 

Was  laid  that  fbmi  of  cloy, 
Where  the  light  n  stormy  sunset  shed. 

Through  llie  rich  lent  made  way; 
And  a  sad  and  aulemn  beauty 

On  [he  pallid  fhce  came  down. 
Which  the  lord  ofnalion^  mutely  watch'd. 

In  the  dust,  with  Lis  renown. 
Low  tonrs,  nt  Inet  of  woe  and  fear 


Came  tbrth  in  stran 

Burden'd  with  nj 

"  There  is  no  crimsoi 

And  on  ihy  liptii 
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1  call  ihee.  and  iliou  tJost  not  speak— 

They  fell  me  tliie  is  death! 
And  tearlul  Ih'uigg  ace  whispering 

Thot  1  ihe  deed  hate  done— 
For  the  honor  of  lliy  fother's  name, 

Looli  up,  ioolt  up,  my  son  l 
'  Well  might  I  know  death's  hue  and  m 

BuLonfAineasofeC,  boy! 
What,  till  this  moment,  have  I  seen 

Siiye  piide  and  tameless  joy ! 
Swiftest  thou  wert  tu  battle. 

And  bravest  there  of  all— 


"  I  will  not  bear  that  still  cold  look- 
Rise  up,  thou  fierce  and  free!    ■ 

Wake  us  the  storm  wakes  I    I  will  brook 
All,  save  this  calm,  from  thee ! 

Lifi;  btigbtly  up,  and  proudly, 
Once  more  [by  kindling  eyes! 

Hath  my  word  lost  its  power  on  enrti' ' 
I  eay  lo  thee,  nrisu  ! 
"  Didst  ihou  not  know  I  loved  thee  well  1 
ThoudidttnotI  and  art  eone. 

In  hitterneas  of'aoul,  to  dweTI 
Where  man  must  dwell  alone, 

CoTiie  back,  young  fiery  spirit ! 


"  Thou  werl  the  first,  tbc.  fiisr,  fair  child 

That  in  mine  anna  I  ptess'd : 
Thou  wen  tbe  bright  one,  that  hast  Ennle 

Like  Bumrucr  on  my  breast ! 
1  rear'd  ihre  as  an  eagle. 

To  the  ehasu  thy  steos  I  led, 
I  bore  thee  on  my  batlle-horse, 

I  look  upon  thee — dead  ! 

■•  Lay  down  my  wailike  banners  here, 

Never  aBniu  to-wuve, 
And  bury  my  red  sword  and  spear, 

Chiefe!  inmyfiist-bom'flgrave! 
And  leave  me ! — I  have  conquer'd, 

I  have  slain — my  work  is  done ! 
Whom  have  I  slain  7— ye  answer  not— 

Thoa  too  art  mute,  niy  son !" 
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And  the  battle  knew  no  more  hi 
Nor  the  foaming  sleed  hia  mi; 

He  heard  stninee  voices  moDiiin 
ia  every  wina  [hat  sigh'ii  ; 

From  the  searcliing  alars  of  liea 
Hutnbly  the  conqnetot  died. 


CAROLAN'S  PROPHECY - 


Thy  leais  gush  forth  too  smb.  anil  in  thy  v< 


A  BOPSD  of  music,  from  araidet  the  IiJIJs, 

Come  suddenly,  and  died :  a  fitful  sound 

Of  mirth,  soon  lost  in  wnil.    Aeiiin  itrow, 

And  Bank  in  motimfnlness. — There  sat  a  bard 

By  a  blue  stream  of  Eiin,  where  it  swept 

HnBhing  througli  rock  and  wood  ;  the  Bunsel's  light 

Was  on  its  wavy,  ailvCir-glenmiHg  iiuir. 

And  the  wind's  iraispfr  in  the  motintEdn-ash, 

Whose  cluatera  droop'd  above.    His  hend  was  bow'd 

His  hand  was  on  his  barp,  jet  Ihenoe  its  touch 

Had  drawn  but  broken  straina :  and  innny  stood, 

Waiting  aronnd  in  ^lent  enmcstnesB, 

Th'  unchaining  of  his  soul,  tbegu^  of  song — 

MaTiy  and  gracefiil  tumis !— yel  one  alono 

Seein'd  present  to  hia  dream  ;  and  she,  indeed. 

With  her  pale,  virgin  brow,  and  changeful  check. 

And  the  clear  slarhebt  of  her  seiious  eyes. 

Lovely  amidst  the  flowing  of  dark  locks 

And  pallid  braiding  flowets,  wos  beautiful. 


jioae  Bnnielbliig  In  a  aprlihtly  ttnla  fts  tbli  lady,  he  Ihrev  ealde  )ilg 
lierp  with  a  aililnro  ur  mie  and  giiet;  Anil  aiWroBBing  liiiosolf  In 
Jfiah  to  her  mother,  'Madain,*  said  he,  '1  have  often,  from  nay 
nent  mpecl  to  your  &niUy,  uttejapiei]  a  ptanxty  in  ciriUr  tn  ceLe- 

fibralc  a  nrelanchclj  sound  whea  1  set  about  th1i<  task.  T  E^arBbeis 
^imBctouftlypr.ifiniMlcbarif'' 
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E'en  painfully  !-- n  crst.ltire  lo  behold 
Wiih  Iremhlina:  'nildct  our  joy,  test  auglii  unseen 
Should  waft  the  v'sion  ftr.ni  us,  Icflvine  carlh 
Too  dim  milhout  its  lirishlncfB ! — Did  such  tear 
O'ershadow  in  that  lion  t!ie  gifted  one, 

Upon  the  radiaul  girli  and  yet  once  more 
From  the  deep  chords  Jiij  wandering  hand  broiicrhi  ( 
A  few  short  fealive  mtes,  an  opening  strain 
Of  bridal  melody,  Boon  dash'd  with  grief, 
As  if  some  wailing  cpitil  in  the  strinra 
Met  and  o'fmiBsler'd  him:  but  )neldina  then 
To  the  Bltong  orophet-irapaise,  mournfully, 
Like  moanuig  waters  o'er  ihe  !.arp  he  poat'd 
The  trouble  of  his  haui.ted  eouI,  and  sane- 
Voice  of  iho  ^vp! 
I  hear  thy  lliriiliii!!  call ; 
It  comes  m  the  dasii  of  Lhe  ti.-iniing  wave. 

In  lhe  Fear-ieal's  rrembUiig  lull  l 
In  the  shiver  of  lhe  tree, 

I  hear  ihee,  O  Ihou  voice ! 
And  I  would  ihy  warning  were  but  for  ine, 
That  my  spirit  ^ight  rejoice. 

For  iho  sad  earth's  young  and  feir. 
For  the  graceli^l  heads  thai  have  not  bent 

They  hear  die  wind's  low  sigh. 

And  the  river  sweeping  free. 
And  the  green  reeds  murmuring  heavily, 

And  lhe  woodf^-bnt  they  hear  not  thee ! 
Long  have  I  slriTPn 

With  my  deep  foreboding  soul. 
But  the  full  tide  now  its  bounds  hath  riven 

And  darkly  on  must  roll. 
There's  a  young  brow  smiling  near. 

With  a  bridal  white  rose  wreallv- 

Touch'd  solemnly  by  deolh ! 

Fair  art  ihou,  Moriial 
The  sadness  of  Ihine  eye 

1b  heauliliil  as  silvery  elouda 
On  lhe  dark  bine  summer  sky ! 

And  ihy  voice  cumes  like  lhe  aonnd 
Of»  sweet  and  hidden  rill. 

That  makes  the  dim  woods  tunetiil  round- 
But  soon  it  must  be  sail  1 
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Th5t  inv  hnnj  for  Ihw  ha  h  Hied, 
But  into  d  rge  notes  v  ild  ».1 1  low 

Ila  ringing  loni.3  '  ive  dito 
Young  Drtlhrti  Morra ' 

Tel  on  lliy  ■mile  iiP  ■! 
Lite  heavv  r  ew  on  (lie  lily  s  lea-'es, 

Asninlh.thli^«n=ue'P 
And  llie  alaniK  IS  ill  nt  sht'isees 

Throu{ii  nnture  s  a'-f  I  nyirt— 
But  bright  tlimgs  Eo  \Mth  u  1- Hummer  liree 

And  Ihou  too  must  dppa,  t ' 

Yct^bnl!Iffe"»' 

I  knon  that  ir  lliv  breast 
There  anelh  n  tount  of  «on"  ion  decji, 

Toopo«erlullotlhj  re'^t' 
And  the  liittemess  1  know 

And  ihe  dull  ol  tins  wuih  3  IrenlH— 
Go,allundimii  d  iii  ihj     >  n  "   ' 

Youns  and  cio  *n  d  Lu  le    I  i  t^th 
Takr  lien.-''  to  I  p  ,     , 

TKj  holy  lliouJU"  Mid  h 
Andsoiraii'h<ii>e'  lh"i  "         i       m  n 

lorlh^ijurhorinomlbl     it' 
Miaht  wo  1  Uow  m  thy  fi-ai  L, 

This  paHiUR  "4  ouU  nolle' 
Bat  ihe  epnns  shall  cue  ns  i loiets  back. 


With  her  L 

KaiBfdtoil 

And  cloudl  I  III 

Whs  p  I  enh  n  bel    .--.Ma   n  heard 

The  minstrel  a  prfi)hecy 

And  Bpnng  iPturn'd, 
Bringing  the  earth  her  lovely  tlnnss  ngam. 
All,  ssje  the  loieliest  lit '     A  yoii,-G.  a  flmiie. 
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THE  LADY  OF  THE  CASTLE. 


d  h  k     d  boson 

*  a      *"    a"5i     e\  \  h  nd 
ch   ur      and    h    b      meekl 
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, Iti  bavra  down  to  misery,  in  amaii 

At  [he  darii  cloud  o'ertnanlling  its  fresh  d; 
And  thus  i(  wag  wiih  her.  A  mournJii]  si 
10  feir — for  she  indeed  w 


And  with  long  lashea 
Drooping  in  efoom,  yc 
Sdll  [hat  fond  child's- 


Id's — and  oh  '.  the  brow  above 
lo  pale  and  pure !  ao  forni'd  for  holy  love 
i'o  gaze  upon  in  silence! — but  she  fell 
That  love  was  not  for  her,  though  henrle  would  melt 
Where'er  she  moved,  and  reverence  mutely  given 
Went  with  her ;  and  low  prayers,  thai  call'd  on  Heave 
To  blcsalhe  young  Isaare. 


One  Buniiy  m 

lugh  them  . 
With  her  s  wee  I  voice  and  proffer'd  hand  of  aid 


breathless  and  o'< 
i  of  widowhood, 
A  stranger  through  theni  broke  : — the  orph. 
With  her  s  wee  I  voice  and  proffer'd  hand  ot 
Tum'd  to  give  welcome  ;  but  a  wild  sad  look 
Met  hera — a  gaze  that  all  her  spiri!  shook ; 
And  llrat  pale  woman,  suddenly  subdued 
By  some  sirong  pasaon,  in  iis  gushing  mood, 
Kiieli  at  her  feet,  and  bathed  [hern  with  such  lean 
As  raUi  the  hoarded  agonies  of  years 
From  the  bean's  urn ;  and  with  her  while  lips  press'd 
The  greund  they  trod  ;  ihen  burying  in  iier  vest 
Her  brow's  deep  Hush,  sobb'd  out — "  Oh,  undefiled ! 
I  am  thy  mother — spum  me  not,  my  child !" 

Isaore  had  pray'd  for  that  lost  mother ;  wept 

O'er  her  stain'd  memory,  while  the  happy  alepl 

In  the  hush'd  rrudnighC  i  stood  wUh  mournTul  gaze 

Before  yon  picture's  smile  of  other  days. 

But  never  mvathed  in  human  ear  the  name 

Which  weighed  her  beinn  to  the  earth  with  shame. 

What  marvel  if  the  atigaisb,  the  surpriGe, 

The  dark  remembrances,  the  alter'd  guise, 

Awhile  o'erpowered  her  t — from  the  weeper's  tOMoh. 

She  shrank — 'twas  bat  a  moment — yet  too  much 

For  that  all-humbled  one  ;  its  mortal  stroke 

Came  down  like  lightning,  and  her  full  heart  broke 

At  once  in  silence.    Heavily  and  prone 

She  sank,  while  o'er  her  castle's  threshold  stone, 

Those  long  I'ait  tresses— (Aey  slill  brightly  wore 

Their  early  pride,  though  bound  with  pearls  no  more— 
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Herchildbent  o'er  her- -call'd  her— "iwas  too  la 
Dead  lay  [he  wanderer  at  her  own  proud  gate ! 
The  joy  of  couMs.  ihe  star  of  luiighl  and  hard — 
How  didsi  ihou  fall,  O  hright-hair'd  Ermengardi 


THE  MOURNEE  FOR  THE  BAR>IE».IDEB. 
O  jood  o\il  man !  how  "'ell  in  Ihee  appraia 


«  .-uuiu.  .«.  j.uu.... I  bright  phorca, 

By  the  swifl  TigriH'  wate.     Stern  Harouti's  wrath, 
Sweepms  ihe  niighiy  with  tlieir  fiime  nway. 
Had  so  paaa'd  sentence :  but  man's  chninlcaa  heart 
HidfB  that  within  its  depths  which  never  yet 
Th'  ppprcsor's  thought  could  reacli. 

'Twos  desolnte 
Where  Giafei's  hallfl.  beiwalh  llic  huming  sun, 
Spread  out  In  ruin  lay.    Tin;  Bongs  liad  ceased ; 
The  lights,  the  perfumes,  and  the  genii  tales 
Hadwaeed;  the  Kueets  were  go.ie      Yet  still  one  to 
Waa  ihcre — the  fountain's ;  through  those  eufltetn  eoi 
Orer  the  broktn  marble  and  tlifi  grass. 
Its  low  clear  music  eliedding  niournfiilly. 
And  still  another  voice !— aa  ajjed  mm, 
Yet  with  a  rjark  and  fervent  eye  leneclh 
His  silveiy  hah-,  came  day  by  day,  and  sale 
On  a  white  column's  fragment ;  and  drew  lonh, 
From  the  foisaken  walls  and  dun  arcades, 
A  lone  that  shook  them  with  iis  anaweririg  dirill 
To  his  deep  aeoenta.    Many  a  glorious  laic 
He  told  that  sad  >-et  stately  solxwde, 
Pouruig  his  memory's  liilncsfl  o'er  ita  gloom. 
Like  watem  in  the  wasla  ;  and  calling  np, 
Bvsonoorl  gh  reo  tal  of  her    eeds 
B  bI    solemn  sliido   s  of    s  ti  ishdrace 
To  iwople  the  r  0  vn  h  lis    w  h  these  al  ne 
Inall  f  an  I       M       1  Id  h     hou  h  s 

H  Id     11  "    !■      '■" 

Re     1 

Ha^   d  » 
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Ill  ucnuLU;  uIb     uj         u  ti     „  li..nde        foHndwaji 

And  ahatl  1  no  rpjo  cB  to  !,o  wl  n  [  e  noble  a  d  ibe  brave, 
W  htbe  oyonf  bo  s  are  go  b  bi.fore  me  o  Ih  «iive  1 
Whnl  iTere  i  It  o  ookon  low  »ha  riLhrness  n  heloidl 
I  hold  in  atom  leftdcdw  d.UiaH  auratli  irprnotl>  land  ! 
"My  chiefs!  niyckie&!  ihe  old  mmmomes  llial  in  jour  bulla 
wna  nursed-  [first— 

That  foUow'd  you  to  matiy  a  ilgbi,  wbere  flash'd  your  sabres 
Tbal  biJre  your  qliildrou  in  his  amis,  your  nnine  upun  bis 

Oh!  muallhemuslcof  that  name  wirhhimfrotnearlb depart) 
"It shall  not  be!  a  thouflind  tonsuc'S,   tiioufih  hiunan  voice 


And  the  gturry  midoigbt  whisper  it,  with  a  deep  uml  thtilling 
"  For  It  is  not  aa  a  flower  whose  eeeiit  wllh  the  dropping  ieayea 

And  It  ia  not  as  a  household  lamp,  that  a  breath  ehoulil  qunneh 
It  ia  written  on  our  bnlile-fields  with  the  writbiR  of  the  sword, 
It  hath  left  upon  our  di;sert  sands  a  light  ui  bicffiiings  pour'd. 
"Tlie  founts,  Ihe  many  guahing  founts,  which  to  tbe  wild  ye 

Shall  send  Iniin  aii'tiieir  sigliing  leaves  your  prniecs  on  the  day. 
"  The  very  walLa  your  bounty  leai'd  for  die  slraiigei's  home- 
Shall  find  a  murmur  to  record  your  tale,  my  glorious  dead ' 
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Though  lliP  ^TiiBs  be  where  ye  ftsslcd  once,  where  lute  an 
And  the  serpent  in  your  palaces  lie  coil'd  amidst  its  young, 
re  of  joy  ur  aplen 


I  leave  your  name  in  lofty  &ith,  to  the  skiea  and  to  the  bn 
I  go,  since  earth  her  flower  hath  loat,  to  join  the  briffht  and 
And  call  the  eravealdngly  house,  for  ye,  ray  chiefer  are  thi 

Bill  while  the  old  niansang,a  mist  of  teals 

Cer  Haroun's  eyea  hnd  eather'd,  and  a  thought— 

Oh !  many  n  sadden  and  reraoraeful  thought— 

Of  his  youth's  once  loved  frienda,  tho  marlyr'd  race, 

O'erfloWd  his  softening  heart,—*'  Live '.  live !"  he  cried, 

"  I'iiou  faithful  onto  death  !  live  on,  and  still 

^ak  ik  thy  lords— they  losre  a  princely  band !" 


THE  SPANISH  CHAPEL,' 
In'IS-t  (Wily  moral ng,  halh  hW  fmrn  our  eves,' 


1  KSDE  a  mountain  brook  my  guide 

Through  a  wild  Spanish  glen. 
And  waiider'd  on  its  grassy  side. 

Far  from  the  homes  of  men. 
It  lured  me  with  a  singing  lone, 

And  many  a.  sunny  glance. 
To  a  green  spot  of  beauty  lone, 

A  iSunC  for  old  romance. 
A  dim  and  deeply  bosom'd  glove 

Of  many  an  aeed  tree. 
Such  as  the  shadowy  violets  love, 

The  fawn  and  forest  bee. 
The  darkness  of  the  chestnut-bough 

There  on  the  waters  lay. 
The  brieht  stream  reverently  below 

Check'd  its  eiEulling  play ; 
And  bore  a  music  ail  subdued, 

And  led  a  silvery  sheen 
On  through  the  breathing  solitude 

Of  that  rich  leafy  scene. 
For  something  viewlessly  around 

Of  solemn  influence  dwelt. 
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While  seudina;  forth  a  quiet  glea 
Acrnaalhe  wood's  repose, 

And  o'et  llie  twilight  of  the  sire- 
A  lowly  chapel  rose. 


itepe  in  wonder  boand, 
For  on  a  brillianl  bed  of  ilowetH, 

E'pn  at  the  threshold  made, 
As  if  to  9leep  through  sultrf  hours 

A  young  fair  child  was  laid. 
To  sleep  t— oh !  ne'er  on  childhood's  eye 

And  silken  lashes  preas'd, 
Did  Ihe  warm  Living  slomwr  lie 

With  such  a  weight  of  teat ! 
Yet  Btill  a  tender  ciimunn  glow 

Its  cheek's  pure  marble  dyed — 
Twas  but  ihe  lig^f  s  faint  streaming  flow 

Through  roses  heap'd  beside, 
I  stoop'd — the  Bmooth  round  arm  waa  chill. 

The  soft  litfa  btea*  was  fled, 
And  the  bright  ringlete  hune  so  still-  - 

The  lovely  childwas  dead ! 
"  Alas !"  I  cried,  "  fait  tided  thing ! 

"Thou  hast  rana:  bitter  tears. 
And  thou  haal  left  a  woe,  to  cling, 

Round  yearning  hearts  for  years !" 
But  then  a  voice  came  eweet  and  luw 

A  woman  with  a  moumer'a  brow, 

Pale,  yet  not  deaolate. 
And  in  her  still,  clear,  matron  face, 

All  solemnly  serene, 
A  ebadow'd  image  I  could  trace 

Of  that  young  slumherer's  mien. 
■'Stranger!  thoa  pitieat  me,"  she  said 

With  lips  that  faintly  smiled, 
"  As  here  I  watch  beside  my  dead. 
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THE  KAISER'S  FEAST. 

Louis,  Etniieror  orGsrmiiny.  hnving  put  his  litnlher,  Ihe  F 
Rodolphus,  under  Ihe  bnn  nf  Ihe  empLre  In  the  twelfth 
that  nolbrmnale  prince  Heil  lo  EniLand.  where  be  dleit  in 
Slid  poverty.  "  After  bii  deceaie,  his  iDolber  IXalllda  »tvi 
vlled  hii  cbtldRD  IdietOTDlo  GsnnuT;  nnd,  by  her  mi 
during  n  aesaon  of  feslidty.  when  l^uii  kept  wueHll  In  th 
of  HeLdelbBtf,  (he  Ikmllyof  hi"  "— ■■■ '  ■■■ 


l(4lD£  i^^7  ADd  fiir^vei 
■Mia  »«vw'»  JfesiiPii 


The  K^ser  feasted  in  liis  liall — 

The  red  wine  mantled  high  ; 
Bamieis  were  trembling  on  Ihe 

To  the  peale,  of  minstrelsy: 
And  many  a  ^ciam  and  sparkle 

From  the  ai ■■ ' 

■     t      „       

irth  with  pine-boughs  tr 
Why  fell  there  siletioo  on  the  chord 

Beneath  the  harper's  hand  1 
And  suddenly  ftom  that  rich  board, 

Why  rose  the  wj^ail  band  ) 
The  strings  were  huah'd— the  knights  t 

For  the  queenly  mother's  tread, 
As  up  the  halt,  in  dnrk  array. 

Two  feit-hairM  hoys  she  led. 
She  led  them  e'en  lo  the  Kaiser's  place 

And  still  before  him  Blood  ; 
TilU  with  strange  wonder,  o'er  his  face 


And  the  clinging  children  by  thy  side. 

In  weeds  raeadnesa  dresi!" 
"  Well  may  a  mourning  vest  be  mine. 

And  iheiis,  my  son,  my  son '. 
Look  on  the  ieatures  of  thy  Une 

In  each  lair  lillle  one '. 
TTioiiBh  grief  awhile  withm  their  eyes 

Hath  tamed  Ihe  daiicuig  glee, 
Yet  (here  Ihtne  oivn  quick  epitit  lies — 

Thy  brother's  children  see  ! 


MISCELiAKEOUS 

ariTH  Ihy 
firc83  ihy  I 
ill  these  Qi 

"  What  l  from  iheirgemle  cyea  dolh  noueht 

Speak  of  ihy  childBood'a  honrs, 
And  smile  thee  with  a  lender  thoueht 

or  Ihy  dead  father's  towers  t 
Kind  WHS  ihyboyish  heart  and  trne. 

When  rear'd  together  there, 
Through  the  old  woods  like  fewna  ye  flew— ■ 

Where  is  thy  broiher— where  7 
"  Well  didal  Ibou  love  him  (hen  and  he 

Still  at  thy  aide  waa  seen ! 
How  is  it  that  such  ihinga  can  be 

As  though  they  ne'er  had  been? 
Evil  was  this  world's  breath,  which  came 

Between  the  good  and  brave ! 
Now  must  the  teara  of  grief  and  shame 

Be  offer'd  lo  the  grave. 
"  And  lei  them,  let  them  there  be  poui'd ! 

Though  all  unleli  below — 
Thine  own  wrung  hearr,  lo  love  restored. 

Shall  soften  as  ihey  flow. 
Oh !  death  is  mighty  lo  make  peace  ; 

Now  hid  his  work  be  done  I 
So  many  an  mward  strife  shall  cease- 
Take,  lake  these  babes,  myson!" 
Hisej 


And  a  shoul  from  bII  in  ihe  royal  ha! 

Burst  forth  to  hail  Ihe  sight ; 
And  eyes  were  wet'midal  the  brave 

At  the  Kaiser's  least  dial  night. 


TAS30  AND  HIS  SISTER 

II  i^lM™'|Sl«ird™'™r  'fl^  -limeuroit  la  steur  <]< 
l'l^mI*MjrspVinM™^rionaSsdoS"S™Ten'l' 

She  aat,  where  on  each  wind  ihat  sish'd. 
The  citron's  breath  went  by. 

While  Ihe  red  guld  of  eventide 
Burn'd  in  ihe  Italian  sky. 
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Her  bower  was  one  where  dpylii;hl'a  close 

Full  oC  sweet  hughcer  found. 
As  llienco  die  voice  of  childhood  lOse 

To  ihe  hlgii  vinefarda  rouiul. 
But  s|iU  End  thoughtful,  at  her  knee. 

Her  children  stood  thai  haur,    . 
Their  burets  of  song  and  dunting  ^ee 

f  Insh'd  as  by  words  of  power. 
With  bright  lii'd  wondering  eyes,  that  gazeil 

Up  to  their  mother's  face. 
With  blows  through  parted  ringlets  raised 

They  stood  in  lalent  srace. 
While  she— vet  something  oVr  her  looli 

Ofmoiirnfulnesswassjjreod- 
Forlh  from  a  poet's  magic  book 

The  glorious  numbera  read  -, 
The  proud  undying  lay,  whicli  poui'd 

lis  light  on  eviJ  years ; 
His  of  the  gihed  pen  and  sword,* 

Tlie  triumph — niid  the  tears. 
She  read  of  bir  Erminia'a  flight, 

Which  Venice  once  mightl!etir 
Sung  on  her  glittering  seas  at  night 

Bjr  many  a  gondolier ; 
■Of  him  she  read,  who  broke  the  charm 

That  wrapt  the  myrtle  grove ; 
Of  Godfrey's  deeds,  of  Tancred's  arm, 

That  slew  his  Paynim  love. 
Vonn£f  cliecka  around  that  bright  page  glow'd, 

Young  holy  hearts  were  stirr'd ; 

Fust  o'er  each  burning  word. 
And  sounds  of  breeze,  and  fount,  and  leaf, 

"When  a  strange  voice  of  sudden  grief 
fiiirst  on  the  gentle  scene. 

The  mother  turn'd— a  wa3r.worn  nian, 

in  pilgrim —■■  — — J  ---'- 
-"slatery  ni 


._ , Lidandwon, 

Ot  proud  yet  mournful  eye. 

VropB  which  would  not  stay  for  pr'de, 
■■-'-'-        gush' d  free. 


01  pi 
Buidti 
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Thia  btow  Imlh  been  all  ballied  in  dew. 

From  wteatha  which  thou  haat  made ; 
We  have  kneit  down  and  said  one  pmyei 

'  id  Eung  one  vesper  slrain  ; 


She  gttTed,  till  thoughls  that  long  had  siepi 

Shook  ail  her  thnllmg  frame- 
She  lell  npon  his  neck  and  wept, 

Mnnnaring  her  brother's  natne. 
Her  brother's  name  J—and  who  was  hfi. 

The  weary  one,  th'  unknown. 
That  came,  the  bitter  ivorld  to  ilee, 

A  stranger  to  hie  own  1 — 
He  wasthebardolgifia  divuie 

To  away  the  souls  of  men  ; 
He  of  the  song  for  Salem's  ehrine, 

He  of  the  sword  and  pen  ! 


ULLA,  OR  THE  ADJURATION. 

id  gsMd  o'er  heaven  in  vein,  fnseaich  of  thee 
idnever  found  UiyUkenBis.    SpeakloniOl' 


But  a  haunting  dream  to  love  thee ! 
Thrice  the  glad  swan  has  sung, 

To  greet  the  spring-time  hours, 
Sinee  thine  oar  at  partmg  flung 
The  white  sfpray  up  in  showeis. 
ITiere'H  a  shadow  of  the  grave  on  thy  hearth  and  round  Ihf 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead  I— ihou'rl  surely  of  tbenn- 

'Twas  TJlla's  voice— alone  she  Blood 

Iq  the  Iceland  summer  night, 

Far  gazing  o'er  a  glassy  l£od; 
fWa  a  dark  rock's  beetling  height. 
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"  I  know  thou  hast  thy  bed 

Where  the  sea-weed's  eoil  hatli  bound  thee  ; 
The  storm  sweeps  o'erthy  head, 

But  the  depths  sre  httsh'd  around  thee. 
Wha:  wind  shall  point  the  way 

To  the  chambera  where  thou'tl  lying  ? 
Come  to  me  thence  and  say 

Thou  ihoughl'st  on  tne  in  dying  1 

1  will  not  shrink  to  see  thee  with  a  bb^idleEB  lip  and  cheea — 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean  dead .'— -thon'rt  surely  of  them— 

She  listen'd — 'twas  the  wind's  low  moan, 

'Twas  the  ripple  of  the  wave, 
'Twas  the  wakening  osprey's  cry  alone. 

As  it  startled  from  its  care. 
"  I  know  each  tearful  spell 

Of  the  ancient  Runic  lay, 
Whose  rautler'd  words  compel 

The  tempest  to  obey. 
But  I  adjure  not  tAee 

By  ntsgic  sicn  or  song — 
My  voice  shall  stir  the  sea 

By  love — the  deep,  the  strong ! 
By  the  might  of  woman's  teats,  by  the  passion  oi  her  sighs, 
Come  tome  from  the  oceati's  dead  I — by  the  vows  we  pledged— 


Wandering  and  wildly  b 


By  the  lierce  and  withermg  breatn 

Of  despair  on  youth's  high  heart — 
By  the  weight  of  gloom  which  clings 

To  the  mantle  of  the  night. 
By  the  heavy  dawn  which  brings 

Nought  lovely  to  the  sight — 
By  all  that  Irom  my  Weaxy  soul  thou  host  wmiiy  iif  grief  and 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead — awake,  arise,  appear ! 
Was  it  her  yearning  spirit's  dream, 

Or  did  a  pale  form  i^se, 
And  o'er  the  hush'd  wave  glide  and  gleam. 

With  btight,  still,  mourniul  eyes : 
"  Have  the  depths  heard  t — they  have  ! 

My  voice  prevails — thon'rt  there. 
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Dim  from  thy  walery  ^jtive— 

O  thou  thai  weft  so  fair! 
Yet  take  me  to  thy  rest ! 

There  dwells  no  fenr  with  lovo ; 
Let  me  slumber  on  thy  bre^fil. 
While  ihe  billow  rolls  above  ! 
Where  the  long  lost  things  lie  hid,  where  the  bright  oi 

their  home, 
We  will  sleep  among  the  oeetin's  dead — slay  for  me,  i 

There  was  a  sullen  plunge  below, 

A  flashing  on  the  main  ; 
And  the  wave  shut  o'er  that  wild  heul's  woe 

Shut,  and  grew  stilt  again. 


TO  VVOK.DSWORTI£. 

Thini 

"■  ?  old  and  lull  ol  voiees ;— b 

Id'ning  presence  fH 


—by  If 
ee  stream,  whose  gjadd'n 
tude  with  sound ;  for 


Even  such  is  thy  deep  song,  that  seems  a  part 
Of  thoae  high  scenes,  a  fountain  from  their  heart. 
Or  its  cahn  spirit  fitly  may  be  taken 

To  the  siill  breaat,  hi  sunny  garden  bowers. 
Where  vernal  winds  each  tree's  low  tones  awaken. 

And  bud  and  Iiell  with  changes  mark  the  hours. 
There  let  thy  thou^ts  be  with  me,  while  the  day 
Sinks  with  a  goiden  and  sereite  decay. 
Or  by  some  hearth  where  happy  faces  meet. 

When  nif^t  hath  huah'd  the  woods,  with  all  iheir  birdi. 
There,  from  some  gentle  voice,  that  lay  were  sweet 

As  aniiqae  music,  link'd  with  houseliold  words ; 
While,  in  pleased  murmurs,  womim's  lip  might  move. 
And  the  raised  eye  of  chi!dht)od  shine  in  love. 
Or  where  the  shadows  of  dark  solemn  yews 

Thy  verse  hath  power  that  brightly  might  diffusa 

A  breath,  a  kindling,  as  of  spring,  around  : 
From  hs  own  glow  ofhope  and  courage  high. 
And  steadfast  faith's  victorious  constancy. 
True  hard  and  holy  ! — thou  art  e'eu  as  one 

Who,  by  some  secret  gift  of  soul  or  eye, 
in  every  spot  beneath  the  smiling  sun. 

Sees  where  the  springs  of  living  waters  lie : 
Unseen  awliile  they  sleep— till,  touch'd  by  thee, 
Bright  healthliil  waves  flaw  fi>rth  to  each  glad  wanderer  free, 
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A  MONARCH'S  DEATHBED. 

;niD8mr  Albert  of  Hnwlmri,  who  was  assassinaWd  bY  b 
™,  arionvants  eaLLedVohn  Ihfi  Psmcide,  wasLsft  lo  rile  l 

Qt,  who  tuppeneil  to  UB  pn^^ing-] 

A  MOSARcn  on  his  deathbed  lay- 
Did  censers  waft  perfume, 
Anfl  soft  lamps  pjuv  iheir  silvery  ray, 

Through  his  prol.nind  chamber's  gioom  1 
He  liy  upona  greeiiswnrd  bed, 

Beneath  a  darkening  sky — 
A  lone  tree  waving  o'er  liis  head, 

ABwiftBtteam  rolling  by. 
Had  he  then  alien  as  warriurs  foil. 

Where  spear  slrikcs  fire  with  spearl 
Waslliere  abannerfcr  his  pall, 

A  bnckler  for  hia  bier  ! 
Nol  BO— nor  cloven  shields  nor  helms 

Had  slrewn  the  bloody  sod. 
Where  he,  the  helplesa  lord  of  realms, 

Yielded  his  souf  to  Gud. 
Wpre  there  nol  friends  wiih  words  of  cheer, 

And  princely  vassals  nigh  '. 
And  piiesiB,  the  cruclfii  to  rear 

Before  the  alazing  eye  T 
A  peasant  girl  that  royal  head 

flpon  her  bosom  laid, 
And,  shrinking  not  for  woman's  dread, 

'Tlie  laoe  of  death  survey'd. 
Alone  she  sflt :— from  hill  and  wood 

Red  sank  the  mournful  snn  ; 
Fast  gush'd  the  fount  of  noble  bood— 

Treason  its  worst  had  d^no. 
With  her  long  hair  she  vainly  jresa'd 

■The  wouneis,  to  staunch  their  tide — 
Unknown,  on  that  meek,  humble  braaat. 
Imperial  Albert  died ! 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  HEBER. 


it  be  sad  to  speak  of 

Of  saint. ■- "■ 

OfUghtfi' 


Of  sainted  genius  call'd  loo  soon  away. 
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henerfoctd; 
.rnlul  ihe^  I 


■a  of  many  gifia  !  for  ihee  I 
Haih  not  thy  voice  been  here  omongst  d9  heati  I 

And  that  deep  eoul  of  gentleness  and  power, 
Haye  we  not  feft  its  bnaSi  in  every  worS; 

Wontfrom  thy  lip,  as  Hemion's  dew,  jo  shower? 
Yes,  in  our  hearts  thy  rervent  choughu  We  bnm'd— 
Of  heaven  they  were,  and  ihilhet  have  relum'd. 
How  ehaU  we  mourn  ihee  )— With  a  lofiy  tnist. 

Oar  liie's  immortal  birthright  trom  above '. 
With  a  glad  failh,  whose  eye,  to  track  the  jusl, 

TTirotiirfi  shadea  and  myateiiea  lifts  a  glance  of  love, 
And  yet  can  weep! — for  nature  thus  deplores 
The  friend  that  leaves  us,  thongh  for  liappier  shores. 
And  one  high  lone  of  triumph  o'er  thy  bier. 

One  strain  of  solemn  rnpiure  be  allow'd  •. 
Thou,  that  rejoicmg  on  thy  inid  career. 

Not  10  decay,  but  unto  death  host  bow'd  ; 
[n  those  bright  regions  of  the  rising  sun. 
Where  victory  ne^er  a  crown  lilte  thine  had  won. 
Praise  l  for  yet  one  more  name  with  power  endow'd. 

To  cheer  and  guide  as,  onward  as  we  press ; 
Yet  one  more  imaao  on  the  heart  besiow'd 

To  dwell  there,  Beaulifbl  in  holiness ! 
Thine,  Heber,  ihlne  ;  whose  memory  from  the  dead, 

St,  AsiFH,  Sept.  1836. 


THE  ADOPTED  CHILD. 

"  Why  wouldsl  ibon  leave  me,  O  gentle  child  J 
Thy  home  on  Ihe  mountain  is  bleak  and  wdd, 
A  straw-mof'd  cabin,  with  lowly  wall- 
Mine  is  a  fait  raid  a  pillar-d  hail, 
Where  many  an  ima^  of  marble  gleams. 
And  the  sunshine  of  picture  for  ever  slteams." 
"  Oh !  creen  is  the  torf  where  my  brothers  play, 
Through  tlie  long  bri^C  liours  of  the  summer  day ; 
Thev  find  the  red  cup-mofs  where  lliey  climb, 
And  tbey  ehaao  the  be^  o'er  the  scented  thyme. 


"Content  thee,  boy  I  in  my  bower  to  dwell. 
Here  are  sweet  aaunds  which  thou  lovesl  w 
flutes  on  the  air  in  the  stilly  noon, 
Haipfl  which  the  wandering  breezes  tune. 
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INVOL-ATIO.N'. 

And  ihe  si!very  woud-nole  of  many  a  bird, 
Whose  voife  was  ne'er  in  thy  mounlains  heanl." 
"  Oil !  my  mother  sings,  at  the  twilight's  fell, 
A  song  of  Ihe  hilla  fer  more  sweel  man  all ; 
She  sings  i(  under  our  own  green  tree, 
To  the  babe  half  slumbering  on  her  knee  ; 
I  dreamt  last  night  of  that  music  low — 
ijudy,  kind  lady  1  O,  let  tne  go." 
"  Thy  mother  is  gone  from  her  cares  to  rest. 
She  hath  taken  lEe  babe  on  her  quiet  breast ; 
Thou  would'et  meet  her  footstep,  my  boy,  no  mora. 
Nor  hear  her  song  at  the  cabin  door. 
Come  thou  with  me  to  ibe  vineyards  nigh. 
And  we'll  pluck  the  grapes  of  the  lichesl  dye." 
ly?- 
it  play— 
X  Know  iney  are  gamenng  me  loxiziove  s  bell, 
Or  the  long  fern  Eaves  by  the  sparkling  well ; 
Or  they  launch  (heir  boats  where  the  briglil  streamB  ft 
Lady, kind  lady  !  0,letnieBo." 
"Fair  child,  thy  brotheia  are  wanderers  now. 
They  sport  no  more  on  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
They  have  left  the  fern  bv  the  springs  green  side. 
And  the  etreanis  where  the  feiry  barks  were  tried. 
Be  thou  at  peace  in  thy  brighter  lot, 
For  thy  cabin  home  is  a  lonely  spot." 
"Are  they  gone,  all  gone  from  the  sunny  hill ! — 
But  the  bird  and  thebhie-fly  rove  o'er  it  still ; 
And  tiie  [ed-deef  bound  in  their  gladness  free, 
And  the  heath  is  bent  by  the  singing  bee. 
And  the  waters  leEip.  and  the  fresh  winds  blow 
Lady,  kind  lady  '■  O,  let  me  go." 


OTVOCATION, 
.  leil'd  ftoiii  waking  Ihonehl ;  eoojurel 


That  past  the  reach  of  human  sight. 
As  a  swift  breeze  hath  flown  ? — 

And  the  stars  nnswer'd  me-y"  We  roii 
In  light  ai  ' 


\  liuht  and  power  on  high  ; 
.ofthe  never-dying  soul 
Ask  that  which  cannot  die." 
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Oh  l  nmny-toneJ  nnd  ohainless  wind! 

Thou  an  a  wanderer  tree  i 
Teil  nieiflhonilfliiUcecnustfind, 

Far  over  mount  and  Bra  { 
And  the  wind  iiiurraur'd  in  reply — 

"  Tfie  blue  deep  I  bore  crosa'd. 
And  mel:  iu  barks  and  hillows  high, 

Bui  DOC  what  thou  hast  lost, " 
Ye  clouds,  that  gor^oufdy  repose 

Around  [he  setting  sun. 
Answer!  hiiva  ye  uliome  for  diose 

Whose  eBrthiy  Taue  ia  run  I 
The  bright  cliinds  Rnawer'd— ''  We  depart. 

We  vanish  from  the  sky ; 
Ask  what  IB  deatiiless  in  thy  heart, 

For  that  which  cannot  die." 
Speik  then,  thon  voice  of  Gad  within, 

Thoa  of  the  deep  low  lone  ! 
Answer  me,  througt  life's  reslleas  din. 

Where  is  the  spirit  flovm  7 

Enough  to  know  is  jtiven ; 
Clouds,  winds,  and  stnis  tJieir  part  iiilliJ, 


KORNER  AND  HIS  SISTER. 

lion  of  Ilia  uniiiilKrpiaca,  TU  Sai-rd  stw.  heviaba^i^'altiui 
vilJuge  nf  Wiibbullii  in  MecklenliiUK.  uiiSer  a  beuutii^il  nak,  In  a 
recH^  of  whlcti  he  htul  Ihiqueully  ttepaHJIecl  yetse^  cuniponed  by 

his  nHJEiury  li  iif  cnat  iron ;  and  tha  iiji^ier  puH  it  wrtHifilit  into  a 

of  bli  oalf  (iilsr,  who  dtcij'  of  a^tr«c  bla^luas,  bnTlb'g^nly  siu- 
vlvBii  hltn  ]»iig  amnigh  ui  unuplela  his  |inrlnul  luid  «  drawing  gf 
his  horinl-piMe,    Over  Ihe  guie  of  the  ceuielery  I3  engmveii  oos 


Geeen  wHve  the  oak  forever  o'er  thy  rest. 

Thou  that  beneath  its  erjwnihg  tolia^  sleepeel. 

And,  in  the  stillness  of  thy  couulry'a  breast, 
Thy  place  of  memory  :•£  an  altar  keejj^st ; 
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Reat,  bard!  real,  aoldier!— by  the  fether's  hand 

Here  ahull  the  child  of  after  yenra  be  led. 
With  his  wrenth-oflering  Bilently  lo  aland 

In  the  luish'd  preacnce  of  the  glotious  dead, 
"wldier  and  bard !  for  thou  thy  path  hast  trod 

With  fteedom  and  with  God. 
The  oak  waved  prondly  o'er  thy  hurisl  rite, 

Oil  thy  crown'd  bier  to  Blumber  warriors  bore  thee, 
And  with  true  hearts  thy  brethren  of  the  fight 

Wept  R3  they  veil'd  their  drooping  banners  o'er  :hee  ( 
And  the  deep  guns  with  roUing  penT  gave  token, 

ThatLyre  and  Sword  wcreTirokeii. 
Tlum  haat  a  hero's  tomb: — a  lowlier  bed 

Is  liera,  the  gentle  giil,befflde  thee  lying— 
The  gentle  girT,  Uial  bow'd  her  fiin  yonng  head 
Wheti  ihon  wert  gone,  in  silent  sorrow  dying. 
Brother,  true  friend!  the  tender  and  the  brave- 
She  pined  to  share  thy  grave. 
Feme  WOE  thy  aCl  from  others ;— hut  for  her. 

To  whom  the  wide  world  held  that  only  BpM, 
Sie  loved  diee !— lovely  in  your  lii 
■     ' "  '    '-"ha  diviilei 

trophy  :— 
place  by  thee ! 

enC    ., 

_.- >7- 

Ye..«-- -    -  " 

Woe  to  the  onci  uiv  mm  -, 
Woe,  yet  not  long !— She  linger'd  hut  to  trace 
Thine  iraEige  ffiini  the  image  in  her  hreosl— 
Once,  once  agam  lo  Fee  that  buried  tace 

But  smile  umn  her,  ere  she  went  to  rest. 
Too  s.id  a  smile  !  its  living  hght  waa  o  er— 

It  anawer'd  hera  no  more. 
The  earth  grew  ailent  when  thy  voice  ^^P""^., 

The  home  too  lonely  whence  thy  step  had  fled  ; 
What  then  was  left  for  her  the  fsiibful-hearted  t 

Death,  death,  lo  still  the  yearning  lor  the  dead ! 
SofUy  she  perish'd :— he  the  t  lower  deplored 

Hera  with  the  Lyre  and  Swoi-d ! 
Have  ye  not  met  ere  now  7— so  lot  ihrae  trust 

That  tneet  for  momenta  but  to  part  for  years— 
That  weep,  watch,  pray,  to  hold  back  dust  ftom  oust- 
That  love,  where  love  is  but  a  i.iuiii  oi  tears. 
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THE  DEATH-DAY  OF  KORNER-t 

A  SONS  for  the  dealh-day  of  eho  btave— 

A  Fong  of  pride ' 
The  youth  went  down  to  B  hero's  grave. 

With  the  Sworci,  his  bridej 
He  went,  with  his  noble  heart  unworn, 

And  pure,  imd  high; 
An  eagle  stooping  from  clouds  of  mom, 

He  went  with  the  lyre,  whose  lofty  tone 

Beneath  his  hand 
Had  thrill'd  to  the  name  of  bis  God  alone. 

And  his  &itlier-limd. 
And  whh  all  his  gloiioua  feelhigs  yel 

In  thdr  first  glow. 
Like  a  southern  stream  that  no  fiOBt  halh  met 

To  chain  its  flow, 
A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave— 

A  song  of  pride! 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  grave. 

With  the  Sword,  hia  bride. 
He  hath  left  a  voice  in  Mb  trumpel  lays 

To  tarn  the  flight. 
And  a  guidiuK  spirit  for  after  days, 

Like  a  walchfire's  light. 
And  tt  arief  in  hia  fiither's  soul  to  rest 

'MidBt  all  high  thought ; 

be  folluH'iiie  Uaen.  recently  addie;seil  lo  llie  authnr 
,  by  the  venerable  flither  of  Korner,  who,  with  the  n 


Sle  lum  l^tnin]  die  Imisl  nur  fiii  das  Wlird^e  welhn. 

Au»  dem  LtuiSe  zu  dem  slcb  bIbis  der  gefeyerle  JunglLng 

Hlncewiien  gefuhlt,  wlrd  Uun  eln  glaaender  Loha. 

RelldsLn  BriitlBchen  Valke.  wenn  Ihni  du  Deuucben  IchI  fteoid  isC 

Ubet  lAndei  und  Heer  leiclien  ^ch  beyde  die  Head. 

T/ieadoT  Kamer'i  FiOr. 

t  On  reading  pan  of  a  letter  ttmn  Knmei's  f»Iber.  addiesaed  (a  Mr 
Eticbardson.  ihetranslatoref  his  works.  In  which  be  speaka  a!  "The 
Death-day  or  bia  wm," 

t  See  Tin  Smird  Sang,  anapt'^t'A  on  [he  morniin  of  hi<  death. 


AN  EO-JE  Of  ROMANCE. 

And  a  memory  unta  his  molhcr'E  brenst, 

With  healing  linughl. 
And  a  name  and  fame  above  ihe  blighl 

Of  earriily  breath, 
Beautiful— beaulifiil  and  bright, 

la  life  and  death  '. 
A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave — 

For  him  that  ivent  lo  n  hero's  grave, 
Wiih  itre  Sword,  his  bride  ! 


AN  HOUR  OF  ILOllANCB, 

I  this  awwt  pbvx  fiir  qiilet.    Brery  liet 
id  bush,  und  IVngnint  tlowei.  niiit  billy  pi 


Tbehe  were  thick  ieavca  above  me  and  around. 
And  low  sweet  sj^iis  hkc  tliORe  of  childhoods  sic 

Amidst  iheir  dimness  aad  a  litiiil  sound 
As  of  snti  "bowers  on  witir  — dark  and  d^ep 

Las  llieollfhuhi  ■.Lcrlh^  larfBO-lill 


On  filmy  ningo  tuG  yuriilc  diaf,un  tl> 
Shot  glancing  like  a  fiiuy  javelm  by  , 
And  a  sweet  voiLe  ol  sorrow  told  the  doll 

Where  sat  the  lone  wood  pigcou 
But  ere  lone 
All  sense  of  these  things  faded,  as  the  spell 

Breathino;  from  tiial  high  gorgeous  tale  grew  etrong 
On  my  cliain'd  soal : — 'Iwas  not  the  leaves  I  heard ; — 
A  Syrian  wind  the  lion-banner  atirr'd, 
Through  its  proud  floating  iblds :— 'Iwas  not  the  brook 

Singmg  in  secrei  tluoiigh  its  slassy  glen  ;r- 

A  mild  shrill  irumpet  o!  the  baracen 
Peal'd  from  th-.  desert's  l.>nely  heart,  and  shook 
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The  burning  air. — Like  clouds  wiien  winds  art  high, 

O'er  g]itl«ring  sands  flew  steeda  ot  Aiitliy, 

And  tenia  rose  up,  nnd  sudden  lance  and  apear 

Flssb'd  where  aiounfain's  diamond  wave  Jay  clear, 

Shadow'ci  by  gracelul  palm-trees.    Then  the  shout 

Of  men?  Engknd's  joy  swell'd  freely  out, 

Sent  throuah  an  eastern  lieoven,  whose  glorious  hue 

Made  shierds  dark  mirrors  to  its  depths  of  blae ; 

And  harps  were  there — I  heard  their  sounding  atrings. 

As  the  waste  echo'd  to  the  mitth  of  kings. — 


The  hright  musk  foded.    Unto  hfe's  worn  track, 
What  caJI'd  me  from  its  flood    '   '        '      '  ~ 
A  voice  of  happy  childhood  !- 


What  caJI'd  me  from  its  flood  of  glory  hack  I 
Avoieeofhappy  childhood!— and  the 
Banner,  and  harp,  urn:' 


Yel  might  I  scarce  bewaif  the  splendors  gone. 
My  heart  so  leap'd  to  that  sweet  laughter's  toaj 


Fair  fields  sppesr  below,  siich  as  hs  left  ' 


Athr  from  the  dark  sea's  tossing  foam  : 

Ohl  ^e  fell  of  that  fountain  is  Weet  to  near. 

As  a  song  from  the  shore  to  the  siilor'a  ear  l 

And  the  sparkle  which  up  to  the  sun  it  throws, 

Throurii  tlie  feathery  fern  and  the  olive  boughs, 

And  the  gleam  on  its  path  as  it  steals  away 

Into  deeper  shades  from  tlie  sultry  day, 

And  the  large  water-lilies  that  o'er  its  bed 

Tbeirpearly  leaves  to  the  sofl  light  spread, 

Thw  haunt  me  I  I  dream  of  that  bright  spring's  flow, 

I  diirstfi>r  its  tills  like  a  wounded!^! 

Be  stiH,  thou  sea-bird,  with  thy  clanging  cry  ! 

My  spirit  wokens  as  thy  wing  sweeps  by. 

Know  ye  my  home,  with  the  lulling  sound 

Of  leaves  from  the  lime  and  the  ctesmut  round  1 

Know  ye  it,  brethren !  where  bower'd  it  Uos, 

Under  ilie  putple  of  southern  skies? 

With  the  streamy  gold  of  the  sun  that  shines 

In  through  the  trond  of  its 'lusierln"  vines. 

And  the  summer  breath  ofili-j  ,;tyrilp  Stiwera. 
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Borne  from  lis  mountain  in  dewy  houis, 
And  llie  fire-fly'H  glance  ihrougb  llie  dark'nuig  eliades 
Ijke  sbaotins  ilais  in  Ihe  forest  glades. 
And  tho  sivm  of  the  citron  al  five's  dim  tail- 
Speak  !  have  ye  known,  have  ye  tell  lUcni  all  1 


Oh,  Ihfi  glad  sounds  of  the  joyouB  earth ! 
The  notes  of  die  singing  cicala's  mirth. 
The  mnrmurs  that  live  m  the  mountain  pines. 
The  sighin"  of  reeds  as  the  day  decIuieH, 

a  th'rill 

i„i..o.,^..., ^.^- I  ihew 

I  hear  Ihem !— around  me  they ... 

They  call  back  my  apiril  with  Hope  to  dwell— 

They  come  with  a  breath  from  .he  freeli  spring-time. 

And  waken  ray  youth  ui  ita  hour  of  prime. 

The  white  (bam  dashes  high- away,  away ! 

Shroud  my  green  land  no  more,  thou  blinding  spray  ' 

It  ia  there  1— down  the  mountains  I  ace  the  sweep 

or  the  chestnut  foreets,  the  rich  and  deep, 

Willi  the  burden  andeloryoffloweralliat  they  bear, 

Floating  upborne  on  Sie  blue  summer  air, 

And  ihe  light  pouring  llirou^h  them  in  tender  gleams, 

And  the  flashing  Ibrdi  of  a  thousand  Btreams ! 

Hold  rae  not,  brethren !  I  go,  I  go 

To  ihe  bills  of  my  youth,  where  the  myrtles  blow. 

To  the  depths  of  the  woods,  where  the  shadows  rest, 

Massy  and  sail,  on  the  greensward's  breast. 

To  the  rocks  that  resound  with  the  water's  plaT^ 

I  hear  the  Hweel  laugh  of  my  fount— give  «fay ! 

Give  way  ! — the  boomini}  surge,  the  tempest's  roar. 

The  sea-bird'a  wail  shall  vex  my  soul  no  more. 


THE  EFFIGIES. 


.  _._ igeonthyto 

With  shield  and  oi*flted  head, 

Sleeps  proudly  in  tho  pnrple  alooni 
By  the  stain'd  window  sheu  ; 
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A  tinnner,  ttom  its  Uasliing  spear, 

A  war-cry  liiidntj  ftr  nnj  denr. 

And  s!r(j[i-  ro  turn  tlie  Hiijhl ; 
An  arm  ihiit  liiavpiy  bore  ilie  lanoe 

On  for  liii;  holy  ahri.ifi  ; 
A  hauahLjF  heatl  and  a  kingiy  ginnee  — 

CliieT!  were  iiol  dicBo  Lhinas  tliitie  ! 
A  lofty  place  were  leaders  sale 

Around  iha  council  board  ; 
In  festive  hitll^  a  chair  of  stale 

Wlieti  tlie  blood-red  wine  was  poui'cl 
A  name  tluil  drew  a  prouder  tona 

From  herald,  hurp,  and  bard ; 
Surely  these  thinca  wera  all  thine  own — 

Sokadst  thou  ihj  reward. 
Wommi !  whose  soulplured  ibrra  at  real 

By  the  aim'd  kniglit  is  laid. 
With  meek  hands  folded  o'ei-  a  brwist 

In  macron  robes  array'd ; 
What  was  tiaj  tale  !^  gentle  male 

0£  him,  Ihe  bold  and  free. 
Bound  anto  hii  victimouB  fatp, 

What  bard  inth  sung  of  thee  ' 


■V.-1  fir 
'Ilk  his  shed 
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Prayer  al  (he  eroPS  in  fcrvor  pour'J, 
Alms  to  the  pilgrim  given — 

Oh !  happy,  happier  ihan  thy  lord, 
in  Ibat  lone  palh  to  heaven  , 


The  breaking  wavps  dash'd  high 

On  a  stem  and  rock-bound  coast. 
And  the  woods  against  a  stoi-ray  sky 

Their  giant  branches  los^'d  ; 
And  the  heavy  iiighl:  hung  dark, 

ThB  hills  and  waters  o-LT, 
When  a  band  iif  exiles  mooi*d  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore 
Not  as  the  conqueror  ci 


They , 

"  "  th  thoir  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 
Amidst  the  slorui  Ihey  sang, 

And  die  BLirs  lienrif  and  Ihe  sea : 
And  the  sounding  ai^es  of  the  dim  woods  ranf 

To  the  anthem  oftliii  free! 
The  oceen  eagle  sori-J 

From  Ilia  nest  by  the  wliita  wave's  foam ; 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roar'd — 

This  was  thoir  welcome  hnme  '. 
There  were  men  with  hoary  hair 

Amidst  that  pilgrim  band : — 
Why  had  tlicj  come  to  wither  there, 

Away  from  tlieir  childhood's  land? 
There  was  woman's  tearless  eye. 

Lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth  ; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high. 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 
What  sought  they  thus  afar? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  niuie '. 
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NEous  riKCEa 


Ar,  call  it  holy  ground. 

The  soil  where  first  (hey  Itode. 
They  have  lett  imslained,  what  there  they  founil — 

freedom  to  woisliip  God. 


THE  SPIRIT'S  MYSTERIES, 

|ht,  withnl.  may  be  Ibe  thinga  which  brlR( 
1  ihe  heart  llie  weighl  which  II  wnuJd  flioK 


The  power  that  dwellelh  in  sweet  sounds  to  waken 

Vague  yearnings,  lilse  ihe  Eailor'stbr  the  shore. 
And  dun  remembrances,  whose  hue  seems  talien 

From  some  tiiighl  former  state,  our  own  no  more  ; 
Is  tiot  ihiaal)  a  mystety? — WhoBhall  say 

Wlience  are  those  thoughts  and  wliiliier  tends  their  way  I 
The  sudden  images  of  sanlah'd  things, 

That  o'er  the  spirit  flash,  we  know  not  why ; 
Pones  from  some  broken  haip's  deserted  slrtngB, 

Warm  sunset  haes  of  summers  iong  gone  by  : 
A  rippling  wave— the  dasliing  of  nn  oai^ 
A  flower  scent  floating  past  our  parents'  door  [ 
A  word— aoarce  noted  in  its  hour  perchance. 

Yet  back  returning  with  a  planuve  tone  ; 
A  smile — a  sunny  or  a  mournful  glance, 

Full  of  sweet  meanings  now  ftom  lliis  world  flown 
Are  not  these  mysteries  wlien  to  life  they  start, 
And  press  vain  leara  in  gushes  from  the  heart ! 
And  the  iar  wanderings  of  ihe  son]  m  dreams, 

Cailing  up  shtoudetlEices  ftom  the  dead, 
And  witli  them  bringint;  soft  or  solemn  gleatns, 

Familiar  objects  brightly  to  o'ersprcad ; 
And  wakening  buriea  love,  or  joy,  or  fear— 
ThesB  are  nigHl's  mysteries— who  shall  make  them  clear! 
And  the  strange  inborn  sense  of  coming  ill. 

That  ofllimes  whispers  to  the  haunted  breast. 
In  H  low  tone  which  nought  can  di«wn  or  still, 

'Midst  leasis  and  melodies  a  secret  guest  - 
Whence  doth  that  miirmur  wake,  thnt  shadow  fiill  ! 
Whyshakes  thijspuil  thus! — 'lis  mystery  all' 


HlbyX^OOglC 


Diirklf  we  move    we  press  upon  the  brink 

Ibply  of  viewless  worlds,  and  know  ii  nol  j 
YcB '.  il  may  bo,  that  nearer  than  we  think 

Arc  those  whom  death  has  paried  from  oiir  lol 
Fenrfnlly,  wondrously.ourHoulsate  made- 
Let  us  wnlk  humbly  on,  but  undisinay'd  '. 
Humbly — for  knowledge  alrives  in  vain  lo  feel 

Her  way  amidst  these  marvels  of  the  mind ; 
Yet  undismay'd— for  do  they  not  reveal 

Th'  immortal  being  with  our  duat  entwined  1- 
So  let  US  deem  !  and  e'en  the  tears  they  wake 
Sliall  then  be  blii=I,  fui  that  high  nature's  sake. 


THE  DEPARTED. 

"ThoujbaIllLe<lown 
With  pBlriarchi  of  ibe  infant  worlii— Willi  irinei 
The  poiverfid  of  Ibe  eiirlh— iho  wise— [he  good, 


And  shrink  ye  from  the  way 

To  the  epitlfs  distant  shore  ?— 
Earth's  mightiest  men,  in  orm'd  array 

Are  ihjtner  gone  before. 
The  vnirrior  kings,  whose  banner 

Flew  far  as  eagles  fly. 
They  are  gone  where  swords  avail  them  nol. 

From  the  feast  of  victoiy. 
And  the  seers  who  sat  of  yore 

Thay  have  pa^d  with  all  their  starry  lore- 
Can  ye  still  fear  the  grave  ! 
Wefear!  we  fear  I— the  sunshine 

Is  joyous  to  behold. 
And  w- --'-— •-'■■'- 

Nor 
Ye  shrink  I — the  bards  whose  lays 

Have  made  your  deep  heatis  bun 
They  have  left  the  sun,  ond  the  voii 

for  tho  land  whence  none  return 
And  the  beouliful,  whose  record 

Is  the  verse  that  cannot  die, 
They  100  are  gone,  with  iheir  glorii 

Frointlie  love  of  human  eye. 
Would  ye  not  join  that  throng 

Of  the  earth's  dcpai-leii  flowers, 
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And  the  maslcra  ol  the  might}-  son^ 

In  their  6r  and  fadeleas  faowets  f 
ThoBe  songa  ore  high  and  holy, 

But  ihe;  vanqui^  not  our  fear ; 
Kot  from  our  pnth  thoee  flow? ts  are 

We  fiiin  would  linger  here ! 
Ijnger  then  yet  awhile, 

J&  the  last  leaves  on  ihe  liouglt  i— 
Yo  hOTo  loved  the  light  ol  many  a  si 

Thai  is  taken  Irum  you  now. 


Sott  eyes  are  seen  no  more. 

That  made  Spring-lime  in  your  heart  i 
Kindred  and  friends  are  goLieoetbiB — 

And  ye  still  ftar  to  part ! 
We  fear  not  now,  we  fear  not ! 

.Though  the  way  through  darkness  bends ; 
Oiir  eonfe  are  alroag  to  follow  them, 

Our  own  ^miliar  friends  ! 


THE  PALM  TREE.' 

It  waved  not  through  an  eastern  sfcy, 
BeaideafountofAraby; 
It  was  not  fiinn'd  hy  southera  breeze 
In  some  green  iale  of  Indian  seas ; 
Nor  did  its  graceliil  ahadow  sleep 
O'er  stream  of  Afric,  lone  and  deep. 
But  fiiir  the  exiled  palm-tree  grew 
'Midst  foliage  of  no  kindled  hue  ; 
Thron^h  Ilw  labumrnn's  dropping  gold 
Rose  the  light  ehsli  of  orient  tnould, 
And  Europe's  violets,  Ciindy  sweet, 
Purpled  the  moss-beds  at  its  feet. 
Strange  look'd  it  tliere  !— the  willo'w  aire 
Where  mlvery  waters  near  it  gleam'd, 
The  limo  bough  lured  [he  honey-bee 
To  murmur  by  the  desert's  lice, 
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There  cnine  on  eve  of  fcsml  hours- 
Rich  music  lill'd  that  garden's  bowels ; 
Lamps,  Ihal  rrom  floweriiig  brnnclies  linu 
Os  ^larka  of  dew  soft  color  llui^, 
And  btisht  forms  glanced — a  fmry  show- 
Under  [lie  blossoms  1o  DJid  fro. 
But  one,  a  fone  one,  midst  the  throng, 
Seem'd  reckless  of  sll  dance  or  song; 
He  was  a  youth  of  dusky  mien, 
Whereon  the  Indiati  sun  had  been, 
Ofci^sled  brow  and  long  blacit  h«ir — 
A  stranger,  like  the  polm-lrec,  there. 
And  slowly,  sadly,  moved  his  piumos, 
Glittering  athwart  the  leafv  glooms : 
He  pasE-'a  the  pale  green  olives  by. 
Nor  won  the  chestnut  flowciB  his  eye  ; 
But  when  to  that  sole  palm  he  came. 
Then  shot  a  raplnre  throngh  hia  frame ! 
To  him,  to  him.its  Tustlini;  spoke, 
The  silence  of  his  soul  it  broke ! 
It  whiaper'd  of  )iia  own  biigbl  isle, 
That  lit  the  ocean  with  a  smile  ; 


The  conch-note  heard  along  the  shore  ; 
All  through  hia  wakening  bosom  swepl>— 
He  clasp'd  his  country's  tree  nnd  wept ! 
Oh,  scorn  hhn  not ! — the  strength  whereby 
The  patriot  girds  himself  to  die, 
Th'  unconquerable  power  which  fills 
The  freeman  baltliiig  on  his  liills — 
TbcBB  have  one  fountain  deep  and  elcoi^ 
The  same  whence  gush'd  that  childlike  tear '. 


THE  CHILD'S  LAST  SLEEP. 


Tnou  sleepesl — but  when  wilt  thou  wake,  fair  child  ! 
When  the  favra  awakes  in  the  forest  wild  1 
When  the  lark's  winjf  niniinls  with  the  breeze  of  mom  1 
When  (ho  fir? I  rich  breath  of  the  rose  is  hom  I— 
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MoiimTu!,  ihoueh  sweel,  ig  thy  rcsl  lo  see- 
When  will  Ihe  hirar  of  Ihy  rising  be  f 
Not  when  the  fewn  wakes — not  when  tlie  lark 
On  the  ciimson  cloud  of  tlie  mom  Hosts  ijark— 
Grief  Willi  vain  passionate  tenra  bath  wet 
The  hnir,  ^leildiiig  gleams  from  thy  pale  brow  ye 


Thou 
And  111 

Thou'rt  sone  aa  a  dewdrop  is  swept  from  the  bous 
Oh  !  for  the  world  where  thy  home  i»  now ! 
How  may  we  love  but  in  doubt  and  lear, 
How  may  we  anchor  oar  fond  hearts  here  ; 
How  fbould  e'en  joy  but  a  trembler  be, 
Beautiful  duel .  when  we  look  on  thee  J 


THE  SUNBEAM. 

Thoo  art  no  lingerer  in  monarch's  halt — 
A  joy  thou  an,  and  a  wealth  to  all  1 
A  bearer  of  hope  unto  land  and  sea — 
Sunbeam  1  what  gift  bath  the  world  like  thee  T 

Thou  luiHl  tonch'd  vrilh  glory  Ids  thousand  ides  : 

Thou  haat  lit  up  the  ships,  and  the  feathery  foam, 

And  gladden'tl  the  siiilur,  like  ^ords  from  home. 

To  the  solemn  depths  of  the  furest  shades, 

Thon  art  streBming  on  through  their  green  arcades , 

And  the  quiveringleaves  that  liave  caught  ihy  glow. 

Like  fire-flies  glance  to  the  pools  below 

£  look'd  on  fhc  mountains — a  vapor  lay 

Folding  their  heights  in  its  dark  array: 

'i'ha.i  breakeet  forth,  and  the  mist  became 

A  crown  and  a  mantle  of  living  fiitme, 

I  Iciok'd  on  the  peasant's  lowly  cot — 

Something  of  sadness  had  wropt  the  spot ; 

But  a  gleam  of  thee  on  its  lattice  fell. 

And  it  laugli'd  into  beauty  at  that  bright  speH. 

To  the  eartfi'B  wild  places  a  guest  thou  art, 

FluFhing  the  wasts  like  the  rose's  heart ; 

And  thou  scome^t  not  from  thy  pomp  to  shed 

A  lender  smile  on  the  ruin's  head. 
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BKEATHINGH  OF  SPRING. 


Thou  lafesl  through  the  dim  church  aiele  thy  way. 
And  its  pillBra  from  twilight  flash  foTih  to  day. 
And  its  tiieh,  pale  tombs,  with  their  trophies  old. 
Are  bathed  in  a  flood  as  of  raolieti  gold. 
,\nd  thou  luniest  not  from  the  humblest  grave. 
Where  s.  flower  to  the  sighing  winds  may  wave; 
Thou  scatterest  its  gloom  like  the  dreBins  of  rest. 
Thou  slcepest  in  luve  on  its  grassy  breast- 
Sunbeam  of  summer!  oh.  what  is  like  Ihee  7 
Hope  of  the  wilderness,  joy  of  the  sea ! — 
One  thing  is  hkc  thee  to  mortals  given, 
The  &ith  touching  all  things  with  hues  of  heaven '. 


BREATHINGS  OF  SPRING. 

What  wakest  thou,  Sprint; ! — sweet  voices  in  the  wo 

And  reed-like  echoes,  thtit  have  long  been  mule ; 
Thou  brineest  back  to  fill  the  solitudes. 

The  lark's  clear  pipe,  the  cuckoo's  viewless  flute, 
Whose  tone  seems  lireathing  mourn&lnesa  or  glee. 

E'en  as  our  hearts  may  be. 
And  the  leaves  greet  thee.  Spring  1 — the  joyous  leave 

Whose  tremblings  gladden  many  a  copse  and  glade 
Where  each  young  spray  a  rosy  flush  receives. 

When  thy  south  wmd  hath  pierced  the  whispery  st 
And  happy  murmurs  running  through  the  grass, 

Tell  that  thy  footsteps  pass. 
And  the  bright  waters — they  too  hear  thy  call. 

Spring,  tlK  nwokener!  thou  hast  burst  their  sleep! 
Amidst  the  hollows  of  the  rocks  their  &U 

Makes  melody,  nnd  in  the  forests  deep. 
Where  sadden  sparldea  and  blue  gleams  betray 

Their  windings  to  the  day. 
And  flowers — the  fairy-peopled  world  of  flowers ! 

Thou  from  the  dust  hast  set  that  glory  free, 
Coloring  the  cowslip  with  the  sunny  hours. 

And  penciling  the  wood  onemone  ; 
Silent  lliey  seem — yet  each  to  Thoughtful  eye 

Glows  with  mute  poesy. 
But  what  awakest  thou  in  the  heart,  0  Spring! 

The  human  heart  with  all  itsdrenmsand  sigbsl 
Thou  that  giveU  back  so  many  a  buried  thmg. 

Restorer  of  forgotten  harmonies '. 
FttBhao ' '-■- — '■  *■— ' 
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Gush  for  the  &eea  we  no  more  mnv  ae 
flow  are  we  haunted,  in  (he  wind's  low  lone, 

By  voices  that  are  gone ! 
Looks  of  familiar  love,  that  never  more. 

Never  on  eorlh,  our  atliing  eyea  sliall  meet, 
Past  words  of  welcome  to  our  iiouseliold  door, 

And  vanish'd  smiles,  and  sounds  of  parted  feet — 
Spring !  'midst  the  murmuis  of  thy  flowering  trees. 

Why,  why  revivesl  thou  these  7 
Vain  longings  for  the  dead ! — why  come  they  back 

With  Siy  yOQDg  hirda,  and  leavea,  and  liviitg  bloom 
Oh !  is  it  not,  that  from  thine  enrlhly  tmck 

Hope  to  thy  world  may  loot  befond  the  tomba  1 
Yes !  gentle  spring ;  no  sorrow  dims  thine  air. 
Breathed  by  our  loved  ones  there  ! 


THE  ILLUMINATED  CITY. 


Every  tall  pillar  was  wreath'd  with  fii.  , 

Like  ashooting  meteor  was  every  spire ; 

And  the  ourtine  of  many  a  dome  on  liigh 

Whs  traced,  as  in  stars,  on  the  cleor  da%  sky. 

I  pass'd  through  the  slreets ;  there  were  throngs  on  thronfjB— 

Lilte  sounds  of  the  deep  were  their  mingled  simgs  ; 

There  was  muaio  forth  from  each  palnceliorae— 

A  peal  of  the  cymbal,  the  harp,  and  horn  ; 

The  forests  heard  it,  the  mountains  rang. 

The  liamlels  woke  to  its  hao^ty  clang ; 

Telling  the  land  of  her  foes  i?orlhrown. 

Didst  tliou  meet  not  a  mourner  for  all  the  slain ! 

Thousands  lie  dead  on  their  battle  plait  ' 


Goilant  and  trae  were  the  hearts  that  fe\ 
Grief  in  the  homes  tbey  iinye  \ah  must  i 
Grief  o'er  the  aspect  of  cliildhood  spread, 


Grief  in  the  homes  tbey  iinye  \ah  must  dwell : 

Grief  o'er  the  aspect  of  cb 

And  howins  the  beanty  ot 


Didst  thou  bear,  'midst  the  songs,  not  one  tender  moan. 

For  the  many  brave  to  their  slumbers  gone  1 

I  saw  not  the  fiice  of  a  weeper  there — 

Too  stronit,  perchance,  was  llie  hri.ijlit  lamp's  glare  '■ — 
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Ihenrdnota  wail 'midaE  the  joyous  crowd— 

TTie  music  of  vlclory  wnB  all  too  loud  ! 

Mighty  it  roli'd  on  Ae  winds  a&r, 

Shaking  the  stieeta  like  a  conqutror's  car  ; 

ThrouSi  torches  and  Blreamers  lis  flood  swept  b^— 

How  could  I  listen  for  moan  or  sigh  ! 

Tarn  then  away  from  life's  pageants,  turn. 

If  its  deep  atoiy  thy  heait  would  leam  I 

Ever  toe  bright  is  that  outward  show, 

Dazaling  the  eyes  till  they  see  not  woe. 

But  lift  Uie  proud  mantle  which  liidcs  from  thy  view 

The  things  ilion  ahouldat  aa^e  on,  the  sad  and  true  ; 

Nor  fear  to  survey  what  its  folds  coiicesJ — 

So  must  thy  si'irit  be  taught  to  feel ! 


THE  SFELLS  OF  HOME. 


Eenutrd  Bnrtoit. 
Br  the  soft  green  light  in  the  woody  glade, 
On  the  banks  of  moss  where  thy  childhood  plsy'd. 
By  the  household  tree  through  which  thine  eye 
First  look'd  in  love  to  the  summer  skj. 
By  the  dewy  gleam,  by  the  very  breath 
Of  the  primrose  tuiis  in  the  grisa  beneadi. 
Upon  thy  heart  there  is  laid  a  spll, 
Holy  und  precious — oh !  guard  it  well ! 
By  the  sleepy  linple  of  the  stream, 
Which  hath  lull'd  thee  into  many  a  dream, 
By  the  shiver  of  the  ivy  leaves 
To  the  wind  of  mom  at  Ihy  casement  eavra, 
By  the  bee's  deep  murmur  in  the  limes, 
By  the  music  of  the  Sabbadi  chimes, 
By  every  sound  of  thy  native  shade, 
Stronger  and  dearer  the  spell  is  made. 
By  the  gathering  round  the  winter  heanh 
When  twilight  call'd  unto  household  mirth, 
"ly  the  fairy  tale  or  the  legend  old 


In  the  parting  prayer  and  the  kind  "  Good-n 
By  the  amilina  eye  and  the  loving  lone. 
Over  thy  life  &ia  the  spelt  been  thrown. 
And  bless  thnt  gift  !^t  halh  gentle  might, 
A  gnardian  power  and  a  guiding  light. 


C.oot^lc 


i  MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 

Il  bath  led  ihe  freeman  forth  10  aland 

In  Ihe  mounlain  battles  o!  his  land  ; 

Il  hatli  bronght  the  wanderer  o'er  the  seaa 

To  die  on  the  hills  of  his  own  fre$h  breeze; 

And  beck  to  the  gates  of  hia  father's  hali 

It  hatii  led  the  weeping  prodigal. 

Yes!  when  thy  heart,  inilspiide,  would  stray 

From  tho  pure  first  loves  of  its  youth  awoy — 

When  tlie  auiiying  biealh  of  the  world  would  con 

O'er  the  flowers  it  brought  from  its  childhood's  ho 

Think  ihou  asBin  of  iho  woody  glade. 

And  the  aouna  by  the  rustling  ivy  made, 

Think  of  the  tree  al  thy  lather's  door, 

And  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  once  more 


ROMAN  GIRL'S  SONG. 

Rome,  Rome '.  ihou  art  no  more 

On  Ihy  seven  lulls  of  yore 

Thou  sal'sl  a  queen. 
Thou  hadst  Ihy  triumphs  then 

PurpUng  the  ttreel, 
LeaileiB  and  sceptred  men 

Bow'd  at  thy  leet. 
They  that  thy  mantle  wore. 


Rome !  thine  unpetial  brow 

Never  shall  rls^  : 
What  hast  thou  left  thee  now ' 

Thou  hast  tiiyskiesl 
Blue,  deeply  blue,  they  are, 

Gloriously  bright! 
Veiling  thy  wastes  afar 

With  color-d  light. 


Temple 

And  all  sweet  soun 

lively  to  hear, 


HE  DISTANT  Si 

I  dnikly  cli 
Many  a  solemn  hfmn, 

By  smrllKhi  sung. 
Sweeps  through  ihe  aichee  dim, 

Thy  wrecks  among. 
Many  a  flule's  low  swell, 

On  thy  ™f[  air 
Line? IS,  and  lovea  lo  dwell 

WUh  eummer  ihere. 
Thou  haai  ihe  soQlh's  rich  gill 

Of  suJdcn  song— 
A  charm-d  lounlam.  swift, 

Joyous,  and  sUong. 
Thou  hast  &ir  fumis  (hat  move 

With  queenly  tread ; 
Thou  hast  proud  ^ncs  above 

Thy  niigiily  dead. 
Yet  wears  Ihv  Tiber's  shore 


THE  DISTANT  SHIP. 

"he  see-bird'a  wing,  o'er  ocean's  breat; 

Shooia  lihfi  a.  glancing  star, 
While  the  red  radiance  of  the  West 

Spreails  kindling  £ist  and  kr^ 
And  yet  that  epleiulor  wms  ihee  not— 

Tbv  etill  and  thoughtful  eye 
Dwella  but  on  one  dark  dislant  fpol 

Of  all  the  main  and  sky. 
Look  round  ihee !— o'er  the  slumbering  deep^ 
.    A  solemn  glory  brood?  ; 
A  fire  hath  touched  the  beacon-steep. 

And  all  the  golden  woods ; 
A  Ihouannd  gorgeous  clouds  on  higli 

Bum  with  the  amber  light ! — 
What  speH,  from  that  riiK  patreanlry. 

Chains  down  thy  gazing  sight! 
A  soflening  ihousht  of  human  cares, 

A  feelinj;  link'd  to  eanh '. 
Is  not  yon  sjiech  :i  bark  which  bears 

The  loved  of  many  a  hearth  ? 
Oil !  do  u  >l  Hope,  and  Grief,  and  Fear, 

Crowd  het  lillil  world  even  now, 
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Follow  her  venturous  prow'f 
Bright  are  the  floating  clouds  above, 

■ITie  glittering  seas  below ; 
But  we  ate  bound  by  cords  of  love 

To  kindred  weal  and  woe. 
Therelbre  amidst  ihia  wide  array 

Of  glorious  things  and  fair, 
My  soul  is  on  ihalTjarfc's  lone  wav— 

For  human  hearts  ore  there. 


THE  BIRDS  OF  PASSAGE. 
3,  joyous  birds  of  the  i 


Whetloe  lait  ye  come  with  the  flowers  of  sprina 
"  We  come  from  the  shores  of  the  green  old  Nil 
B>om  the  land  where  the  roses  of  sSaroii 


From  the  palms  that  wave  through  the  Indian  rity 

From  the  raynii-Crcea  of  glowmg  Araby. 

"  We  have  swept  o'er  dtiea  in  song  renown'd— 

Silent  they  he  with  tlie  deserts  roand !. 

We  have  crostfd  proud  rivers,  whose  tiiia  bath  roll  4 

All  dark  with  the  warrior-blood  of  old  : 

And  each  worn  wing  hath  regain'd  its  home, 

Under  peasnut's  rool-ttee  or  monarth's  dome," 

And  what  have  ye  found  in  the  monarch's  dome, 

Since  last  ye  traversed  the  blue  sea's  foam  I— 

"  We  have  found  a  change,  we  liavo  found  a  pall, 

And  a.  gloom  o'ershadowing  the  banqnet's  hall. 

And  a  mart  on  l!io  floor  na  of  litb-drops  spilt-- 

Hauglit  looks  the  same,  aive  the  nest  we  built ! 

0  joyous  birds,  it  hath  still  been  so ; 

Throngh  the  halls  of  kin^  doih  the  tempest  go  ! 

But  the  huts  of  the  hamlet  lio  still  and  deep, 

And  the  bills  o'er  their  qnie-t  a  i-igil  keep : 

Say  what  have  ye  found  in  the  peasant's  cot, 

Since  last  ye  parted  from  that  sweet  spot ! 

"A  change  we  have  found  there — and  many  a  change 

Faces,  and  footsteps,  and  all  thiugs  strange  ! 

Gone  are  the  heads  of  the  silvery  hair. 

And  the  young  that  were  have  a  brow  of  cnro. 

And  the  place  is  hnsh'd  whuro  the  children  play'd 

Nought  looks  the  same,  save  tho  nest  we  made  ?' 

Sad  is  your  tale  of  the  beautiful  earth, 

Birdstliato'etswcop  it  in  power  and  mirth! 

Yet  through  the  wastes  of  tile  ttaokless  a\t 

Ye  have  aeuidc,and  aliall  lee  despair! 


.ibyCoogTc" 


THE  GRAVES  OF  A  HOUSEHOLD. 

Thet  grew  in  beanty,  side  by  aide. 

They  till'd  one  liome  wilh  glee-f- 
Their  graves  are  eever'd  far  and  wide, 

By  maunt,  mid  etieiun,  and  sea. 
The  same  fond  mother  tienl  at  nighl 

O'er  each  fiiir  sieeping  brow  ; 
She  had  euch  folded  flower  in  sight— 

Wliere  are  those  dreamers  now  1 
One  'midst  the  fbreal;  of  the  west, 

Byadariistreamialiiid— 
The  Indian  kniiws  Ins  place  of  rest, 

Farinihecedarshiide. 
The  sea,  the  bine  lone  sea,  hath  Oiie— 

He  tiea  where  pearls  lie  deep ; 
He  was  the  lored  of  all,  yet  none 

O'er  his  low  bed  may  wiM>p. 
One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  dv^t, 

Above  the  niible  sliiin  : 
He  wrapt  his  coloretound  his  breast 

On  atlood-red  field  of  Spain. 
And  one— o'er  her  the  myrtle  ahowers 

Its  leaves,  by  eofi  winds  fann'd ; 
She  faded  "midst  Italian  flowera - 

The  last  of  that  bright  band. 
And  parted  thus  they  rest,  who  play'd 

Beiieatli  the  same  green  tree  ; 
Whose  voices  mingled  as  they  prsy-d 

Around  one  parent  knee  ! 
They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  the  hall. 

And  cheer'd  with  aong  the  hearth— 
Alas  I  for  love,  if  thou  wert  all. 

And  nonght  beyond,  O  earth  ! 


MOZART'S  KEQUIEM. 

A  riion  time  l.Ef™5  the  denih  of  ^^"'■^^^■^^  "^,1^'  tx.  kl^'l^S 

fane^Ttt  di!ltog^lihe.rpBtion.    The'  "?''"1'!™  '"'.f'"^"™"' 
the  composet  ImnioiUiilely  sci™d  upnn  tlio  circnmitince  as  an 
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A  BBiuiEw !— and  for  whom  ? 

For  b&Buty  iq  its  bloom  7 
For  valor  fallen— a  broken  toee  or  sworii  ! 

A  dirge  for  king  or  cliicf, 

Wilh  pomp  of  stately  grief, 
Banner,  and  loreti,  and  waving  plume  deplored  T 

Nolso-itianotso! 

The  warning  voice  I  know. 
From  other  worlds  a  strange  myElerioiis  lone ; 

A  Bolemn  funeral  air, 

It  call'il  me  lo  prepare, 
And  my  heart  nnawer'd  secrelly— my  own  '. 


le  brealhe  my  dower 


The  last !— and  I  must  go 

From  thig  bri^t  world  Below, 
This  lienlm  of  aunshme,  ringing  wiili  sweel  t 

Must  leave  i(a  festal  ekiee, 

With  aU  (heir  melodies, 
That  ever  in  my  breast  glad  t'cboes  f  ciimd ', 

Yet  have  I  known  it  long : 

Too  restless  and  too  strong 
Within  this  clay  hath  been  ih'  o'ermaateting 

Swift  thonehtB,  that  came  and  went. 

Have  sliaken,  as  a  reed,  my  thrilling  frame. 
Like  petfiimes  on  the  wind. 
Which  none  may  slay  or  bind, 

The  Ijeautifui  comes  floating  through  my  301 


Therefore  disturbing  dreams 

Ttoubie  the  secret  streams 
And  founts  of  music  that  o'erflow  my  breasi , 

Something  far  more  divine 

Than  may  on  earth  be  mine, 
Httmits  my  worn  heart,  nnd  will  not  let  mc  resL 


rrtootpc 


Shell  I  then /boi- die  tone 

Thai  breathes  from  worlds  nnknown  I — 
Snrelv  these  feverish  aapi  rations  tliere 

Shall  map  their  iiill  desire, 

And  this  nnsellled  fire 
Burn  calmly,  brightly,  in  immortal  au-. 

One  more  then,  one  more  strain ; 

To  earthly  joy  and  gain 
A  rich,  and  ds«p,  and  passionate  farewell! 


THE  IMAGE  IN  LAVA* 


Thou  thing  of  years  departed  I 

What  Egea  have  gone  by. 
Since  here  the  mournful  seal  we 


Babe !  wert  thou  brightly  ^lunbering 
Upon  thy  mother's  breast, 
When  suddenly  the  fiery  tomb 

Shat  round  each  gentle  guest? 
A  Etrauge.  darlr  fate  o'ertonk  voii. 

fair  a 
Onemon..._.  .. 

Yet  better  than  to  part  l 
Haply  of  that  fond  hosom 

On  a^ea  heie  impresa'd. 
Thou  wert  the  only  treasure,  ch 

Whereon  a  hope  might  rest. 
Perchance  all  Tamly  lavish'd 

Its  other  love  had  been, 
And  where  it^lrusted,  nought  re 

But  thorns  on  which  to  lean. 
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lUISCELLAKEOUd  I'lUCEa. 

J'ar  heller,  tlien,  to  perish, 

Thy  form  wilhin  Jts  elnsp. 
Than  livK  and  lose  thee,  precious  onal 

From  diat  impasaiDn'd  grnsp. 
Oh  !  I  could  pafs  Bli  rcUcs 

licfl  by  the  (lomps  of  old, 
To  gaze  on  ihis  nidc  moaumeiit 

Cast  in  allection'a  monld. 
Love,  human  love  !  what  Rrt  Ihon  I 

Thy  print  npon  tlie  dast 
OnilWea  the  cilles  of  renown 

Wherein  the  mighty  trual! 
Xmmortal,  oh !  immortal 

Thon  arl,  whrj-e  onrthly  glow 
Hath  given  these  jialies  holinflss — 


CirlltlSTMAS  CAROL. 

O  LOVELY  voiees  of  the  sky 

That  hymn'd  liie  Saviour's  birih ! 
Are  ye  not  singingHtill  on  high, 
Ye  thiit  sanjr,  "TeHoo  on  earth  ^" 
To  ns  yet  speak  the  strains 

Wherewith,  in  days  gone  by, 
Ye  blcra'd  the  Syrian  swains, 
OToioesof  theskyt 
O  clear  and  shining  light,  whose  beams 

That  hoar  Heaven's  glory  ahed 
Around  tlie  pahiis,  and  o'er  the  streamH, 
And  on  the  Bliepherds"  head ; 

Be  near,  throagli  life  and  death 

As  in  Uiat  holiest  night 
Of  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Faith, 
O  clear  and  shining  light ! 
O  star  which  led  to  him  whose  lovo 
Brought  down  nisn's . 


Thy  rays  earth  might  m.t  ■ 

Send  them  to  guide  us  yet, 

0  mat  wluch  led  to  him ! 
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4  FATHER  EEAlllX'i  TIIR  BIBLE.' 


That  husb'd,  but  not  forsaken  aeein'd, 
Still,  hut  with  nought  of  gloom. 

For  there,  aorena  ui  nappy  age. 
Whose  hope  is  from  ahove, 

A  father  communsd  with  the  pagit 
Of  Hsaven's  reconJed  love. 

Pure  fell  the  beam,  and  meekly  bright, 


thing  lovelier  far— 
A  radiance  all  the  spirit's  own, 
Csnght  not  from  sun  or  star. 

Hia  0!dm,  benignant  eye ; 
Some  ancient  promise,  breathing  jrel 

Of  Immortality  I 
Some  raarliT'B  prayer,  wlierein  the  glow 

Of  quenchltsi  feith  survives  ■ 
While  every  feature  raid— "  Iknoie 

Thai  my  Reihsmer  lines  '" 
And  Hilcnt  alooii  his  children  by, 

Hushing  their  rery  breath, 
Before  the  solemn  sanctity 

Of  though  l.J  o'etB  weeping  deolh. 


yoiing;  !er]y,n'ha  thus  made  lino 
I'niild  embouy  in  poetry  a  pEcIure 


ilnKr  and  I  ^imd  him  deeply  engaged  leaning  bU  Bible,  and  being 
unwilling  10  inlemipt  inch  »  holy  occuiiatlHn,  wb  retired  to  the  fur 
Hier  end  nf  the  apanment,  In  grot  unobaerveit  npoB  the  serene  jMc- 
tiiie.  The  bright  mnndDg  sun  was  beaming  nn  bla  venershle  Ellver 
balr.  while  hla  defoctlve  light  IncreaHd  the  aUDBBtneni  with  which 
he  perused  the  bleued  bonk.  Onr  ftncy  led  us  to  bel)eve  that  aonie 
imtnnrlsl  thoaghl  wu  eDgogiDg  his  mind,  tbr  he  raised  fail  tbie  open 
broiv  lu  the  light,  and  we  felt  we  had  never  loved  him  more  deeply. 
After  aa  involuntary  prayer  had  psased  from  our  hearts,  we  whis- 
pered ID  each  other, '  Oh '.  If  Mrs.  Hemans  could  only  sea  our  father 
at  Ibis  iiHimcnl,  ber  Blowing  pen  would  dstnin  Ihs  scene,  tOi  rvcn  .is 
've  gaze  upon  it  the  QTight  gleam  is  vanishing.' ' 
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That  home  where 


THE  MEETING  O 


The  voices  of  two  forest  boys, 

In  yeara  when  hearts  enlwine, 
Had  nll'd  wuh  diildhoad's  inetry  noise 

A  valley  uf  the  Rhine  : 
To  rock  nndatream  thai  sound  waa  Itnowr 
Gladsome  asbuntcc's  bugie  tone. 
The  aunnf  laughter  ot  their  eyes, 
There  had  each  vineyard  seen : 
Up  every  cliff  whence  eagies  rise. 
Their  bound Ltig  step  haih  been: 
Ay !  their  bright  youth  a  glory  threw. 
O'er  the  wild  place  wherein  they  grew. 
But  this,  as  day-aprino'a  flush  was  brief 

Aa  early  hloom  or  3ew ; 
Alas!  'lis  but  the  wither'd  leaf 
That  wears  the  enduring  hue : 
Those  rocks  alonglhe  Rhine's  tair  shore. 
Might  girdle  in  theh-  world  no  more. 
For  now  on  manhood's  verge  they  stood. 

And  heard  life's  ihrillina  call, 
As  if  a  silver  clarion  won'iT 
To  some  high  festiva 


13  divide 

,  .ir  and  vi\de, 

Disseveriug  as  they  run ; 
Aud  making  strangers  in  their  course. 
Of  waves  llial  hadth:  samo  bright  soui 
Met  they  no  more  ?— once  more  they  ir 

Those  kindred  hearts  and  true  f 
Twns  on  a  field  of  death,  where  yet 

The  halile  thunders  flew. 
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But  as  the  eombal  cluaed,  they  found 

For  tender  thoughts  b  apace, 
And  e'en  upon  thai  bloody  ground 

Room  for  one  btighl  omhrace, 
And  pour'd  forth  on  each  other's  neck 
Such  tears  us  warriors  need  not  check. 
The  mials  o'er  boyhood's  memory  spread 

All  melted  with  those  leais, 
The  faces  of  the  holy  dead 


il  cf  chiidhood's  purity 
peace  might  turn  again: 
iwept  foriTi— 'tvra.-  -■'--' 


Bearing  from  enrih  away 
Affections,  gifli"d  ne'er  to  know 

A  shadow,  a  decay. 
A  prasing  loucli  of  chinge  or  chill, 
A  btealli  of  aught  whose  breath  can  k 
And  they,  between  whose  sever'd  sou 

Once  in  close  union  lied. 

*l:feve1".o'dS"'™'" 
Well  may  they  envy  such  a  lot, 
Whose  henits  ycum  on— but  mingle  i 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

Well  may  I  ivoep  In  leave  this  worict— thee— all  1 
wood",  and  plains,  anil  hills."— iw^s  '""'  Shudoir,. 

Go  to  the  forest  shade, 

Seek  thon  the  well  known  ^lade, 
Whpte,  heavy  with  si ■'—■  •' '-■-  '■■ 

Gleami--  ■'■■ 

Like  cl! 
And  bathed  in  hue 

Bring  me  their  buds,  to  slied 

Aroiiiid  my  dying  bed 
A  breath  of  May  and  ol  the  wood's  repose; 

Fori  in  sooth,  depart 

With  a  reluewntiieiirt, 
Thai  Siin  would  linger  where  the  bright  sun  j 
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Fsin  would  I  my  wilh  tliee— 

AlssI  this  may  not  be  ; 
yelbrinomeBtiU  theeifia  of  happier  Iiouts: 

Go  where  Ihe  lonnlam's  breoil 

Calohes,  in  glassy  rest, 
The  dim  green  light  thai  poura  through  laiirel  bow«ni 

I  know  how  BofUy  bright, 

Steep'd  in  thM  tender  light, 
The  water-hfieB  tremble  there  e'en  tiow ; 

Go  to  the  ^ure  stream's  edce, 

And  Irora  its  whisp'ring  seGge 
Bring  me  those  flowers  to  cooLmyfever'd  trow! 

Then,  BB  in  Hope's  young  days, 

Tmek  thou  iJie  nndque  maze 
Of  the  rich  garden  to  its  grafey  mouud  ; 

There  is  a  lone  wliite  rose. 

Shedding,  in  sudden  snows. 
Its  &int  leaves  o'er  the  emerald  turf  around. 

Well  know'st  thoo  that  fiiir  ttte — 

Dwells  ever  in  the  honey'd  lime  above  ; 
Bring  me  one  pearly  flower 
Of  1         I  -t     ng   1    w    — 


Whd    d  I 

H  Jill 

Tl  use  jragra  t  tl  uigs  and  f  u- 

Mji<l      mremyhdh        pie— 
Y       h  U  th  u-    d     soft 
0     bright  d     m     und  m   w  ft 

Of  life,  youth,  eimmiBr— all  Uiat  I  must  leave ! 
And,  oh !  if  thou  would'st  ask 
Wherefore  thy  steps  I  task, 

The  glove,  the  stream  the  hamlet  vale  to  trace 
'Tis  that  some  thought  of  me, 


I  bid  mine  image  dwell 

(Ob !  break  not  thou  the  spell !) 
In  the  deep  wood  and  by  the  fbimtain  side  ; 

Thou  must  not,  my  heloved  ! 

Rove  where  we  two  have  roved, 
ForgettLig  her  that  jn  her  Spring-time  died  '. 
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FAIRY  FAVORS. 

Somelhinj  whereunio  I  may  hind  niy  heart. 

AfiSeUoD's  lendrila  round.^^^^  «  c  asp 
WouLD'Er  Ibou  wear  llie  gift  of  immoitnl  bloom  1 
Would'st  thousnile  in  scorn  et  Ihe  siiodowy  tocnb? 
Drink  of  this  cup !  it  is  lichly  fraught 
Wilt  balm  iroin  tlie  gardeiiH  of  genii  brought ; 
Dtink,  and  Uie  ^miIi^  Bball  pose  thee  1>3',' 
When  the  young  all  soatter'J  like  rose  icnvcs  lie 
And  would  not  the  yonth  of  niy  Boal  be  »Jiio. 
If  ioe  loved  hud  left  me,  one  hv  one  ? 
Take  back  the  cup  ilia:  miiy  ii^vsr  likw, 
The  gift  ih»t  "Tiuld  uinkc  ii!-  lu-olhcriew ; 
How  should  I  live,  with  no  kin  Ired  eye 
To  reflect  mine  immcrtality ! 
Woald'^  thoa  haye  empire,  by  sign  or  qiell, 
Over  the  mighty  in  an-  that  dwell  I 
Would'st  thou  call  the  spirits  of  shore  and  steep 
To  fetch  thee  jewels  ftoni  ocean's  deep? 
Wave  but  this  rod,  and  it  viewless  i>and, 
Slares  to  ihy  will,  ehall  around  iheo aland. 
And  wouU  not  fear,  nt  my  coming  then, 
Hush  every  voice  in  the  homoH  of  men  1 
Wuuld  not  bright  eyea  in  my  presence  quail ! 
Yoan:!  checks  willi  a  nameress  thrill  turn  jaile  ! 
No  gilt  be  mine  that  nude  wonld  turn 
The  Imtnan  love  for  whose  tbunts  £  yearn ! 
Woald'sl  thou  then  read  through  tiie  henrls  oi  llioee 
Upon  whose  fiillh  than  hast  sought  tepiisc  ! 
Wear  ibis  rich  gem !  it  ia  charm'cl  to  show 
When  a  change  comes  over  affection's  glow  , 
Look  on  its  fiushing  or  Gtding  hue, 
And  iemn  if  the  trusted  be  false  or  tme  ! 
Keep,  keep  the  gem,  thai  I  still  may  tru^l, 
Though  my  heart's  wealth  be  but  poai'il  oti  dustl 
Let  not  a  doubt  in  my  soul  h;ive  place. 
To  dim  the  light  of  a  loved  one's  face  ; 
Leave  to  the  earth  ita  mann  sunnv  sinile — 
That  glory  wonld  pass  could  I  lo.ii  on  giiile  ! 
Say,  then,  what  boon  of  my  powrr  shall  be 
Favofd  of  spirits !  pour'd  forrh  on  lliec  ? 
Thon  scomcBt  the  treasures  of  wave  und  mine 
Thou  wilt  not  dtink  of  the  rnp  divme. 
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Bui  a  human  heart  where  my  own  may  lean  l 

A  fiiend,  one  tender  and  ndimUi  trieiid, 

Whose  Ihougbia'  free  current  with  mine  raoy  blend. 


ANNOTATIONS 


Hill  be  oblind  is  ui  for  here  repniiiing.  aluioit  nl  lenclh.  the  adn.i 
nUe  Crilique  on  ber  wiitlngj  nhlcli  iLppesrea  In  the  XCIXth  Num 
ber  of  the  EditUnrgk  Rsnina.  The  acumen,  the  clear  alKhlednesi, 
the  lasta,  and  ele|»nce  nf  LofdJeffrey.  an  evident  ihroaghout. 

'■  Women,  we  fear,  cannot  do  every  thing ;  nor  even  every  tliinj 
they  HUenipt.  But  what  Ihey  can  do.  they  do,  Ibr  the  loosi  part,  ex- 
celtenlly — and  much  jhoro  ftoquently  with  ao  absolme  and  periect 
sncceaa,  than  the  asi^mnli  oT  Dw  mogher  and  more  ainblUous  sei. 
They  cannot,  we  think,  reprsunc  ulnisllf  the  tterce  nnd  aulLeg 
passiona  of  men — nor  th^  coarHEr  riiHui— uor  even  ocenes  t<(  RctuaL 
bnaineaa  or  Gnntenttnii — and  the  mixed  motiTeB,  and  strong  and  Ikulty 
characters,  by  which  eflhirs  of  iDonieDl  are  usually  conducted  un  the 
—  --■-—«  uT  the  world.    For  much  uf  this  Ibeyare  disqualifled 


and  the  at 
'b  porradea  theJr  concopl' 
they  nre  eiclnded  by  their  acii 
y  niiBhl  wish  to  deseilbe— by  lb 


Lhle  l^nwnoci 


(n^nersUytoo  Impatlen 
rcctXw  of  the  truth,' 


lighed  belbi 

Julh,  or  ton 
This,  howe 


beaiinss,  afleclions,  and  coneems ;  and  the  queaHoni  with  which 
they  hare  lo  deal  hi  thai  most  Important  department,  Ihoogh  often 
of  the  utnuHt  dlfflcnlty  and  nicety,  involve,  for  the  dwbI  rurt,  but  few 
eleuients;  and  may  eenerally  be  tetter  described  ai  delicate  than 
intricate— requiring  tbr  their  aolnHon  ratlier  a  quick  Hu;!  Bod  flue 
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Bt;iniling  or  the  ^Gv.  and  reqalrliiEU  Lhoraii^h  knov/leige  either  of 
nia-n^  sirenl^b  or  tali  iraaknesiT  wa  amHebsad  them  to   be,  in 

while,  in  llieir  PBraepdonA  of  grace,  proprietf,  ridieole — their  power 
of  delecUng  urUfioe,  liypnrtw,  anil  afifectsllon— the  liircH  nnd  piompli- 

lacliinent.  Mid^af  tbB  etfocta  Bad  sacrifices  it  msyteqi^n.  they  bie, 


ely  achooled  in  tiie  deep  and  dtuigeioaa  learoljig  of  fbollnv  i 
nilon  ,  wlille  the  leiy  ininutaneu  with  whicli  they  uisXe  i 
illtale  OD  thflH  iDiereKtin^  ohBetvatioaB,  and  the  finer  ahudes  i 
■lallont  of  leotliuenl  which  are  thua  Erenaand  aod  reconled,  Irs 


.    Wlien  women,  accordlD^ly,  hare 


ten  dlscliHo  ilielf  to  aiTaDtaje  1 
very  dlOennt  character,    Wlien  women,  accunungiy,  ua 
leEr  mlndi — aatheyiiave  done  birt  too  Bcldotn — to  the  i 
'  srraniemest  of  any  blanch  of  hnnwledea,  they  haTi  ( 


out  out  of  their  handa.  which  In^catea  not  only  an  In 
for  elegance  and  nsatnesa,  hut  a  Iwlill  of  nice  obaervat 
gulnr  exaclneu  of  judgment. 

be  to  prove  IlieiB  untha  by  examples.  Vet  there  are  enough,  within 
(he  reach  ofa  very  careleaa  and  inperfldal  giasce  over  the  open  fleld 

cou'ld  ha\'e  written  the  letteta  of  Madame  de  Sevlgni,  or  the  novela 
d[  Miaa  Auitin,  or  the  bymna  and  early  lesaona  of  Um.  Barbanld,  or 

only  DsaenaaJly  and  intensely  ttomlnlne,  hut  they  are,  'in  our  Jadg- 
nionl.  decidedly  mora  perfect  thaa  any  masculine  producUona  with 
which  they  can  be  brought  Into  CDrapariaDn.    They  accomplish  mi«« 

gnicefti loess  and  (elieity  of  oiecndon  which  eicludes  all  idea  of  fail- 
ure, and  endrely  aallsfies  Ihe  elpecUilions  they  it^  hiie  raised. 
Wo  might  euaily  have  added  to  Iheia  Instances.  Theieare  many 
ports  of  Miss  Gdgeworth'i  earlier  itorles,  and  of  Miss  Miiniril'a 
sketches  and  deactiptions,  and  not  a  little  of  Hr>.  Oi^'i.  that  ex- 

Boftnesi  and  delioacy  of  Tiand,  and  nnerrlng  truth  of  delineation,  to 

vixible  throngh  Ihe  grief  and  tlie  [ilety  uf  J.aAy  Rnsiwll,  nJid  the 
gaiety,  the  ajnte,  and  Ihe  ventnresnmeneiu  of  Lady  Maty  Worlley. 
Wo  havB  not  sa  yet  much  fenialB  poetry ;  but  tliere  ia  a  ttuly  feiiii- 
niae  teademess,  purity,  and  elegance,  in  the  Psyche  of  Uts.  Tlfhe. 
andinsomenflheanialler  pieces  of  Lady  Craven.  On  some  ot  Ihe 
nniksofMadnme  de  StaBl— her  Curinne  especially— there  isastill 
deeper  aiaropof  Ihe  eeuiiis  of  her  sei.  lier  mcturesofltsbouiiillesa 
devotcdnes8-Jl»  depih  and  tapielty  of  siilierine— ita  high  aapira- 

ue  pnvornil  apeciuieaa  of  thai  niorbhl  anatuniy  of  tlie  haan,  which 
:^r...-=-.  -    Hj»7bX^OOgtc 


or  skilfUt  enough  m  bsve  recamDwnilad  u  our  siiDnalhv  anil  lave 
There  1>  the  ssiiw  eiqalilte  and  liiioiilable  dellcncy,  if  nnt  tbe  sami 
jKuror,  In  mmy  of  the  luippler  passngea  of  Madame  lie  Sourn  juii 

ehnly  [ecordi  of  Uadumo  de  BlsBL  duilna  her  lane  peiiBDce'Vn  fhi 
Court  of  the  DnchesHB  de  Mslne. 

"Bui  we  tn  preluding  loo  largely;  and  mnstconie  atnnce  Inthi 
JHilnt.  In  which  the  very  tieadlDg  of  Ihli  article  hss  already  ail  mon 
..._.... .  ..     ...  .       ,,e„,p|ificg|-   "  '5Sl 


IhB  very  hlgheit  or  most  caominndlng  genlns:  but  llenibmceiiagreai 
deal  of  (hat  which  gives  the  very  best  poetry  its  chief  power  of  piean- 
Ing;  aiirt  would  altiTiem,  perliapii,  as  Piore  Impnaalonod  and  emJted, 
if  It  wure  not  regulaieil  and  hanimolMd  by  the  most  heauliful  taets. 
It  in  InnnlEely  iiveet.  elejiaut,  and  Isnder— tiiuchlug,  perbapa,  and 
sonleniplatlvB,  rather  than  veliQinent  and  nverpowerlng;  andngtunly 
finiaheii  througbnul  with  an  eiquiaile  dKllcflcy,  and  even  serenlly  or 
eiccDlion,  hut  inlbiiueil  with  a  puriiy  and  Imunois  nf  feolbig,  and  a 
CErtidii  sober  and  huiuble  lone  of  Indnlgenco  nnrl  piety,  wKsh  uiiial 
aatlaiy  all  Juilgnenls,  and  allay  the  appreheniiionii  of  those  who  are 
moat  atVald  of  the  passionate  oraggemlioas  of  poetry.  The  ilictlon 
Is  nlwayi  beautlftd,  harmonious,  and  free ;  and  the  Iheuiea.  IhoiiBh 
of  Infinite  yarlBCy,  uniformly  treated  with  a  graee,  orighiallty,  aad 
judginBDt  which  mult  the  aane  maaler-liand!  These  tbeniea  ahe 
baa  borrowed,  with  the  peculiar  Intereat  and  imagery  that  belong  to 
them,  fkom  tbe  legends  of  dlffiirenl  na^ons,  and  the  most  iippoaltB 


Tsofthapeopl 


It  condenaatuin  ami  brevity  In  moat  of  iicr  i^eces,  and,  abnost 
luE  eiception,  a  mont  Jadlcioiis  and  vigorous  cimclusioa     The 


"  H.SmGnngfc" 


Agy,  Iram  lhos«  opposlLe  fbr 

^"■■""""'  "' the  e:ipreK9loit, 

Lod  Indeed,  Ubii-, ,  - 

Mofata-aori  la  eniirely 


:t — and  Indeed,  ui  aiibstancflT  hs  mcE^iJbor] 


m  ivhtch  it  bag  succeeded ;  ajid  It  rcqalres  Boms  etynoIulcBl  reci]- 
leclinn  lo  conylnce  ns  that  11  was  oHginally  nolhing  else^an  a.  tvpi- 
eal  or  analogiesl  illnstreUnn.  Thui  ire  lelk  aC  n  penoaBlicg  under- 
fiEajidiqg,  and  a  furious  blmt — a  weighty  urgumeQl,  nnd  a  ^iille 

langaaiD  of  poetrr,  and  IcEDsfbcilng  quaiitiea  Horn  one  eiiretaUy  nf 
the  sphere  of  beJug  to  aaolher.  In  IhoM  cbsob,  accnrdlnilt.  the 
metaphor,  by  eeasuig  hi  be  fclt.  in  reality  ceases  to  eiist ;  and  the 
analogy  being  no  longer  taUmated,  of  toiu™  can  ptoduco  no  e^ct. 
nnt  whenever  u  19  InlimateD,  it  doea  prodoce  an  efibct ;  and  that 
elfecl,  we  think,  la  poetry. 

minds,  tlie  conception  of  nn  Inward  tbelin^  or  emDUon,  which  vi 

some  bodlty  timn  or  luallty,  whieh  is ioilanlfrftltio  bolts  truTre- 
pcesentative ;  nod  i.nablei  ua  to  fii  and  comprehend  It  wltli  a  fbrcs 


1  HIS  magical  operating  the  poet,  loo,  perform.,  Ibr  the  most  uart.  In 
one  or  two  ways— either  by  the  liiracl  agency  of  sinillos  and  meta- 
phors, more  or  less  condenaed  or  developed,  or  by  (he  mere  gmcefal 
dialogues  or  adTentntea,  as  parlake  of  Ih»  -'■"— '  ■■ ■■— 

preparation  for  its  d'lrett  Indulganco  or  di> 
melhoda  has  perhaps  been  most  freqven' 
has  mostatliacled  aitoDtlon.  Itntihi*  iq 
and  perhara  less  1     . 

clhied  to  ihlnli,  the  mott  natural  and  et ...^  ......  „^u 

often  adopted,  »a  bellave.  nneonacioiisly  by  poets  ol  the  highest  o 
■■ -' in  of  their  mlnciToverflowingsponli 


iplay.    The  toriue 
liy  employed,  and 


le  by  Shakgpeua  and  Milton  especially,  m 

Ioftl 
living  eg 


anlsiiw  and  apptDniats  glow  with  nhlcii  they  kinil^e  (he  whole 
irroundiniatmospfieie,  and  bring  all  (hat  strikes  the  sense  Into  unl 
in  wiib  an  that  tonches  (he  heaiu 
"  But  it  la  mora  to  ooi  present  purpose  (o  sny,  that  w«  think  the 

lir  writer  before  us  Is  emhienUy  a  mistress  of  this  poeUcal  ' '- 

nd.  In  truth,  11  was  solely  for  the  purpose  of  lllnalrallng  tl 

^Is  little  rhssertatlon.    Almost  al 
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Thl«  Is  peculiMly  rem»rki.bl«  in  suine  lllUe  pieces,  whn;U  >e«io  ol 
BiBI  slibt  ui  IH  purely  daieripllve— bul  are  ■"on  tonnd  lu  teLL  upon 
His  bean,  with  n  dseu  mml  Bad  palbsdc  Impreiilon.  But  it  ii  s 
■ruth  aeailj  ai  eonipieuaus  In  (he  gteHter  part  or  hoi  productions , 
nihered  In  iiy  wime  such  symphony  of  eitemal  nature,  and  scaicely 
lofty  einollon.  We  may  Illustrate  tbis  ptoposllion,  we  thliik,  by 
opBiiIng  either  of  these  llille  volumes  at  random,  and  taking  what 
they  Bial  present  to  ui.— The  (lillowmj  esquldle  lines,  ftr  eiample. 


"The  follnwing,  which  the  aulbor  has  named,  'O™™  t 
others,  to  show  hoiv  well  the  frapblcand  psihellc  may  be  imdi 
set  offeach  other :_  ^     .a,b,,i,it 

"  We  have  taken  these  pieces  chiefly  on  account  of  theh'  ihonni 

with  one  longer  >peclni8n— and  loglr-       — '        ""  ■"■' 

rallve  along  with  her  pathetic  desc 
Lady  or  the  Castle,"  Is  Uild,  w 

"  The  following  ihelch  of  ■  Joan  of  A 


ally  In  the  two  poetii:al  epLilles  fniin  Lady  Araliella  Smart  aad  Tn 
uerzla  Rossi.  We  shall  venlnre  logivea  few  lines  from  the  forme 
The  Lady  An^ella  was  of  royal  descent;  and  having  eicjie.lil 
an  o  onr  poai,  m  mous  ^  ames^^yji^  Mere  ^"^^^  heaiilosa  moi 


"The  following,  though  il  has  no  Teiy  dUtloct  olSect  or  moral, 
breathes,  we  thinli.  tlis  vsiy  spirit  of  poetry.  In  lis  bright  and  vague 
^cturlngs.  and  is  well  entitled  to  the  n^ue  It  bears—'  An  Hour  of 


'■  There  is  a  fine  and  stately  solemnity  in  these  lUies  Ob  '  The  Lost 
Teiad;'         _  _^^    ^^_^  ^^^,  ^^^ 

—————  Ho™i  by  Google 


If  we  were  10  yielil  tf»Ihe  lemplutiDD  of  nntlni;  down  evavy  beantiful 
our  pmraaare  likely  to  come,  who  nta  not  Htrendyibinl  liar  wklb  ^ir 

tpufEen  so  much  bL  lafs»; — Ihat  Ade  ttccnrd^he  ha-s  e^labll^bed  be- 


SONGS  OF  THE  AFrECTlONS; 

WITH  OTHER  rOEMS. 


And  Uvlog  Btr«aJiis~fu  off! 


A  SPIRITS  RETURN. 
And  oeek  Ihe  Itiliiga  beyond  inotKility !"— Jfan/Va). 

Thy  voice  ptevaits— dear  friend,  my  gentle  friend ! 
Thia  lotig-shut  heart  for  thee  shall  be  un9eBl'd. 
And  though  thv  soft  eye  Mimmlully  will  bend 
Over  the  itoubled  alresm,  yet  once  reveal'd 
Shall  its  freed  waters  flow  ;  then  rock'i  maat  close 
For  evermore,  above  their  dark  repose. 
Come  while  the  iPJigeoua  mysteries  of  the  sky 
Fused  in  the  eiira^on  sea  of  SLinset  lie  ; 
Come  to  the  woods,  where  all  strange  wundenng  aouBa 
Is  mingled  into  harm'iny  profuund ; 
Where  the  leaves  thrill  with  spirit,  while  the  wmd 
Fills  with  a  viewless  being,  unconfijied. 
Vol.  u.— 17 
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The  tiembling  reeds  and  fountains — our  own  dell, 
With  ila  green  dimness  and  ^olian  breath, 
Shnll  suit  ih'  unveilmg  of  dark  records  well- 
Hear  me  in  tenderness  and  silent  faith  ! 
Tfaou  knew'Et  me  not  in  lile'a  freah  vemsl  mom — 
I  would  thou  had'st ' — for  then  my  heart  on  thine 
Had  pour'd  a  worthier  love :  now,  all  o'erwotn 
By  its  deep  thirst  for  Bomething  too  divine, 
It  bath  but  litfiil  music  to  bestow, 
Eohoea  of  batp-strings  broken  long  ago. 

Yet  even  in  yonth  comjiBnionleaa  I  stood, 
As  a  lone  forest-bird  'midst  ocean's  foam  j 
For  "le  the  silver  cords  of  brotherhood 
Were  early  loosed  ;  tbe  voices  from  my  home 
Pais'd  one  by  one,  and  melody  and  mirth 
Lcll  me  a  dreamer  by  a  silent  hearth. 

But,  with  the  fulness  of  a  heart  that  bum'd 

For  the  deep  sympathies  of  nund,  I  tum'd 

From  that  unaiiBwering  spot,  and  fondly  sought 

In  all  wild  scenes  with  tbrilling  murmurs  fraught, 

In  every  still  small  voice  and  sound  of  power, 

And  flute-note  of  the  wind  Ibrougb  cave  and  bower, 

A  perilous  delight ! — for  then  liist  woke 

My  tile's  lone  passion,  the  mysterious  quest 

Of  secret  knowledge  ;  and  each  tone  that  broke 

From  the  wood-arohes  or  the  fountain's  breast. 


'Midst  the  bright  ^ence  of  the  mountain  dell^ 
In  noontide  boars  or  golden  summer-evM, 
My  thoujihis  have  burst  Ibrth  as  a  gale  ihatswella 
Into  a  rushing  blast,  and  from  the  leaves 
^akes  out  response.    O  tliou  rich  world  unseen! 
"That  curtain'd  realm  of  spirits !— thus  my  cry 
Hath  troubled  air  and  silence — dost  thou  lie 


Spread  all  around,  yet  by  some  filmy  sc 
Shuf  ■    ■"■       - "      - 


"The  resounding  wooiis, 
ijo  tneir  aeptns  teem  with  marvels  ? — and  the  Qooda, 

Of  qnenc?i"^^lodS!^th™  "^^^"-  - -?■ 


Have  they  bright  dwellers  ? — are  their  lone  domaiu 
ith  beauty,  whicii  may  never  still 
■      if  soul  ? — Cold,  weak  and  cold. 


Peopled  with  beauty,  whicii  may  never  still 


deep  being!   Tjfi,  for  gills  m 
->    -■  --      'Trend  morIfilit\  . 

dark  shrine 


or  a  seer's  slance  to  rend  mortality 


The  oracles  divine ! 


A  srr BIT'S  EETUKN. 

I  woke  [rom  lliose  high  fanlasies,  lo  know 

My  kindred  wilh  the  earth— I  woke  to  love : 

O  geiitje  ftiend !  to  love  in  doubt  and  woe. 

Shutting  the  hean  the  warshipp'd  name  above, 

Is  to  love  deeply — and  my  spirit's  dower 

Wbs  a  Bad  gift,  a  melancholy  power 

Of  BO  adoiing — witb  a  buried  care, 

And  with  the  o'erflowing  of  a  voiceless  prayer, 

And  with  adeppeninsiiream,  that  day  by  day. 

In  the  alill  riindow  of  its  lonely  sway. 

Folded  me  closer,  till  the  world  held  nought 

Save  the  one  being  to  my  centred  thought. 

There  waa  no  music  but  hia  voice  to  bear. 

No  joy  bHisach  as  with  his  step  drew  near; 

Life  was  but  where  he  look'd — life  where  he  mored; 

Silently,  fervently,  thus,  thus  I  loved. 

Oh !  but  such  love  is  fearful ! — and  I  knew 

Its  gathering  doom : — the  soul's  prophetic  sight 

Even  then  unfolded  in  my  breast,  and  threw 

O'er  all  things  roimd  a  full,  strong,  vivid  hghi, 

Too  Eorrowtuily  clear !— an  under-tone 

Was  given  to  Nature's  harp,  for  me  alone 

Whispeiina  of  grief. — Of  grief? — be  strong,  awake  t 


Hath  not  thy  love  been  victory,  O, 
Hath  not  its  confliiit  won  a  voice  to  snune 
Death's  f^mefses ! — a  magic  to  control 
Woilds  far  removed  i— from  o'er  the  grave  to  Ihee 
Love  hath  made  answer :  and  thy  tale  shotdd  be 
Sane  like  a  biy  of  triumph  !— Now  return, 
Andtake  Ihy  tieaaure  from  its  bosom'd  urn. 
And  lift  it  once  to  light ! 

Infe 


le  of  my  dres 
reathed  no  vi 


Noni 

I^e  a  rich  jewel  gleamitigin  _  „ , 

Like  golden  sand  m  some  dark  river's  wave, 
Sodidmyeoul  that  costly  knowledge  keep 
So  jealously ! — a  thing  o'er  which  to  ahed, 
When  stars  alone  beheld  the  drooping  head. 
Lone  tears !  yet  ofttimes  burden'd  with  the  excesti 
Of  our  strange  nature's  quivering  happiness. 
Bat,  oh!  Bweet  friend!  we  dream  not  of  love's  migli 
Till  death  has  robed  with  soft  and  solemn  light 
The  image  we  en^uine! — Before  that  hour. 
We  have  but  glimpses  of  the  o'ermaslering  power 
Within  us  laid !— lien  doth  the  spirit-flame 
With  sword-like  lightniug  rend  its  mortal  Irame  ; 


A'.oot^ic 


He  died — he  died 
On  whom  my  lone  devotediiess  was  cast '. 
I  migtt  not  keep  one  vigil  by  his  side, 
1,  wnose  wrung  heart  walcti'd  with  him  to  the  last! 
I  might  not  one?  his  ftinling  he»d  sustain, 
H  or  bathe  his  parch'd  lips  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Noreay  10  him, "  Pcreweli  1"— He  paBs'd  awnv-. 
Oh !  had  my  love  been  there,  its  conquering  away 
Had  won  him  back  from  death  !— hal  ihus  removed. 
Borne  o'er  the  ahyas  no  sounding-line  hath  proved, 
Join'd  with  the  unlcnown,  the  vii'«'Ies»~he  Decame 
Unto  my  thouehts  another,  yet  the  same— 
Changed — haljow'd — glorified  . — and  his  low  grave 
Seem'd  a  bright  mournful  uitar — mine,  oil  mine : — 
Brother  and  friend  bood  left  me  that  sole  shrine. 
The  bfrthright  of  the  iaithful !— (ieir  world's  wave 
Soon  swept  them  from  its  brink. — Oh !  deera  Ihou  niri 
That  on  the  sad  and  con?ecrBted  spot 
My  sou!  grew  weak ' — I  tell  thee  that  a  power 


And  a  dreBiTlnuniph  !— Know'gt  thou  what  1  sought  1 

For  what  high  boon  my  struegling  spirit  wrought  7 

— Communion  with  the  dead  I—Isent  a  cry, 

Through  the  vcii'd  empires  of  eternity, 

A  voice  to  cleave  Iheni ',  by  the  moumfnl  truth. 

By  the  lost  promise  of  my  blighted  youth. 

By  the  strong  oliain  a  mighty  love  can  bind 

On  the  beloved,  the  spell  of  mind  o'er  mind  ; 

By  words,  which  in  themselveB  are  magic  high, 

Aim'd  and  inapir'd,  and  win^d  with  agony  ■ 


a 


,  which  comfort  not,1ut  bum,  and  M. 

bear  the  heart|B  blood  in  their  paasion-stream ; 


J  adiored  ! — with  , , 

With  the  keen  vigil  of  a  hfe  intetise, 
I  wateh'd,  an  answer  from  the  winds  to  wring, 
I  listen'i',  if  perehinco  llie  stream  might  bring 
Token  from  worlds  afar ;  I  taught  one  soimd 
Unto  a  liiouaund  echoes — one  profound 
Imploring  accent  to  the  tomb,  the  my — 
One  prayer  to-night—"  Awake,  appear,  reply  !" 
Hast  thou  been  told  thai  irom  the  viewless  bourne. 
The  dark  way  never  hath  aUow'd  return  ; 
That  ah  which  tears  can  move,  with  liife  is  fled— 
That  earthly  love  is  powerless  on  the  dead ! 
Believe  it  not '. — there  is  a  large  lone  star 
Now  burning  o'er  yon  wcaierii  liill  alhr, 


A'.oot^lc 


And  under  Us  dear  light  iheve  lies  a  spot 
Which  well  uiighl  ulier  forth— Believe  U  not  ■ 
I  sat  benealh  that  plane!— I  had  wept 
My  woe  to  sliUnees,  every  night-wind  siepl ; 
Ahuahwasonthehills;  Ibe  very  Mreams 
Went  by  lilte  ciciuds,  or  noiselesa  Itionts  in  aream* , 
And  the  dark  tree  o'erahadowing  me  thai  hour. 
Stood  molionlecB,  even  as  the  grey  church-lower 
Whereon  I  gazed  anconsdouiJy  ;— there  came 
A  Inw  Bound,  like  the  tremor  o{  a  flame. 
Or  like  the  light  quick  shiver  of  a  wing,         . 
FUtdna  through  twiliiht  woods,  ncross  the  ait ; 
And  llook'd  np !— Oli '.  for  Rtroiia  words  to  bring 
Conviction  o'er  ihy  thought !— Before  me  there, 
He,  the  departed,  stood !— Ay,  fnee  to  face, 
Sonear,  and  yet  how  far!— his  form,  his  mien. 
Gave  to  remembrance  back  each  buruing  trace 
Within  :— Yet  Bomething  awfully  serene, 
Pure,  sculpture-like,  on  the  pale  brow,  that  wore 
Of  Ihe  once  beating  heart  no  token  more  ; 
And  stillness  on  the  lip--and  o  er  the  hair 
A  itleam  thnt  trembled  through  the  brealhleas  air . 
And  an  unfathom'd  calm,  that  aeem  d  to  lie 
In  the  grave  sweeraesa  of  the  iUuminad  eye  ; 
Told  of  the!  gnlis  between  our  being  eet. 
And,  aa  that  unsheathed  spitil-glan™  I  met, 
Maie  my  soul  (aint  :-wit^/™r  ?  Oh !  vol  with  kn 
Wilh  the  aick  feeUng  that  iei  his  for  sphere 
M«  love  could  be  aa  nothing!    Butbe^nnke— 
How  shall  I  tell  thee  of  the  start.mg  ihnll 
In  that  low  voice,  whose  bwezy  to iies  could  fill 
My  bosom's  infinite  7    O,  friend .  I  woke 
Then  first  to  lieavenly  Ufe  1— Soft,  Bolemn,  cLear, 
Brealbed  the  mysterious  accents  oil  mine  ear, 
Yet  strangely  se-=m'd  as  if  the  while  they  rose 
From  depths  of  distance,  o'er  the  wide  repose 
Of  slumbering  wjitera  wolied,  or  the  dells 
Of  mountains,  holii-w  with  sweet  echo-eella ; 
But,  as  they  murmur'd  on.  the  mortal  chili 
Pas^d  fiom  me,  like  a  mist  before  tlie  mom. 
And,  to  that  glorious  intercourse  upborne 
By  alow  degrrea,  a  calm,  divinely  fMII.    , 
PiaseBs'd  my  frame  =  I  sought  that  lighted  eye— 
From  itfl  intense  and  searchina  Jiurity 
I  diank  in  mrni  .'—I  qoestion'd  ^f  t^.™""— ,  . 
Of  the  hnsh'd,  Blttrry  shi.res  their  footsteps  Iread, 
And  I  was  answer'd  ;— if  remembmnce  there. 
With  dreamy  whlfpeis  fill  tne  imm.irtai  air ; 
If  ihou-hl,  heie  piled  from  many  a  lewel-heap. 
Be  trensui^  in  that  pen^iie  Inii'l  to  keen ;       ,  „    . 
If  love.  o'etswetpJnK  chi.ii^,  and  blight,  and  W»« 
Find  thcTt  the  music  of  his  home  at  last; 
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Too  rich  foraiiglit  so  Heeling! — L'lte  a  knell 
Swept  o'er  my  sense  its  clo-ing  words,  "  Farewell, 
On  earth  we  meet  no  more !" — and  all  wns  gone — 

TL*  ^-.\„  L^-„U,  ^^,*UJ  u-„™      .1 —  ,1 — :ll:„^  .?„_ 


The  fragile  c 

Brighllv,  conaumingly!    What  no»  m  il-il  ; 
A  ladea  world,  of  glory's  hues  bereft — 
A  void,  a  chain !— I  dwell  'midst  ihrongs,  apart. 
In  the  cold  silence  of  the  stranger's  heart ; 
A  fii'd,  immorlal  shadow  stiinds  between 
My  spitii  and  life's  fest  receding  scene  ; 
A  gift  hath  ecvet'd  me  from  human  ties, 
A  power  is  gone  from  all  earth's  melodies, 
Which  never  may  return :  their  chords  are  broken. 
The  music  of  another  hmd  hath  spoken- 
No  after-sound  is  sweet!— this  weary  thirst! 
And  I  have  heard  celeatiid  fountains  buiBl ! 
What  k4rt  shell  qutnch  ii  7 

DoBl  thou  not  rejoice. 
When  the  spring  sends  forth  an  awakening  voice 
Through  the  young  woods  J — Thou  dost ! — And  in  that  birth 
Of  early  leaves,  and  flowers,  and  songs  of  minli, 
Thooaandf,  like  thee,  find  gladness  '. — Could'at  thou  know 

How  every  breeze  then  au ~"  ' 

jid  beautv  ^i»  ^ 


How  all  the  tiehl  oTIove  and  beauty  shed 
By  those  rich  hoars,  bat  woos  m<  -     '     ' 

lite  onii)  beautiful  that  change  n 

The  only  loved  I— ths  dwellers  on  the  sliore 

Of  spring  fulBU'd  !— The  dead  '.—aluim  caU  we  so  » 

They  that  breathe  purer  air,  that  £^el,  that  know 

Things  wrapt  from  ns !— Away !— within  me  pent. 

That  which  is  barr'd  from  its  own  ekment 

Still  droops  orstrugglca ! — Bnt  the  day  vtitt  come — 

Over  the  deep  the  free  bird  iinds  its  home. 

And  the  stream  Lngers  "midst  the  rocks,  yet  greets 

The  sea  at  last ;  and  the  wiiig'd  (lower-seed  meets 

A  soil  to  rest  in : — shall  not  J,  loo,  be. 

My  spiril-lovB !  upborne  to  dwell  with  thee  ! 

Yea !  by  the  power  whom  conquering  anguish  stirr'd 

The  tomb,  whose  ray  beyund  trie  stars  was  heard, 

Whose  agony  of  triumph  won  thee  back 

1'hrough  the  dim  pnss  no  mortal  step  may  track. 

Yet  shall  we  meat !— that  glimpse  ol joy  divioe 

Proved  liiee  for  ever  and  fi^r  ever  mine  I 
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THE  LADY  OF  PROVENCE.* 


Did  give  her  danBcrs  gt^te."  JJohm 

The  war-nole  of  the  Saracen 
Was  on  the  winds  of  >> aiicej 
It  had  stili'd  the  harp  of  the  Troubadour, 
And  the  clash  of  the  tourney's  lance. 
The  Bound!;  oClhn  ecd,  and  the  sounds  of  the  night. 
And  the  noliuw  echoes  of  charge  and  flight, 
Were  around  Ciodldc,  as  she  knelt  to  pray 
iahty  iay. 


Unstin'd  hy  (he  ringing  trumpet's  breath, 

His  ehtoud  of  araior  wore. 
And  tbe  glimpses  ofmootilighl  (liat  went  and  ct 


Through  the  elouda  like  hursts  of  a  dving  flame, 
Gave  quivering  lite  to  the  eluinber  pale 
Of  stern  Ibrms  couch'd  in  their  tnnrble  mail. 


At  rest  on  the  tomte  of  the  knightly  race, 
The  silent  throngs  of  that  burial-place. 
They  were  imaged  there  with  helm  and  spear, 
Ab  leaders  in  niBuy  a  bold  career. 
And  haughty  tlieiratiltnesslook'd  and  higli. 
Like  a  sleep  whose  dreams  were  of  victory ; 
But  meekly  the  voice  of  the  lady  rose. 
Through  the  trophies  of  their  proud  repose  ; 
Meekly,  yet  fervently  calling  aown  aid. 
Under  their  banners  of  battle  she  pray'd  j 
With  her  pale  fair  brow,  and  her  eyea  ol  love. 
Upraised  to  the  Virgin's  portray'd  above. 
And  her  hair  flung  liaek,  till  it  swept  the  grave 
Of  B  Chatillon  wifli  its  gicamy  wove. 
And  her  fragile  frame,  at  every  blast. 
That  full  of  the  savap;e  nar-hom  pass'd, 
Tretnblhig,  as  trembfes  a  bird's  ijuick  heart, 
When  it  vainly  strives  ftom  its  cage  to  part — 
So  knell  she  in  her  woe  ; 
A  weeper  alone  vrith  the  tearless  dead — 
Oh!  thevrecknotofteara  o'er  their  quiet  shed. 
Or  the  dust  had  sttrr'd  below  1 


wild  wind's ; 
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]s  her  lord  relum'd  with  his  conqueriils  biiiils! 

--"Hast  ihou  been  on  ihe  lid d  f— Art  ihou  con 
~->'  From  the  siaughler,  ludy  ! — All,  all  is  lusl '. 
Qui  tannera  are  laken,  oitr  knights  Inid  low. 
Our  epearinen  chased  by  ihe  Piiyniin  ibe  ; 
And  fliy  lord,"  hia  voice  look  a  sadder  sound — 
"  Thy  liird — he  is  not  on  ihe  biwwiy  ground  I 
There  are  ihose  who  tell  that  Ihe  leader's  plume 
Was  eeeti  on  the  flight  ihraush  the  galheiinti:  glooi 
— A  change  o'er  her  mien  and  her  spirit  jiaaa'd ; 
She  roled  the  heart  which  had  beat  so  bsE, 
She  dash'd  the  tears  from  her  kindhngeye, 
Wiih  a  glance,  aa  of  sudden  mynlly ; 
The  proud  blood  sprang  in  a  fiery  How, 


And  fear  not  to  say  that  their  son  halh  ned ! 
— Away  I  he  is  lying  bv  lance  and  sliield, — 
Pomt  me  the  path  10  his  battle-field  1" 

The  sliadows  of  the  forest 
Are  about  the  lady  now ; 

She  is  hurrying  through  llie  roidnight  on, 
Benealh  the  dark  piiie-bough. 
There's  a  murmur  of  omens  in  every  leaf. 
There's  a  wail  in  the  stream  like  tiie  dirge  ol  a  chief  i 
The  branches  that  rock  to  the  tempest-slrile. 
Are  groaning  like  things  of  troubled  tile  ; 
'The  wind  from  the  battle  seems  rushing  by 
With  a  funeral-march  through  Iho  gloomy  sky ; 
The  pathway  is  rugged,  ana  wild,  and  long, 
But  her  frame  in  the  daring  of  love  is  strong, 
And  her  soul  as  on  swelling  seaa  npbome. 
And  ^ed  all  Jearful  things  to  scorn. 
And  fearful  things  were  around  her  spread. 
When  she  reach  d  tho  field  of  the  warrior-dead : 
There  lay  tho  noble,  the  raliant,  low- 
Ay  !  but  line  word  speaks  of  dreper  woe  : 
There  lay  tlie  ioued-— on  oach  fallen  head 
Mothers  vain  blessings  and  teara  had  shed  ; 
Sisters  were  watching  in  many  a  home 
For  the  fetlet'd  Ibotstep,  no  more  to  come  ; 
Nntnes  in  the  priiyer  of  that  niglit  ivere  E|ioken, 
Whose  cluini  nnio  kindrad  pr:iyer  was  broken  ; 
And  the  fire  vran  heup'd,  and  the  bright  wine  iiour'd] 
Fw  those,  now  needuig  nor  hoiirlli  nor  lioard  ; 
Only  a  re<]uieni,  a  shroud,  a  knell, 
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SQently,  wiih  lipscorapre"s'd, 

Pale  handa  clnap'd  above  her  breasl, 

Siately  brow  of  anguish  high, 

De:ithlike  cheek,  but  dannQess  eve  ; 

SiJenlly,  o'er  thru  red  plain, 

Moved  tlio  lady  'midsl  iho  slain. 
Sometimes  it  seem'd  sa  a  tharging  cry, 
Or  ine  ringing  iramp  of  a  steed,  came  nigh  ; 
Sometimes  a  blast  of  the  Paynim  bom, 
Sudden  and  sbril  from  the  moantains  borne ; 
And  her  maidens  trembled  ;  bui  on  Abt  ear 
No  meaning  feli  with  thaae  Eounda  of  fear ; 
They  liad  leas  of  maatery  to  sliahs  her  now. 
Than  the  quivering,  crewiiiie,  of  an  aspen  bough. 
Slie  Beatch  d  into  many  an  uncli^ed  eye, 
That  loolt'd,  without  Boul,  to  the  starry  sky  ; 

She  lifted  up  helmet  and  cloven  crest— 

Not  there,  not  there  he  lay  I 
*  Lead  where  the  most  hath  been  dared  and  done, 
Where  the  heart  <tf  the  battle  hath  bled,— lead  on!" 
And  the  vassal  took  the  way. 
He  (um'd  to  a  dark  and  lonely  tree 
That  waved  o'er  a  fountain  retl ; 
Oh  !  swiftest  there  had  the  currents  free 

From  noble  veins  been  shed. 
Thickest  there  the  spear-heads  gleam'd 
And  the  sootter'd  plumoge  alreaui'd. 
And  the  broken  shields  were  lose'd. 
And  the  abiver'd  lances  croas'd. 
And  the  mail-clad  sleepars  round 
Made  the  harvest  of  that  ground. 
He  was  there  I  iJie  leader  omidst  his  band 
Where  the  lliithlul  had  made  their  last  vain  statiu: 
He  waa  there !  but  aiTeclion's  glance  alone 
The  datkly-chnnged  in  that  hour  had  known ; 
With  a  fiilehion  yet  in  h's  cold  Jiand  grasp'd. 
And  a  banner  offrnnce  to  his  bosom  clasp'd. 
And  the  form  that  of  conflict  bore  fearful  trace. 
And  the  face— oh  I  speak  not  of  that  dead  foce  ! 
As  it  lay  to  answer  love's  look  no  more. 
Yet  never  eo  proudly  loved  befurc ! 
SliB  quell'd  m  her  soul  the  deep  floods  of  woe. 
The  time  was  not  yet  fjr  iheu-  waves  to  flow  ; 
She  felt  the  fall  presence,  the  might  of  death. 
Yet  there  came  no  sob  with  lier  struggling  breath. 
And  a  proud  smile  shone  o'er  her  aile  despair. 
As  she  turned  to  his  followers^"  Your  lord  is  there 
Look  on  hiiri !  know  him  by  'cnrf  awl  crest  !— 
;i  Bearliim  away  with  hls.-^ijTa  to  tciiT 
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Another  day,  another  night, 
And  the  sailor  on  the  Seep 
Hears  the  low  cliant  ofafuneial  rite 
From  ihe  lordly  chapel  sweep. 
It  comes  with  a  broken  and  muffled  tune. 
As  if  that  lite  were  in  terror  done : 
Yet  the  song  'midst  the  seas  hath  a  thriMiii; 
And  he  knows  'tis  a  cbiefUin's  burial  hour 


_leallhy  tread, 

.„    a  the  noble  deacf : 
Sheath^l  in  armor  of  the  field- 
Only  his  wait  face  reveal'd. 
Whence  the  Htill  end  solemn  gleam 
Doth  a  Btrange  sod  uoniraat  seem 
To  lbs  anxious  eyea  of  that  pole  band. 
With  torches  wavering  in  every  hand, 
For  they  dread  each  moment  the^out  ufw; 
And  the  barst  of  iha  Moiilem  flc;imitar 
There  k  no  plumed  head  o'er  the  bier  to  bend. 
No  brother  <a  battle,  no  princely  fiiend : 
No  sound  cornea  back  like  the  sound  of  voro. 
Unto  sweeping  swords  (rom  the  marble  floor  j 
&[  the  red  fountain  the  valiant  lie. 
The  flower  of  Frovensal  chivalry  ; 
But  one  free  Hlep,  and  one  lofty  Iieart, 
Bear  through  that  scene  to  the  laai  their  part. 
She  hath  led  the  death-train  of  the  brave. 
To  the  verge  of  big  own  aneeHlml  grave  ; 
She  hath  held  o'er  her  spuit  long  rigid  sway, 
Bm  the  slra^Bling  passion  must  now  have  way ; 
In  the  cheek,Ti^f  Been  thionah  her  mourning  vei 


does  the  swift  Uoodflush  aiid  bk ; 
e  on  the  Up  is  lingeiing  still, 
rfiakes  as  a  flame  to  the  hlaat  might  thrill ; 


Bui  i(  sh „  ^^  „,„^  ,„ 

Anguish  and  triumph  are  met  at  etri^, 
Rendmg  the  cords  of  her  frail  young  life  ; 
And  ahe  sinks  at  last  on  her  warrior's  bier, 
Lining  her  voice,  as  if  death  might  hear. — 
"  I  won  thy  fiimo  from  the  breath  of  wrong 
Mysoulhalhfisenforthy  glory  strong! 
Now  call  me  hence,  by  thy  side  to  be, 
The  world  thou  leav'st  has  no  place  for  me. 
The  l^hl  goes  with  thee,  the  joy,  the  worth— 
Faithfiil  and  tender !    Oh !  call  me  forth ! 
Give  me  my  home  on  thy  noble  hearty— 
Well  have  we  loved,  let  us  both  depart  !"— 
And  pale  on  the  breast  of  th:>  dead  she  lar. 
The  living  cheek  to  ih^'  oheek  of  clay  ; 


l^iOOglc 


f  INEZ  DE  CASTRO. 


The  living  cheek !— Oh !  it  was  not  ill  va 
Thai  sirile  of  Oie  spiril  to  tend  its  chain ; 
She  ia  there  at  rest  in  her  place  of  pnde, 
In  death  how  qaeen-like— a  glonoua  tinde 


She  might  not  linge^-a  weary  thing, 
A  dove  with  no  home  Ibr  its  hrokeii  wing, 
Tlutiwn  on  the  harshness  of  alien  skies, 
That  know  not  its  own  land's  melodies. 


THB  CORONATION  O 


Theee  was  muMC  en  the  midnight : 

From  a  royal  fane  it  roll'd. 
And  a  miglity  hell,  each  pause  hetween. 

Sternly  and  slowly  toll  d. 
Strange  was  their  muigling  in  the  shy. 

It  hnsh'd  the  listener's  breath  ; 
For  the  music  spoke  of  iiiumph  high. 

The  lonely  hell,  of  death. 
There  was  hurrying  through  the  midnigln 

But  ihey  fell  with  a  muAed  iearfilneffl 

Along  the  shadowy  sUBel ; 
And  flufter,  Ihinter,  grew  then'  tread, 

As  it  neaed  the  minatec  gate. 
Whence  a  broad  nnd  solemn  light  was  sbea 

from  a  scene  of  royal  state. 
Full  glow'd  tlic  strong  red  radiance 

In  the  centre  ol  the  nave, 
Where  the  folds  of  a  pnrple  canopy 

Swept  down  in  many  a  wnvo; 
Loading  the  marhle  pavement  old 

With  a  weight  of  gorgeona  gloom, 
For  something  lay  'midst  their  fretted  gold. 

Like  a  shadow  of  the  tomb. 
And  within  that  rich  pavillion. 
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SONGS  OF  THE  AFFECTIONS. 

Scem'd  with  no  pulae  benealli  lo  llirill, 

SosloneliliewBsitsresl! 
But  a  peal  of  lordly  music 

FiiOOk  e'en  the  dusl  below. 
When  :be  burning  gold  of  the  diadem 

Was  set  on  lier  pallid  brow! 
Then  died  av.-By  that  haughly  sound, 

And  from  [lie  encircling  band 
Slenp'd  prince  and  ehief,^inidst  the  huali  profound- 

With  homage  to  her  hand. 


Wl ^ 

Did  not  a  queenly  grace. 

Under  the  parted  ebon  huir. 

Sit  on  the  pale  elill  face  7 

Death!  death!  canEt  fAou be  lovely 

Unto  the  eye  of  life  1 
Is  not  each  pulse  of  the  quick  hish  breaal 

With  thy  cold  mien  at  Birife  1 
— It  WD8  a  aCntnge  and  fearful  fdgbl. 

The  crnwn  npon  that  head. 
The  elorioua  rubes,  and  the  blaze  of  light. 

AlTgather'd  round  the  Dead ! 
And  beside  her  stood  in  silence 


Watchins  the  homaee  done. 

By  the  land's  flower  and  chivalr 

To  her,  his  maityr'd  one. 


I?  glance  < 
;al1iieeeqi 


Though  uomelhing,  v 

Of  her  beauty  still  \>ub  mcie, 
Its  hues  were  all  of  that  shadowy  place. 

It  waa  not  for  him  lo  bear. 
Alas!  the  crown,  the  Bceplro, 

The  treasures  of  the  farth, 
And  the  priceless  love  that  pour'd  those  gilie. 

Alike  of  wnsted  worlh  ! 
ITie  riles  are  dosed :— bear  batk  (he  dead 

Unto  the  chamber  deep  l 


.ibVGbogIc' 


ITALIAN  .ilRL'S  HYMN  TO  THE  VIRGIN. 

Lay  down  ajrain  the  royal  head, 

Dust  witli  ihe  dusl  to  sleep '. 
There  is  music  on  the  midnighl— 

A  reqaiem  sad  and  slow, 
As  the  mourners  through  the  eounding  aisle 

In  dark  procession  go  ; 
And  the  ring  of  state,  and  the  starry  crown, 

And  ali  the  rich  ttttay, 
Are  borne  to  tlie  house  of  silence  down, 

With  her,  that  queen  of  clay 
And  tearleraly  and  firmly 

Kinir  Pedro  led  the  train ; 
Gut  ha  &ce  was  wrapt  in  his  folding  robe. 

When  they  iower'd  ihe  dust  again, 
'Tis  hush'd  at  last  tJie  lomi)  above, 

Hymns  die,  and  steps  depart  •- 
Who  call'd  thee  strong  as  Death,  O  Loral 

Mightier  thou  wast  and  art. 


ITALIAN  GIltL'S  HY.MN  TO  THE  V 


In  tho  deep  hour  of  dreams. 
Through  the  dai^t  woods,  atid  past  the  m 

AniTby  tlie  star-light  gleams. 
Mother  of  sorrows '.  lo,l  come  to  thee  ! 

Unto  thy  shtine  I  bear 
Night-blowing  fiowers,  like  my  own  hea 

All,  all  utifolded  there. 
Beneath  the  meekness  of  thy  pitying  eyi 

For  ihon,  that  once  did'sl  move. 
In  thy  still  beanty^through  at 

''lo'th^e  ] 


Were  the  thoughts  foliled  in  thy  siletit  breaal ; 

Thou,  too,  could'Bt  watch  and  weep — 
Hear,  gentlest  mother  I  hear  a  heart  oppreaa'd  ! 


Bearing  one  from  me  o^r  the  lestlesa  wave : 

Oh  net  thy  soft  eye  mark 
His  course  -/—be  with  him,  holieat,  guide  and  si 


My  soul  is  on  dial  way ; 
[y  ihoughls  are  travellera  o'l 
Tbrougb  ihe  long  weary  di 


My  ihoughls 

Through  ih 
I  walk,  tfer^adow'd  by 

Aid  him — and  me,  too,  aid  ! 
Oh!  'UB  not  well,  this  earthly  love's  escesa! 

Onthy  weak  child  ia  laid 
Tiie  hurden  of  too  deep  a  teiidemesa. 

Too  moch  o'er  him  is  pour'd 
My  beiiig^  hope — scarce  leasing  Heaven  a  part 

Too  teariully  adored, 
Oh  I  make  not  him  ihe  chaslener  of  my  heart ! 


_  I  tremble  wilha 


Of  grief  to  he  ; — 1  hear  a 

&weet  mother!  ca" 
This  wild  idolatry  nr 

ThetronhiedjoyofUfe, 
Love's  lightning  happiness,  myeouj  hath  known; 

And,  worn  withfeverish  strife. 
Would  fold  its  winga  ;  take  back,  take  back  liiine  own  ! 

Hark !  how  the  wind  swept  by ! 

The  tempest's  voice  eonies  rolling  o'er  the  wave- 
Hope  of  the  sailor's  ej-c. 

And  maiden's  heart,  blest  mother,  guide  and  save  I 


TO  A  DBFARTKD  SPIRIT. 

FaoM  the  bright  stars,  or  from  the  vi 

ii_  r_ mg  world  unreach'd  by  h . 

et  spirit!  if  thy  home  be  there, 


Or  from  some  world  unreach'd  by  human  thoaght, 
D_L_:. ._.:-;.i  :i-.i,..  1 — ^e  be  th — 


Have  we  not  communed  hers  of  life  and  dealhl 
Have  we  not  sold  that  love,  such  love  as  ours, 
Was  not  to  peri^  us  a  rose's  breath, 
To  melt  away,  like  song  from  festal  bowers  i 

Thine  eye's  last  light  was  mine— t!ie  soul  that  shone 
InteDsely,  mournfully,  through  gathering  haxe — 
Did'at  thou  bear  with  thee  to  the  shore  unknown, 
Nought  d'  what  lived  in  that  long,  earnest  gaie  ! 


Itell'd  through  the  tempest  cf  the  porting  strife, 
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la  the  still  noontide,  in  ihe  annset's  Jiu^, 
In  Ihe  dead  hour  ofnighl,  when  thought  crows  deep. 
When  the  heart's  phantoms  from  the  darEness  rush, 
FearfcUy  beautiful,  lo  strive  with  sleep— 

Spirit!  then  ajiswer  me ! 

Ey  the  remembrance  of  oar  blended  prayer; 
mingUn^ni   '     ' 

eathles! . 

Oh  I  if  thy  buried  love  make  no  reply. 
What  Toioe  has  earth ! — flear,  pity,  apeak, 


THE  CHAMOIS  HUNTER'S  LOVE. 

I  love  him !"— Crcij. 

Thy  heart  is  in  the  upper  world,  where  fleet  the  chamois 
bonnda,  [sounds ; 

Thy  heart  ia  where  the  mounlain-fir  !,haliea  to  the  torrents 
And  where  the  snow-peaks  gleam  like  staia,  through  the  sliil- 
nesB  of  the  nir,  l'^  'here  ; 

And  where  the  Lnuwine's*  peal  is  heard— Hunter !  ihy  heart 
I  know  thou  lov-sl  me  well,  dear  friend '.  but  better,  better  far, 
Tliou  lov'sl  ihnt  high  and  haughty  lile,  with  tocks  and  stornia 

In  the  gteen  sunny  vales  with  me,  thy  spirit  would  but  pine. 
And  yet  I  will  be  thine  my  love  !  and  yet  I  will  be  thme ! 
And  I  will  not  seek  to  woo  thee  doivn  irom  those  thy  native 

lieights, 
With  the  sweet  song,  our  land's  own  song,  of  pastoral  delights ; 
For  thou  must  live  as  eagles  live,  thy  path  is  not  as  mine, 
And  yet  I  will  he  thine,  my  love !  and  yet  I  will  be  thine. 
And  I  will  leave  my  blessed  home,  my  father's  joyouahearlb, 


With  all  the  voices  meeting  there  in  tendemesaand  mirth. 
With  all  the  kind  and  laughing  eyes,  that  in  its  "-  '--'-■  -'■■ 
'To  sit  fotaaken  in  thy  hut,  yetlinow  that  thou  i 


A'.oot^lc 


MB  S0.NG8  OP  THE  AFFECTIONa. 

Thcil'l  ra'aTaway  foMLe™r  thee.'Sfi  rpcklei'^as'^rfiou  arl  1 
Wilh  iremblingB  and  with  vigils  lone,  I  bind  myself  to  dwell, 
Yet,  yet  1  would  not  change  ^lal;  lot,  oh  no  I  I  love  loo  well ! 

A  mournful  thing  is  love  which  grows  to  one  so  wild  as  thou, 
Wilh  that  bright  rcetl^sanesa  of  rye,  that  (ameless  fire  of  brow! 
Mournful ! — but  dearer  far  I  call  its  miiigifd  fear  and  pride. 
And  the  trouble  of  ila  happiness,  than  aught  on  earth  beaide. 

To  listen  for  thy  step  in  vain,  to  start  at  every  breath. 
To  watch  through  long  long  nights  of  storm,  to  sleep  and 
dream  of  death, 

And  yel  I  wdl  be  (liinc,  my  love !  and  yet  1  will  be  thine ! 

TliBt  I  may  greet  Iheo  from  thine  Alps,  when  tlience  than 

comest  at  last, 
That  I  may  hear  tliy  thrilling  voice  tell  o'er  each  danger  past. 
That  I  may  kneel  and  pray  Tor  Ihee,  and  win  thee  aid  divine. 
For  tills  1  will  be  thine,  my  love  I  for  this  I  wilt  be  thine  I 


In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  luy  dead  ; 
In  the  darkness  of  the  foreet-boughs 

A  lonely  path  I  tread- 
But  my  heart  is  hi^  ond  fearleffi, 

As  by  mighty  wings  unborne  ; 
The  mountain  eagleTiath  not  plumes 

Bo  strong  as  love  and  scorn. 
I  have  reiaed  thee  irom  the  grave-fod. 

By  the  white  man's  path  defiled  ; 
On  10  th'  ancestral  vrifdemess, 

I  bear  thy  dust,  my  child ! 
I  have  ask'd  the  ancient  deserts 

To  give  my  dead  a  place. 
Where  the  stately  fboiatepa  of  the  free 

Alone  ahould  leave  a  tiacc. 


atUc"uU.^JTn  /he  X^*  of ^M^^ 

Tudar'l   Letters  oa  Uic  Entlent  Slala  if 


G  OF  EMIGRATION. 

.  a,  bring  us  back  thine  own !" 
And  (he  flreama  from  all  [he  hunters'  bill* 

Rush'd  with  an  echoing  [one. 
Thou  Ehalt  rest  by  sounding  waien 

That  yet  untamed  may  mil; 
The  voices  of  ihat  ehainlesa  host 

With  joy  shall  fill  ihy  soul. 
In  the  silence  of  [he  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead, 
Where  the  arrows  of  my  fiither's  bow 

Their  falcon  flight  have  sped. 
I  have  left  the  spoilere"  dwellings 

For  evermore  behind  ; 
Unmingled  with  theu-  household  sounds. 

Fur  me  shall  sweep  the  wind. 
Alone,  amidst  tlipir  hcatlh-fires, 

I  walch'd  my  child's  deciy. 
Uncheer'd,  I  saw  ihci  spiril-lighl 

From  his  young  eyes  iade  oway. 
When  his  head  sank  on  my  bosom, 

When  the  death-deep  o'er  him  fell. 
Was  there  one  to  say,  "  A  friend  is  nearl' 

There  was  none  !^>a!e  race,  ferewell ! 
To  the  forests,  to  the  cedars, 

To  the  warrior  and  his  bow, 
Back,  back '. — I  bore  Ihee  laughing  thence, 

I  bear  tliee  slumbering  now  ! 
1  bear  ihee  unto  burisl 

With  the  mighjy  huntera  gone  ; 
I  shall  hear  tliee  in  the  forest-breeze 

Thou  will  ^leafc  of  joy,  my  son '. 
In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead  -, 
Bui  my  liearl  is  strong,  my  slcn  ia  fleet, 

My  father's  path  I  tread. 


SONG  OF  EMIGRATION. 

Thehe  was  heard  a  soiig  on  the  chiming  se'a, 
A  mingled  breathing  of  grief  and  glee  ; 
Man'a  voice,  onbroken  by  sighs,  was  there, 
Filling  with  triumrih  the  snuny  air  ; 
Offresh green ImdH, and  ^jf  p'stures  new, 
It  sang,  while  thi-  haik  throiigli  the  euiE«s  flew. 
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BONOS  OF  THE  AFPECTIONa. 


•"  Away,  awsy  o'er  Ihe  foaming  main !" 
This  was  ihe  free  and  Ihe  joyous  strain, 
"  There  are  clearer  skies  than  ours,  afar. 
We  will  ehape  our  course  by  a  brighter  star  j 
There  are  piaina  whose  verdure  no  foot  hath  preBs'd, 
And  whose  wealth  is  all  for  the  first  brave  gueal," 

"But,  alas!  that  we  should  go," 

Sang  tiie  ^rewell  voices  then, 
"  From  the  liomesleads,  warm  and  low. 

By  the  brook  itnd  in  ihe  glen !" 

"  We  will  rear  new  homes  under  trees  thai  glow, 
As  if  gems  were  the  fruitage  of  every  bough  : 
O'er  our  white  walla  we  will  train  the  vine. 
And  sit  in  its  shadow  at  day's  decline  ; 
And  watch  our  herds,  as  they  range  at  will 
Through  the  green  savannas,  all  bright  and  BtiU.' 

"  But  woe  for  that  sweet  shfidc 
Of  the  flowering  orchard-tiBea, 

Where  first  out  children  play'd 
'Midst  the  birds  and  honey-bees !" 

"  All,  all  our  own  shall  the  forests  be. 

As  to  the  bound  of  the  roebuck  free  '. 

None  shall  say, '  Hither,  no  further  pass  ! ' 

We  will  track  each  step  through  the  wavy  eru«  i 

We  will  chase  ihe  elk  in  hia  speed  and  might. 

And  bring  proud  spoils  to  the  hearth  at  night 

"Bui  oh!  llie  grey  church-tower. 
And  the  sonnd  of  Sabboth-bell, 

And  tlie  abelter'd  garden-bower, 
We  have  bid  Ihem  all  fereweU  !" 

"  We  will  give  the  names  of  our  fearless  race 
To  each  bnght  river  whose  course  we  trace  j 
We  will  leave  our  memory  with  mounts  and  floods. 
And  (he  path  of  our  daring  in  boundless  woods  I 
And  our  works  unto  many  a  lake's  green  shore, 
Where  the  Indian's  graves  lay,  alone,  before." 

"  Bui  who  shall  teach  the  flowers. 

Which  our  children  loved,  w  dweU 
In  ft  soil  that  is  not  outsi 

—Home,  home  and  friends,  fiirewell '" 
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THE  KING  OF  AifKAGON'S  LAMENT  FOR  H13  BRdTHER. 
"  If  I  could  aeo  him,  it  were  well  ivllh  me  I" 

TuEEG  were  lights  and  Bounds  of'  revelling  in  llie  vai^uisli'd 

ciCf'a  bails. 
As  by  niglit  the  feasl:  of  viclory  was  held  wilhin  j[3  walls ;     ■ 
And  the  conquerors  till'd  the  wine-cup  high,  after  yeare  of 

bright  blood  shed ;  [the  dead. 

But  their  lord,  the  King  of  Arragon,  'midst  the  triumph,  wuii'd 

Ho  look'd  down  from  the  fortress  won,  on  the  tents  and  lowers 


Bat  his  heart,  'midst  that  proud  music,  lelt  more  utterly  alone 

And  he  cried, "  Tiiou  art  mine,  thir  city  !  thou  city  of  the  sea 
But,  oh!  what  portion  uf  delight  is  mine  ut  last  in  thee  7— 
1  am  lonely  'midst  thy  palaces,  while  the  gl.id  waves  past  then 
roll,  ( soul 

And  the  soft  breath  of  thine  orange-bowers  is  mourniiil  to  mj 

"  My  brother  I  oh,  my  brother !  tliou  art  gone — the  true  ant 


"  In  the  desert,  in  the  battle,  in  ihe  ouean-teiiipest's  wrath, 
We  stood  together, side  byside;one  hope  was  ours — one  path; 
Thou  hast  wrapp'd  ine  in  liiy  soldier'a  cloak,  diou  bust  tenced 
me  with  thy  breast ;  [end  best  1 

Thou  hastwateli'd  besiJe  myconcliofpaiii — oh!  bravest  heart 


a  dull  sad  world  they 

shine; 

1  hear  the  vo 

c  in  whose  kind  tone  my 

Ibimd  reply  !- 

Oh,  brolJier! 

lliave  bought  100  dearth 

owpagnanlry! 

"IhavehosB 

,  anil  gallant  iieeta,  to  sp 

ead 

ny  glory  and  my 

And  chie's 

0  lead  them  fearlessly ;  my  / 

end  hath  pa;ss'd 

ion  Qtbi>  brother. 

"Cbj^t^-r^^ 

For  the  kindly  look,  Ihe  woid  of  cheer,  my  heart  may  thirst  in 

And  the  tace  thativas  as  light  to  mine— it  cannot  eome  again  I 

"  I  have  made  thy  blood,  thy  fnithfui  blood,  the  oficring  for  a 

With  love,  which  earth  bestows  not  twice,  I  have  purchased 
How  often  will  my  weary  heart  'inidat  the  sounds  oi' triumph  die. 
When  I  think  of  thee,  my  htother !  thou  Huwer  of  chivalry ! 

"lanilonely — lam  lonely!  thisrestisevenaadi.ath  !  [breath; 
Let  me  hear  agam  the  ringing  spears,  anu  [uc  Laiiic-irtmpGt'a 
Let  rae  see  the  fiery  charter  loam,  and  Ihe  royal  baimer  wave, 
Bm  where  an  ihou,  my  brother  I  where  i — in  thy  low  and 

early  grave !" 
And  louder  swell'd  the  songs  of  joy  through  that  victorious 

night,  [light: 

And  iaster  Sow'd  the  red  wine  fordi,  by  the  stars'  and  torches 
But  low  and  deep,  amidst  the  mirth,  was  heard  ilii:  cuiiquetor's 

"My  brother  I  oh,  my  brother!   best  and  bravest!  thou  an 


THE  KETORN. 

"  Hasi  thou  come  widi  the  heart  of  thy  childhood  back  i 

The  free,  the  pure,  ihe  kind  I" 
— So  Qiurmur'd  tlie  trees  iii  my  homeward  track. 

As  they  play'd  to  the  mountain  wind. 
"Hath  thy  soul  been  trae  to  ils  early  love!" 

Whisper'd  my  native  streams ; 
"  Hath  ihe  spuit  nursed  amidst  hill  and  grove, 

StiU  revered  ils  lirst  high  dreams  t" 
"  Hast  thou  borne  in  (by  bosom  the  holy  prayer 

Of  the  chUd  in  Ills  parent  halls  !" 
— Thus  breathed  a  voice  on  the  thrilling  air. 


Wilh  the  fether's  blessing  o^er  thee  shed. 
With  the  mother's  trusting  eye  i" 

—Then  my  tears  gush'd  ibrth  in  sudden  tain. 
As  I  answer'd— "  O,  ye  shades ! 

[  bring  not  niy  childhood's  heart  a^ain 
To  the  freedom  of  your  glades. 

"  1  have  tnm'd  from  my  firai  pure  love  aside, 
O  bright  and  happy  sireaiiis  I 


liLWit  Biter  light,  in  my  soul  linve  died 

The  liny-spring's  glorious  dreams. 
"  And  (Jie  holy  prayer  from  my  thoughls  halh  pi 

The  prayst  at  my  mother's  knee  ; 
Darken'd  and  ironbled  1  came  at  last, 

Home  of  my  boyish  glee  I 
"  But  I  bear  from  my  childhood  a  gift  of  leara, 

Toiolienand  alone; 
And  oh  !  ye  sociies  of  those  bless'd  years. 

They  shall  make  me  again  your  own." 


THE  VAUDOIS-  WIFE. 


Oh !  by  that  retrospect  or  hflpulDess, 
And  b;  the  hopes  of  ^n  immi>rtHl  trust. 
Gud  BUalL  at&uaffe  thy  pan^,  when  I  am  laid  In  du3(. 

Thv  voice  is  in  mine  ear,  beloved ! 
Thy  look  ia  in  my  h 


Earth  on  my  soul  is  strong — loo  strong— 

Too  precious  is  its  chain, 
Alt  woven  of  thy  love,  deni  friend. 

Yet  vam — though  mighty — vain  ! 
Thou  aee'st  mme  eye  grow  dim,  beloved  i 

Thou  see'st  iny  hfe-blood  flow. 
Bow  to  the  chaslener  silently. 

And  calmly  let  me  go  I 
A  little  while  between  our  hearts 

The  shadowy  gulf  must  lie, 
Vet  have  we  tor  their  communing 

Still,  still  Eternity  I 
Alas  1  thy  tears  are  on  my  cheek. 

My  spirit  tliey  detain  ; 
I  know  tliat  from  thine  ai^ny 

Is  wriuig  ihnt  burning  rain. 


t:,C00t^lc 


S0NQ8  OP  THE  APFECTIONa. 
Best,  kindesl,  weep  not ;— make  the  phom 

The  bitter  conflict,  le^- 
Oh !  sad  it  is,  and  yet  a  joy, 

To  feel  thy  love'a  excess! 
Bnt  calm  thee  l    Let  the  tliought  of  deltdi 

A  solemn  peace  restore ! 
The  voice  that  must  be  silent  soon. 

Would  speat  to  tliee  once  more, 
That  thou  may'sl  beat  its  blesang  on 

Through  years  of  after  lile — 
A  token  of  consoling  love. 

Even  from  this  hour  of  strife. 
I  bleM  thee  lor  the  noble  heart. 

The  lender,  and  th?  true. 
Where  mine  hath  found  the  happiest  test 

That  e'er  fond  woman's  Imew  : 
[  bless  thee,  Giithful  triend  and  guide. 

For  my  own,  my  treasured  sMre, 
In  the  mournful  secrets  of  thy  soul. 

In  ihy  EOtrow,  in  thy  prayer. 

I  bless  ibee  tor  kind  looks  and  words 


A  gladness  ei 
For  Ifie  voice  wluch  ne'er  to  mine  replie 

Bat  in  kindly  tones  of  cheer  ; 
For  every  spring  of  happiness 

My  soul  hath  tasted^  here ! 
I  bless  thee  for  the  last  rich  boon 

Won  from  affection  tried, 
The  right  to  gaie  on  death  with  thee, 

To  perish  by  thy  side ! 
And  yet  more  for  the  glorious  hope 

Fven  lo  these  moments  given — 
Did  not  lA^  spirit  ever  lift 

The  trast  of  mine  to  Heaven  7 
Now  be  thoa  strong '.     Oh,  knew  we  no 

Our  path  must  lead  to  this  1 
A  shadow  and  a  trembling  still 

Were  mingled  with  our  oiiss ! 
We  plighted  our  young  hearts  when  stot 

were  dark  upon  the  sky. 
In  full,  deep  knowledge  ot  their  task 

To  Eufliir  and  to  die  '. 
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THE  (JCBItrLI.A   l,KADER  B  VOW. 

A  spirit  "midsl  the  cavea  to  dwell, 

A  token  CXI  the  air. 
To  rouBe  the  valiant  from  repose. 

The  Tainting  from  deapaii. 
Hear  it  and  bear  thou  on,  my  love ! 

Ay,  joyoualy  endure ! 

Liviol;ite  snd  pure ; 
There  must  our  god  be  worshipp'd  stili 

Wilhtheworahipofthefree; 
Farewell ! — Iheie's  hm  /me  pang  in  dealh, 

One  only,— leaving  tliee  '. 


THE  GUERILLA  LEADER'S  VOW 


Of  emothet'd  vengeance  heard  : 
But  the  ashes  of  n  tuin'd  home 

ThrilI'd,  as  it  sternly  rose, 
Withmineling  voiee  nl  blood  that  shook 

The  midnight's  dark  repose. 
1  breathed  it  not  o'er  kingly  tomb«, 

But  where  my  children  lay, 
And  the  awrlled  vulture,  at  mv  step, 

Soar'd  from  their  precious  elay. 
'    midst  my  dead  alone — 

Inour'd, 

){ that  horn 

My  spirit  on  my  nwosd. 
The  roof-tree  fallen,  the  smouldeiitig  floor, 

The  blacken'd  thre^old -stone. 
The  hright  hair  lorn,  and  soil'd  wilh  blood 

Whose  fountain  wna  my  own ; 
These,  and  the  everlssliiig  hills, 

Ikire  wiines  that  wild  night : 
Before  them  rose  th'  avenger's  eoul, 

In  crush'd  affection's  might. 
The  stars,  the  searching  ators  of  heaven,  • 

With  keen  looka  would  upliraid, 
If  from  my  heart  the  fiery  vow. 
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The  ted  wavea'ihat  nnstuinM  were  borne— 
Uowhath  uif  laiih  been  kepi? 

And  other  eyes  are  on  my  soul, 
Thai  never,  never  dose, 

The  sad,  sweet  glances  of  tlie  lost- 
They  leave  me  no  repose. 


Full,  full  or  luve  and  hoi 
Al»s!  the  mountain  eagle's  bean. 

When  wrong'J,  may  y«  find  rest 
Scorning  llie  place  made  desolate, 

He  f«eks  another  nest, 
Bui  I— your  sofi  louks  wake  the  thir 


they  shine 


'eloved!  oh!  ttill,  I  know  that  st ^.„.t 

I  have  left  all  Uiings  with  thy  dust  to  dwell 
ThroTigh  thtot  dim  nisles  in  dreams  of  thee  to  mve: 
-This  is  my  home! 
Speak  to  me  in  the  thrilling  mhisler's  gloom ! 

Speak  !  ihoa  haac  died,  nnd  sent  me  no  tarewell ' 
I  wdl  not  ihrink ;— oh '  mighty  is  the  lomb 
Bm  one  thing  mightier,  which  it  caimoi  qaell. 
This  woman's  heart '. 
TTus  lone,  full,  fmaile  heart !  the  strong  alone 

In  love  and  grief-of  both  the  burning  shrine  '■ 
Thou,  my  soul's  friend  !  w-ith  Brief  iinsl  surely  done, 
Bal  with  the  love  which  made  ihy  spirit  mme, 
Say,  could'st  ihou  part ! 
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1  hear  the  rusllinj:;:  barincra ;  oncl  I  hear 

The  wind's  low  singing  ihraueh  the  fretted  Htotie  i 
1  hear  not  thee ;  and  yel  1  feel  thee  near— 

^Vhat  is  this  bound  that  keeps  dice  (torn  lhin«  aw 
Breathe  it  ftway! 
I  wail  thee— 1  ndjure  thee  I  hast  thou  known 

How  I  have  lovi'd  thee  i  eould'sl  thou  dream  it  al 
Am  I  not  here,  with  ni^t  and  death  Blone, 

Aud  leariug  not  ?  and  hath  my  Bpirit's  call 
O'er  thine  no  sway! 
Thou  cancl  not  come !  or  thus  I  should  not  weep ! 

Thy  love  is  deathless — but  no  longer  free  ! 
Soon  would  its  wing  triuniphanliy  o'ersweep 

The  viewless  barrier,  if  such  power  might  be, 
Soon,  soon,  and  faat ! 
But  I  shall  come  to  thee  '■  our  souls'  deep  dreaniB, 

Our  young  afiections,  have  not  gush'd  in  vain ; 
Soon  in  one  liile  shall  blend  the  sever'd  sn-eamB, 

The  worn  heart  brenk  its  bond&— arid  death  and  ] 
Be  with  the  paa[ ; 


THE  SISTERS  OF  SCIO. 


'Sister,  sweet  sister!  let  me  weep  awhile  ! 

Bear  with  me — give  the  sudden  passion  way ! 
Thoughts  of  our  own  lost  home,otu'  sunny  isle. 
Come,  as  a  wind  that  o'er  a  reed  hath  sway  ; 
Till  my  heart  dies  with  yeammgsand  sick  fears; 
Oh !  could  my  hfe  melt  from  me  in  these  tears ! 
"  Our  felher's  voice,  our  mother's  gentle  eye, 

.  Our  brother's  bounding  step — where  are  they,  where  I 
Desolate,  desolate  our  chambers  lie  1 

— How  hast  tkou  won  thy  spirit  from  despair  t 
O'er  mine  swift  shadows,  gusts  of  terror,  sweep  ,^— 
I  sink  avray — bear  with  me — let  me  weep!" 
™  Yes !  weep  my  sister  '■  weep,  till  from  thy  heart 
The  weight  flow  forth  in  tears !  yet  sink  thou  not ; 
1  bind  my  sorrow  to  a  lofty  pari, 

For  thee,  my  gentle  one  !  our  orphan  lot 
To  meet  in  quenchleffi  trust ;  my  suul  is  strong— 
Thou,  too,  wilt  rise  in  holy  mioht  ere  long. 
Vo',.  II.— 19 
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"A  breath  of  our  ftco  heavens  and  noble  sites. 

These  mantle  rae  with  power!  and  though  their  fires 

In  a  fmil  censer  briefly  may  be  shed, 
Yet  shall  they  light  as  onwaiil,  side  by  aide  f— 
Have  the  wild  birds,  and  have  not  we,  a  guide  1 
"  Cheer,  then,  beloved !  on  whose  meek  brow  is  set 

Our  mother's  image— in  whose  voice  a  loco, 
A  faint  sweet  soandof  hets  is  lingering  yet, 

An  echo  of  our  childhood's  music  gone  ; — 
Cheer  thee !  thy  sister's  heart  and  feiih  are  high : 
Our  path  is  one— with  thee  1  live  and  die !" 


BERNARDO  DEL  CAKPIO. 

[The  Mlebrsled  Spajiish  iihampion,  BernanJrj  del  Carplfi,  hnvina 
J^omanvlnefffcclual  efforls  to  procure  the  release  ot  his  father. 

iiruciive,  thai  ibe  men  of  the  land  gathered  round  the  Kintaud 
upiled  In  deinandin;  Baldapa's  liberty.  Alfnnsn.  aKOFdinBTy,  of- 
rereu  Beruarilu  immediale  posMSHOn  pf  hia  finher'a  persoo.  In  ei- 
chaags  for  his  castle  of  Car[un.  Bernardo,  wllhnul  hesllalion, 
gave  up  hU  stroighold,  wlih  all  his  caiitives ;  and  beini  assnred 
Sb'iS"  ''^^"'  "^  ""'"  ""  *"'  ""^  **""'  ^"9°-  "''*  ""^  "'"i 
C^  *"  f^'ld""^'  "^  ""'  '""'°,^'  chronicle,'"  Oh,  Go'iff  "^ 
[l"  ^el^Ki^^and^now™  °a*„d  Vrecl^iirwhon?  ™n  1^^ 
la"!d  i^s  6alS    The^hwaicles  Md'r™M'L'"Jlve  i^MaJTy 

The  warrior  bow'd  his  created  head,  and  tamed  his  heart  « 

And  sued  the  haughty  kiug  to  free  his  long-unpiison'd  site  ; 
"  1  bring  thee  here  my  forlress  keys,  I  bring  my  captive  Irani, 
1  pledge  thee  faith,  my  liege,  my  lord  I— oh.  break  my  father'n 

"  Rise,  rise  !  even  now  Ihy  father  comes,  a  ranaonid  man  this 
day :  [way  *' 

Mount  thy  good  horse,  and  thou  and  I  will  mecl  him  onbis 
Then  li^tly  rose  that  loyal  son,  and  bounded  on  hia  steed. 
And  urged,  as  if  with  lance  in  test,  the  cliarger's  foamy  speed. 

And  lo !  from  far,  as  on  ihey  press'd;  there  came  aglilteringband, 
Wilh  one  that  'midsl  them  statdy  rode,  as  a  leader  in  the  land  ■ 
"  Now  haste,  Bernardo,  haste !  for  there,  in  very  truth  is  he 
The  father  whom  thy  feilhful  heart  hath  ycam'd  so  long  la 
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ber:4ardo  del  uarpio.  t"9 

Hifl  dark  eve  Hasli'd,  nis  proud  bieESlhEaied,  his  cheek's  blood 
came  B.nd  went  [ing,  beni ; 

He  reach'dthnlgrey-hair'd  chieftain's  side. and  there  dismount. 
A  lowly  knee  to  earih  ho  bent,  his  iailier'a  hand  be  took,— 
What  was  there  in  its  touch  that  ali  Ijis  fiery  spirit  shook  i 
That  hand  waa  cold— a  ftraen  thing— it  dropp'd  from  bia  like 


He  met  al  last  his  fcthcr's  eyes— but  in  ihein  was  no  sigl 

Up  from  the  ground  be  Bprang,  and  gazed,  but  who  could 

They  hush't^'ir  very  hearlB,  that  saw  ils  horror  and  ai  , 

They  raight  have  chain'd  hbn,  as  before  that  stony  lurrn  He 

he  stood,  [ulond, 

Fot  the  power  was  stricken  from  his  ami,  and  from  h.a  lip  the 
"Father!"  at  length  he  murmur*d  low— and  wept  like  child 

hood  then,—  ,  ^       ,.,  , 

Talk  not  of  grief  till  thou  hasl  seen  the  tears  of  warlike  men  .- 
He  thought  on  all  his  glorious  hopes,  and  all  his  young  te 

He  flung  the'  fakihion  from  his  side,  and  in  the  dusl  sate  down 
Then  covering  with  his  steel-gloved  hands  his  darkly  mourn 
ful  brow  [now^ 

"No  more,  there  is  no  more,"  he  said, "to  lift  the  sword  for 
My  king  is  false,  my  hope  beiray'd,  my  father— oh!    the 

The  gloiy,  and  the  loveliness,  are  paaa'd  away  ftim  earth  I 
"I  thought  to  stand  where  banners  waved,  my  sir? !^ beside 

I  would  t'  --■'-- 

Thou  wo 

And  ibou  hasl  perish'd  in  thy  rhaiiis,  as  diou-h  ihou 

Then,  starting  from  the  ground  once  more,  be  wizid  tlie 


And  sternly  set  tbem  face  to  face— the  king  biilbre  the  dead  !- 
"  Came  I  not  forth  upon  thy  pledge,  my  fathiT'shanJ  to  kiss  7- 
Be  still,  and  gaze  thou  on,  false  king !  and  tell  me  what  i 

The  voice,  the  glance,  the  heart  I  soaghl— give  answer,  wher 

are  they  I—  J^old  clay 

Ifthou  would'at  cleat  ihype^ured  soul,  send  life  through  thi 
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^  SONUS  OP  THE  AFMXI'IOXS. 

Into  these  glassy  eyes  pm  lighl— be  still !  keep  down  itUie 

Bid  these' while  lips  a  blesang  speak— thia  earth  is  not  mj  sire ! 

Give  me  back  hitn  lor  whom  1  strove,  for  whom  my  blood  was 

Bhed,—  [thy  head!" 

Thou  const  not— and  a  king  t— His  dust  bo  mounloins  oti 

He  loosed  tba  steed  ;  his  slack  hand  fell- upon  tlie  silent  feca 
He  caat  one  long,  deep,  troubled  look— then  tum'd  Irom  Ihs 

ITiB  hope  was  cr^sh'd,  his  after-fiite  untoU  in  marlial  strain,— 
His  banner  led  ihe  speara  no  mote  nmidst  the  hills  of  Spain. 


THE  TOMB  or  MADAME  LANGHANS.' 


s,  the  first  and  feiresl  of  the  yeai 
'  ■     ■     ■    )  wither 


Pluck'd  on  the  bosom  of  the 

Hopes  from  their  source  all  hoiy,  mougn  oi  can 

All  brightly  gathering  round  affection's  hearth. 


Ofmingfed  prayer  they  lold';  of  Sabbath  houra: 
Of  morn's  fareweil,  and  evening's  blessed  meeurgj 
Of  child  hood's  voice,  amidst  (he  household  boweiH ; 
And  bounding  step,  and  smile  of  joyoi^s  greeting  ;— 
But  thou,  younn;  mother  !  to  thy  gentle  heart 
Did'st  take  thylabe,  and  meekly  so  depart. 
How  many  hopes  iiave  sprang  in  radiance  hence  ! 
Their  trace  yet  lights  the  dust  where  then  art  sleeping! 

A  solemn  joy ' ""''  "  """■ 

"    ■    npfi,hl 


gush  of  weeping. 


Of  triumph,  blent  wilb  nature's  gusn  oi  weepi 

Aa,  kindling  up  the  silent  stone,  I  see 

The  glorious  vision,  caught  by  faidi,  of  thee. 

Slumberer!  love  calls  (bee,  for  the  night  is  past ; 

Pul  on  ihe  immortal  beauty  of  thy  wahing! 

Captive  !  and  hear'st  thou  not  the  trumpet's  blast. 

The  long  victorious  note,  thy  bondage  breaking  1 

Thou  hear'st,  thou  answer's!, "  God  of  earth  and  heaven ! 

Here  am  I,  viiih  the  child  whom  thou  hast  given !" 

*  AI  Hlndlebant,  Bear  Berne,  ahe  is  repwMiileii  as  buraOna  from 
Ihe  sepulctwe,  with  hei  infant  tn  her  Brim,  a i  the  Bound  rf  the  l»al 

O  God  1  with  the  child  whom  ihou  hasi  Biven  ma." 
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THE  EXILE'S  DIRGE. 

THE  EXILE'S  DIRGE. 


[■■IMIendednftnenlwheretUonwerea  number  rfUie  GBrmsa 
MUleM  uresenl.  After  I  hjid  iwrfomietl  such  servlMin  is  usual 
on  simitar  occBSlom,  a  most  venerablo  looking  old  man  c«niB  for- 
smne't'tlielr  jieeulKir  rile!.  He  opened  a  Teiy  ancieiU^veisinn  of 
rtia?5li'>^.'te!5rf'ftJ««'I^"TSe»wn. -o™^ 
Inn  in  [he  singing  of  these  onclent  people,  cBirjing  one  of  iheir 
brelhren  10  his  last  honM,  and  ualiw  Ihe  language  end  rites  winch 
Ihey  had  broughl  vritii  ihein  """Se  »ea  n™"  .'^^^'^^.S 
wort  which  Sen  occured  In  lldi  bvmn.    II  was  a  Hmg,  slow,  ana 

TheRE  went  a  dirge  ihrongh  the  forpsfs  gloom. 
—An  esile  was  Ixime  lo  o  lonely  tomb. 
"  Brother !"  (so  the  chant  was  sung 

In  tbe  slumbeter'a  nulive  toiigue,) 
"  Friend  and  brother !  not  for  thee 

Shall  the  sound  of  weeping  be  : 

Long  the  eiile's  woe  huih  lain 

On  my  life  a  withering  chnm ; 

Music  from  thine  own  blue  etreams, 

Wander'd  through  thy  iever-dreumfl ; 

Voiiies  from  thy  country's  vines. 

Met  thee  'midst  the  alien  pmes ; 

And  thy  true  heort  died  away, 

And  thy  spirit  would  not  stay. 
So  swell'J  (he  chant ;  and  the  deep  wind's  tnoaii^ 
Seeni'd  through  the  cedars  to  munnur~"Gone. 

"Brother!  by  the  rolling  Rhine 

Stands  the  home  that  once  was  thine  i 

Brother !  now  thy  dwelling  lies 

Where  the  Indian  arrow  flies! 

He  that  bless'd  thine  infent  head, 

FiUb  fl  distant  ereenaward  bed ; 

She  that  heard  thv  lippuig;  prayer. 

Slumbers  low  beside  him  there ; 

They  that  eniiiest  with  thee  play'd, 

Rest  beneath  theh  own  oak  shade. 

Far,  fiir  hence  !— yet  sea  no-  tJiore 

Haply,  brother  •  pan  ye  more  ; 

God  hath  cnll'd  thee  to  that  hand 

In  the  immortal  Fatherland !" 
19* 
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"  The  Fatherland .' "— wilh  ihal  sweet  won! 

A  burst  of  Icars  'niidal  the  attain  was  heard. 
''Brother !  were  we  there  with  thee 
Rich  would  many  a  meeting  be ! 
Many  a  broken  oatland  bound, 
Many  u  moum'tTand  lost  one  found  ! 
But  our  task  is  still  to  bear, 
Still  to  breathe  in  changeful  air ; 
Loved  and  bright  things  lo  resign. 
As  even  now  this  dust  of  thine; 
Yet  lo  hope  !— to  hope  in  heaven, 
ThoHgh  tiowerB  fell,  and  tiea  he  riven — 
Yet  to  pray !  and  wait  the  hand 
Beckoning  to  the  t'aiherland !" 

And  Ihe  requiem  died  in  the  forest's  gloom ; 

They  had  reachM  the  exile's  lonely  tomb. 


THE  DREAMING  CHILD. 


Ami  Is  there  sadness  in  thy  dreams,  my  boy  ? 

What  should  llie  cloud  be  mode  of?— blessed  child! 

Thy  spirit,  borne  upon  a  breeze  of  joy, 

All  day  hath  ranged  through  sunsliuie,  clear,  yet  mild : 

And  now  thou  trerablesi ! — wherefore  ? — in  thy  soul 

There  lies  no  past,  no  future.— 1'hou  hast  heard 

No  sound  of  presage  from  the  distance  roll, 

Thy  heart  boats  traces  of  no  arrowy  word. 

From  thee  no  love  hath  Bone ;  Ihv  mind's  voune  eve 

Haih  look'd  not  Into  death's,  Snd  thence  beeomi 

A  questioner  of  mute  etertiilv, 

A  weary  aiarcher  for  a  viewlea  home  : 

Nor  hath  thy  sense  been  qoicten'd  unto  pain, 

E^  feveiish  wniehing  for  some  step  beloved  ; 


Yet  no 

My  gentle  child !  'midst  what  dim  phanromg  lost, 
TTius  it!  mysterious  anguish  doet  thoa  weep  ? 
Avrake !  they  sadden  me— thofe  early  tears, 
First  gttshingaofche  strong  dark,  river's  flow, 
Thai  m,i,t  i?ersweep  thy  soul  with  coming  yean 
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THE  CHARMED 

Awfijl  lo  wflich,  even  roiling  through 

Forcing  wild  aprny-drora  buL  from  clil 

Wake,  wake  !  as  yet  thy  life's  cransparenl 


Forcing  wild  aprny-drora  liuL  from  cliildliood's  i 

"'-■—  — '■- !  as  yet  iny  life's  cransparenl  site. 

the  tinge  of  none  but  summer  skies. 


Come  from  the  shaJow  of  tliose  realms  unknown, 
Where  now  lUy  ilioughta  diema^'d  itnd  darkling  rov 
Ctane  to  the  liindiy  remon  all  tlune  own, 
The  home, still bnghtfor  thee  wilh guardian  love, 
Happy,  lair  child !  thai  yet  a  mother'a  voice 
Can  win  thee  back  from  visionary  strife  !— 
Oh,  shall  raw  soul,  thus  waken'd  to  rejoice, 
Start  from  Uie  dreamlike  wilderness  of  life  ! 


THE  CHARMED  PICTURE. 

TmKE  eyes  are  chnrm'd— thine  eamcat  eyet 

Thou  image  of  the  dead  '. 
A  spell  wilhm  their  aweetnesa  lies, 

A  virtue  ihenca  is  shed. 
OR  in  their  meek  blue  lighc  enshrined, 

A  blessing  seeraa  to  be. 
And  aomelimea  there  my  wayward  mind 

A  still  reproach  can  see  : 
And  sometimes  pity — soft  and  deep, 

And  quiveriEig  through  a  tear  ; 
Even  as  if  love  in  heaven  could  weep. 

For  grief  left  drooping  here. 
And  oh,  my  spiril  needs  that  balm ! 

Needs  it '^midst  fitful  mirlh! 
And  in  [he  night-hour's  haunlcd  calm, 

And  by  the  lonely  hearth. 
Ix)ok  on  me  thus,  when  hollow  praiao 

Hath  made  the  weaiy  pine 
For  one  true  lone  of  oilier  days, 

One  glance  of  love  like  thine ! 
Look  on  me  tJmn,  when  sudden  glea 

Bears  my  quick  heart  along, 

As  butsls  of  skylark  song. 
In  vain,  in  vain  !-too  soon  are  fell 

The  wounds  they  cannot  flee  ; 
Better  in  childlike  tears  lo  melt. 

Pouring  my  soul  on  thi-e ! 
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Swept  face,  that  o'er  my  childhood  shone. 

Whence  is  iby  puwer  of  change, 
Thus  ever  shadowing  back  my  own. 

The  rapid  and  llio  slmngeT 
Whence  aw  they  charm'd — those  eameBl  eyea  1 

— I  liaow  the  mystery  well ! 
In  mine  own  trembling  hosom  lies 

The  spirit  of  the  spell ! 
Of  Memory,  Conscience,  Love,  "lis  born— 

Oh  !  clianae  no  longer,  thou ! 

Oil  diy  pure  thoughii'ul  brow ! 


PARTING  WORDS. 

nestroeBemgrE,  an      am      e.^^^ 

Leave  me,  oh!  Ipbyo  me  '. — imto  all  below 
Thy  presence  binds  me  with  lou  deep  a  spell ; 
Then  m^ifcest  those  mortal  regions,  whence  I  go. 
Too  mighty  in  their  Jiivelinesa— farewell. 

That  i  may  part  in  peace  ! 
Leave  me  !— thy  footstep,  with  its  lightest  aoimd, 
Tlie  veiy  ahndow.of  thy  waving  hair, 
Wakes  in  my  soul  a  l/ailng  too  profound, 
Too  strong  for  nughi  that  lov™  and  dies,  to  bear— 

Oh !  bid  the  conflict  cease  ! 
t  hear  thy  whi^ter — and  the  warm  ieara  gush 
into  mine  eyes,  the  quick  pulse  thrills  my  heart ; 
Thou  bidd'st  the  pence,  the  reverential  hu-ih, 
The  still  submission,  from  my  Ihonghta  depart ; 

Dear  one  !  this  must  not  be. 
The  past  looks  on  me  frnm  thy  mournful  eye. 
The  beauty  of  onr  free  and  verml  days: 
Our  communings  with  sea,  and  hill,  and  sky — 
Oh !  take  that  bright  world  irom  my  spirit's  gaie. 

Thou  art  all  earth  to  me] 
Shut  out  the  sunshine  from  my  dying  room. 
The  jasmine's  breath,  the  murmur  oithe  bee  ; 
Let  not  the  jov  of  bird-iioies  pierce  the  gloom! 
They  speak  ofbve,  i>f  summer,  and  of  ihee, 

Too  much— and  death  is  here. 
Doth  our  own  spring  make  happy  mu?Jc  now. 
From  the  old  beech-rixits  flnshuie  into  day  1 
Are  the  pure  lilies  imawd  in  its  How  t 
Alaa!  vain  thoughts !  tW  fondly  thus  can  stray 

From  the  dread  hour  so  near ! 
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dflhy  cleareyp.  iliBt  evcrahone  to  blesg! 

— Nol  now !  '[will  nol  be  now  '.—my  aching  sight 

Drinks  from  thai  founi  a  flood  of  lendemess, 

Benring  all  strength  away  ! 
Leave  me ! — thon  comes!  between  my  heart  and  Heaven 
I  would  be  still,  in  vinceles;  prayer  to  die  '. 
— Why  muBt  our  souls  tbus  love,  and  then  be  riven  1 
— Return!  thy  paitingwakea  mine  agi^ny! 

—Oh,  yet  awhile  delay  ■ 


THE  MESSAGE  TO  THE  DEAD.* 

THou'nrpa'ainir  hence,  mi'  brother! 

Oh !  my  earliest  friend,  farewell ! 
Thou'rt  leaving  me,  without  thy  voice. 

In  s  ionely  home  to  dwell ; 
And  from  ihs  hills,  and  from  the  hearth, 

le  household-li 
..  „. ^^rts  the  lin 

The  brightness  goes  w 
But  thou,  my  friend,  my  brother ! 

Thou'rt  speeiiini  to  the  shore 
Where  the  direelifie  tone  of  parting  words 

Shall  smite  tlie  soul  no  more  ! 
And  ihou  will  see  our  h^ly  dead. 

The  lost  on  earth  and  main : 
Into  the  sheaf  of  Itind  ted  hearts. 

Thou  will  be  bound  again  ! 
Tell,  then,  our  friend  of  boyhood, 

That  yet  his  name  ia  heard 
On  the  blue  mountiiini,  whence  his  youth 

Fasa'd  like  a  swilt  bright  bird. 
The  light  id' his  exulting  brow, 

The  vision  of  hi^^oe. 
Ate  on  me  still— Oil!    alill  I  trust 

Ttiat  smile  again  (o  see. 
And  tell  out  fair  young  aalet 

The  rose  cut  down  in  spring. 


inruUty,  Ihst  their  (lep^rleil  i'rivnib  are  cnnaidered  as  jiiei 

ccaakiiuiL  iolercniitae  with  the  objects  ufibeir earliest  a^ctl 
«■  (he  Notes  loMn.  Brunlan's  Works. 


aOKGS  OF  THE  AFFEOT(0Na. 

Hfr  soft,  deep  eyes  look  through  my  dreiim^ 

Teiider  and  Budiy  sweel  ;— 
Tell  her  my  heart  wilhin  me  barns 

Once  more  thai  gais  lo  mset. 
And  tell  our  white-hait'd  father, 

That  in  the  paths  he  trade, 
The  child  he  loved,  the  last  on  earth, 

Yet  walks  and  worahips  God. 
Say,  that  his  last  fond  blessing  yet 

Reals  on  my  soul  like  dew. 
And  by  its  hallowing  might  I  trust 

OncB  more  his  face  to  view. 
And  tell  our  gentle  mother. 

That  on  her  grave  I  pour 
The  sorrows  ol  my  spirit  forth. 

As  on  her  breast  of  yore. 
Happy  thou  art  that  soon,  how  sooii. 

Our  good  and  blight  will  Bee  !— 
Ohl  brother, brother !  may  1  dwell. 

Erelong,  with  them  and  thee ! 


THE  TWO  HOMES. 


-'tis  where  yon  woods  are  wnTing, 

a  thousand  flower-banks  laniii: 
ein  of  light,— 'tia  there ! 

'Midst  those  green  wilda  how  many  a  fount  Uea  gleaming, 

FrinEed  with  the  violet,  color'd  with  the  skies ! 

My  boyhood's  hiuni,  through  days  of  summer  dreaming, 

Under  young  leaves  that  shook  with  melodies. 

My  home  '■  the  spirit  of  its  love  is  breathing 

In  every  wind  that  plays  acrotB  mv  track  ; 

From  its  while  walFs  the  very  tendrils  wreathing. 

Seem  with  soft  links  lo  draw  the  wanderer  baclt. 


—Soon  their  glad  footsteps  down  Se  path  will  fly. 
There,  in  sweet  strains  of  kindred  music  blending. 
All  llie  home-voinea  meet  at  dav's  decline  : 
One  are  those  td 
There  laughs  mi 


THE  SOLDIER'S  rEATHCED. 

Ask'al  thou  of  mine  T~In  solemn  peace  'lis  lying. 
Far  o'er  the  deserts  and  Ihe  toniba  away  j 
'Tie  where  /,  loo,  am  loved  with  love  undying. 
And  fond  hearla  wait  my  step— Bui  where  ate  they? 
Askwhere  the  earth's  departed  have  their  dwelling; 
Ask  of  die  cloHdB,  the  stars,  the  irackleas  air ! 
I  knowr  it  not,  yel  trust  the  whisper,  telling 
My  lonely  heart,  that  love  unchanged  is  there. 
And  what  is  home,  and  where,  but  with  the  loving  1 
Happy  thou  art,  thai  su  canst  gaze  on  thine ! 
My  spirit  teels  but,  in  its  weary  roving, 
Tbat  with  the  dead,  where'er  they  be,  is  mine 
Go  to  thy  home,  rejoicing  son  and  brother! 
Bear  in  iresh  gladnes  to  the  household  scene ! 
For  me,  loo,  watch  the  sister  and  the  mother, 
I  well  believe— but  dnrk  seas  roll  belween. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  DEATHBED. 
"Vne  hcrriichdLe  Sonne  ilorl  unleipeht !  da  Ich  nochtfnBi 

Uke  thee  to  die,  (Sou  sun  .'—My  bovhood's  dream 
Was  this  ;  and  now  my  spirit,  with  thy  beam. 
Ebbs  from  a  field  ofviclory!— yel  llie  hour 
Bears  hack  upon  me,  with  a  torrenl's  power, 
Nature's  deep  lonaingB :— Oh !  for  some  kind  eye. 
Wherein  lo  meet  love's  fervent  liirewell  gaze ; 
Some  breasl  lo  pillow  lile's  la^  agony. 
Some  voice,  to  spealt  of  hope  and  brighter  days, 

id  the  passofahadows!- But  Igo, 

have  been  so  loved,  go  hence  alone ; 
ana  ye,  now  gatherina  i«und  my  own  heHrttfa  glow. 
Sweet  friendsT  it  niayl>e  that  a  solter  tone, 
Even  in  this  moment,  with  your  laughing  glee, 
Mingles  its  cadence  white  yon  speak  of  me  : 
OEiiie,  your  soldier,  'midst  the  monnlains  lying. 
On  the  red  batmer  of  his  battles  dying, 
Far,  tar  away! — and  oh!  yourpaning pmyer — 
Will  not  his  name  be  ibnilly  murmar^d  ihero  \ 
It  will !— A  blessing  on  that  holy  hearth ! 
"Though  clouds  are  darkening  lo  o'ercost  its  mirth. 
Mother!  I  may  not  hear  thy  voice  again; 
Sisters !  ye  watch  to  greet  my  slop  in  vaia ; 
Young  brother,  fare  thee  well !— on  eadi  dear  head 
Blessing  and  love  a  thousandfold  he  shed. 
My  Mini's  ^st  earthly  breEihings ! — May  your  home 
Smile  for  you  ever !— May  no  whiter  come. 


BeyoiM 
Ilhatl 


"T.oot^Tc' 


No  iDorld,  betweeo  your  hearts)  May  ev'ii  yout  lean. 

For  my  sake,  full  of  jong-feraember'il  years, 

Quiclien  the  inie  affections  ihnt  entwine 

Your  Uvea  in  one  blight  bond ! — I  may  not  aleep 

Amidst  our  fathers,  where  those  teari  might  shuie 

Over  my  dnnibers ;  yet  your  love  wiU  keep 

My  memory  living  in  the  anceHtral  halls, 

Wliere  shame  hath  never  trod :— the  dark  ni^ht  fallo, 

And  1  depart.— The  brave  are  gone  to  rest, 

The  broihers  of  my  combats,  on  the  breast 

Of  the  red  field  they  reap'd :— their  work  is  done— 

Thov,  loo,  art  set! — farewell,  farewell,  thoiXEun! 

The  last  lone  watcher  of  the  bloody  sod, 

(Ifiers  a  trusting  spirit  up  lo  God. 


THE  IMAGE  IN  THE  HE.UtT. 


Morlallly'f  last 
Is  undergone." 

Nor  age  cai 


1  OAIX  thee  bless'd  I — though  now  the  voice  bf 
Which,  to  thy  soul,  brought  davspriii?  with  its 
And  o'er  the  gentle  eyea  though  dust  be  spreat 
Eyes  that  ne'er  look'd  on  thine  but  light  whs  t 

Far  through  thy  breast; 
And  though  the  music  of  thy  life  be  broken, 
Or  changed  in  every  chord,  dnce  he  is  aone, 
Feeling  all  this,  even  yet,  by  many  a  token, 
O  thou,  the  deeply,  but  the  brightly  lone ! 

I  call  thee  blessM  ! 

For  in  ihy  heart  there  is  a  holy  spot, 
As  'mid  ilie  waste  an  Isle  of  fount  and  palm, 
er  jfreen  1 — the  world's  breath  ei 


hinE!  thy  soi 
iU'iTwith  w 


Thon  hBBl  ihy  htnne  .'—there  is  no  power  in  chanire 
To  reach  thai  temple  of  the  pnsl ;  no  away  i 
In  all  time  brin^  of  Budiien,  dark,  or  siranBe, 
To  sweep  the  still  traoeporenl  peace  away 
From  its  hush'd  air ! 

And  oh  '■  that  gloriooa  image  of  the  dead ! 
Sole  tiling  whereon  a  dealffless  love  may  rest. 
And  in  deep  faiih  and  dreamy  worship  shed 
Its  high  gilts  feorlessly !— I  call  thee  bless'd, 
If  only  tliere. 


And  ihou  hast  been  beloved  1— it  is  no  drei 
No  false  mirage  for  thee,  the  lervenl  love, 
The  rainbow  still  unreach'd,  the  ideal  gleai 
That  ever  seenia  before,  beyond,  above, 
FaroiitoBhine. 


Singled  and  raark'cl,  nasi  In 

And  Ihe  high  memory  of  ils  holy  worth, 

To  this  our  life  a  glory  and  a  grace 

For  ihee  haih  given. 

And  art  ihou  not  still  fondly,  truly  loved  1 
Thon  art!— the  love  his  spirit  bore  away, 
Was  not  for  death !— a  treasure  but  removed, 
A  bright  bird  pariedfora  clearer  dav,—        ^ 


THE  LAND  OF  DREAMS. 


0  SFiHrr-LsND!  thou  land  of  dreams! 
A  world  thou  art  ot  mysterioua  gleams, 
{.It  Etarlling  voices,  and  sounds  at  sirile, 
A  world  of  the  dead  in  ilie  hues  ol  lile. 
Like  a  wizard's  magic  glas  thou  art. 
When  the  wavy  shadows  float  by,  End  part : 
Visions  of  aspects,  now  loved,  now  Bitaiige, 
Glunmering  and  mingling  in  censeleaa  cMnge. 
Vol.  II.— 20 
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GS  OP  THK  AFfRCTlONS. 
th  its  aorg 

__.jidst  H^OBl  .  .._ _,..., 

Familiar  forma  of  Ihe  world's  to-doy. 
"niou  an  like  the  deplhs  where  the  ae^.s  have  birlh 
Rich  widi  tie  wealth  that  is  ioat  Jrom  earth,— 
All  the  sere  flowers  of  our  days  gone  by, 
And  the  buried  gotns  in  thy  bosiin  lie. 
Yes  1  thoH  art  like  those  dim  sea-caves, 
A  realm  of  treasures,  a  realm  of  graves ! 
And  the  shapes  through  thy  mysteries  that  come  and  so, 
Are  of  heauty  and  terror,  of  power  and  woe. 
But  for  me,  O  thou  picture-land  of  sleep ! 
Thou  aft  all  one  world  of  afTeclions  deep, — 
And  wrung  from  my  heotl  is  each  flushing  dye, 
ITiat  sweeps  o'er  thy  chambers  of  imagery. 
And  thy  boweia  are  fiiir— even  as  Eden  fair ; 
All  the  beloved  of  my  soul  are  there ! 
The  forms  my  spirit  most  pines  to  see. 
The  eyes,  whose  love  hath  been  life  to  me : 
They  are  there — and  each  blcsped  voice  I  hear, 
Kindly,  and  joyous,  and  silvery  clear; 
But  under-tones  are  in  each,  that  say, — 
"  It  is  but  a  dream  ;  it  will  melt  away  !" 
1  walk  with  sweet  friends  in  the  sunset's  glow  ; 
I  listen  to  music  of  long  ago  ; 

Cut  one  thouflhl.like  an  omen, breathes  faint  thronghthe 
"  It  is  but  a  dream  ;  it  will  melt  away  I"  [lay.— 

I  sit  by  the  hearth  of  my  early  days; 
All  ilie  home-faces  are  met  by  the  blaze,— 
And  the  eyes  of  the  mother  shine  soft,  yet  say, 
"  It  is  but  a  drea%  it  will  melt  away  ^ 
And  away,  like  a  flower's  paaang  breath,  'lis  gone, 
And  I  wake  more  sadly,  more  deeply  lone ! 
Oh !  a  haunted  heart  is  a  weight  to  bear, — 
Bright  faces,  kind  voices !  where  are  ye,  wiiere  1 
Shadow  not  ferth,  O  thoD  land  of  dreamx. 
The  past,  as  it  fed  by  m;r  own  blue  streams  '■ 
Make  not  myspirit  withmme  Inim 
For  the  scenes  and  the  hours  that  may  ne'er  relam '. 
Call  out  from  lhe/u(ure  thy  vi>^iona  bright. 
From  the  world  o  er-the  grave,  take  ihy  solemn  liBhl, 
And  oh  1  with  the  kived,  whom  no  more  I  see, 
Show  me  my  home,  as  it  yet  may  be  '. 
As  it  yet  may  be  in  some  purer  sphere, 
Ko  cloud,  no  parting,  no  sleepier  feat ; 
"-  -ly  soul  may  bear  on  ihroueli  the  long,  long  daf 
I  EO  where  the  beautiful  melts  nnt  awBv  T 
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WOMAN  ON  TMH  nei-u  of  wattle. 
WOMAN  ON  THE  FIeLD  OF  BATTLE. 

Gentle  and  lovely  form, 

Whal  didst  thou  here, 

When  the  fierce  batlle-slomi 

Bore  down  the  ^lear  1 
Banner  and  ehiver'd  crest. 

Beside  thee  slrown. 
Tell,  that  amidst  the  best, 

Thy  work  was  done  • 
Yel  strangely,  aadly  fair 

O'er  the  wild  scene, 
Gleams  through  ita  golden  hair, 

That  brow  serene. 
Low  lies  the  stately  head,— 

Earth-bound  the  free: 
How  gave  those  haughty  dead 

A  place  to  thee  T 
Sluinbererl  (Aine  early  bier 

Friends  should  have  crown  d, 
Many  a  flower  and  tear 

Shedding  around. 
Soft  voices,  clear  and  young. 

Mingling  their  swell, 
Shoald  o'er  thy  dust  have  sung 

Eatii's  last  &re well. 
Sisters,  above  the  grave 

Of  thy  repose, 
Should  liHve  bid  violets  wave 

With  the  while  rose. 
Now  must  the  trumpet's  note, 

Savage  and  shrill, 
For  requiem  o'er  thee  floaL 

Thou  fair  and  Btili; 
And  the  swift  charger  sweep 

In  full  career. 
Trampling  thy  place  of  sleepr- 

Wby  earnest  thou  here  1 
Why  T— aak  the  true  heart  whf 

Woman  hath  been, 
Ever,  where  brave  men  die, 

UtBhrinkrng  seen! 
Unto  this  harvest  ground 

Frond  reapers  camcy— 
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But  ihon,  pale  sleeper,  ihou, 

With  the  sligbl  Irame, 
And  ibe  rich  liiclis,  whose  glow 

Dealh  cannot  Wme; 
Only  one  ihought,  one  power, 

TAfei-ouldluiveled, 
So,  through  the  tempest's  hour. 

To  M  iliy  head  1 
Only  the  tme,  the  atrong, 

1'he  love,  whose  Iniel 
Wonuin'a  deep  soul  too  lonfi 


THE  DESERTED  IIOUSR. 

GlODM  is  upon  Ihy  lonely  hearlh, 

Oh,  Bllent  lionae  !  once  tiil'd  with  mirth  j 

Of  thy  tail  poplars  whieptting  ronnd. 
Tlie  shadow  of  (lerrarled  hours 
Hangs  dim  upon  ihine  early  flowers  ; 
Even  in  thy  sunshine  seenia  lo  brood 
Something  more  deep  than  solitude. 
Fair  art  ihou,  feir  to  a  stmnger's  gaze. 
Mine  own. sweet  home  of  umer  days! 
My  children's  birthplace  1  yet  for  me, 
It  IS  100  much  to  look  on  ihce. 

Toomuch!  for  all  aliout  thee  spread, 
I  lee]  the  memory  of  the  dead, 
And  aimoBl  linger  (or  the  fee: 
Thai  never  more  my  step  shall  meet. 
The  looks,  (be  amilea,  all  i-anish'd  now. 
Follow  me  where  thy  roses  blow ; 
The  echoes  of  kind  house  hold- words 
Are  with  me  'midst  thy  singing  birds. 
Till  my  heart  die?,  it  dies  away 
In  yearnings  lor  wh  it  might  not  stay ; 
For  love  wTiieh  ne'er  deceived  my  truBt, 
For  all  which  went  with  "  dust  Xs  diut !" 
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THE  STEA-NGEH-S 
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No  haunting  shade  Irom  things  gone  bv. 
May  there  o'e.sweep  the  unchanging  aky. 
And  thep  are  there,  whose  long-loved  mien 
In  earthfy  home  no  more  is  seen ; 
Whose  places,  where  they  smiling  sate, 
Are  kit  unto  us  desolate. 
We  miss  (hem  when  the  board  is  spread ; 
We  miss  them  when  tlie  jirayer  is  said; 
Upon  our  dreaina  their  dyina  eyes 

But  they  are  where  these  long'naa  vain 


le  broken  h'jusrhold  band. 
:ut.  by  your  life  of  lowly  faith, 
.nd  by  your  joyful  h.pe  in  dtrath, 
iuide  me,  tiilonsime  brighter  shore. 


THE  STRANGER'S  HEART. 


JLII  UK  T^ivvil  billW^ 

The  stranger  finds  ni 
Thou  think'st  (he  vine's  lo' 
Glad  music  round  thy  hous 
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To  liim  Ihal  sound  hath  sorrow's  lone— 
The  stranger'a  hear!  is  wiih  hia  own. 
Thou  (hink'si  thy  children's  Isufihing  play 
A  lovely  sight  at  fell  of  day  ; — 
Then  are  ihe  siranger's  thoujjhte  opprees'il — 
His  mother's  voice  comes  o*et  his  breasl. 
Thou  thiuk'st  it  sweet  when  friend  with  friend 
Beneath  one  roof  in  prayer  mny  blend  ; 
Then  dolh  the  siranger's  eye  grow  dim- 
Far,  fer  are  thosg  who  pray'd  with  him. 
Thy  hearth,  thy  home,  thy  vintage- land— 
The  voices  of  thy  kindred  band — 
Oh !  'midst  them  all  when  bless'd  thou  art. 
Deal  gently  with  the  stranger's  heart! 


TO  A  KEMEIVIBGRED  PICTURE* 

Thev  haunt  me  still — those  ealni,  pure,  holy  eyes  I 

Their  piercing  sweemess  wanders  through  my  drei 
The  soul  of  music  thai  within  them  lies, 

Comes  o'ernijf  soul  in  soft  and  sudden  gleams; 
Life — spirit-life — immortal  and  divine — 
la  there— and  yet  how  dark  a  death  was  thine ! 
Could  it — oh!  couiditbe — meek  child  of  song  I 

The  might  of  aentlenesa  on  that  fair  brow — 
Was  the  celestial  gift  no  shield  from  wrong  ? 

Bore  it  no  talisman  to  ward  the  blow  1 
Afk  if  a  flower,  upon  the  billows  cast. 
Might  biave  their  strife— a  flute-note  hush  (he  blast '. 
Are  there  not  deep  sad  oracles  to  read 

In  the  clear  stillness  of  that  radiant  ^cel 
Yes,  even  like  thee  must  gifted  spirits  bleed, 

Tiuown  on  a  world,  for  heavenly  things  no  place ! 
Bright  exiled  birds  that  visit  alien  skies. 
Pouring  on  storms  their  suppUant  melodies. 
And  seeking  ever  some  Itne,  gentle  breast, 

Whereon  their  trembling  plumage  miglil  repose. 
And  their  free  song-notes,  from  that  happy  nesi. 

Gush  as  a  fount  that  forth  from  sunlight  Hows ; 
Vain  dream  !  the  love  whose  precious  balms  might  sa 
Still,  still  denied — the;  struggle  to  the  grave. 
Yet  my  heart  shall  not  sink !-— another  doom, 

Vicura !  hath  set  its  promise  in  thine  eye  ; 
A  lif^hl  is  there,  too  quetichlfss  for  the  tomb. 

Bright  earnest  of  a  nobler  destiny  ; 

•  That  of  Riiiio,  at  Holyroodhons*. 
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COME  HOME.— THE  FOCHTAIN  O 


COME  HOMETL 
Comb  home !— there  is  a  sorrowlnj 


And  the  early  flower-scenta  wander  bj-, 

With  mournful  memories  blent. 
The  tonea  in  every  honsehold  voice 

Ate  grown  more  sad  and  deep, 
And  the  sweet  word— iroiier— wakes  a  wish 


iBof  hearlh-liglitand  of  song 

iteiumB — and  je  are  gone! 
And  darkly,  heavily  i(  lalls. 

On  the  tofSBkcn  room. 
Burdening  the  heart  with  tenderneaB, 

That  deepens  'midst  the  gloom. 
Where  finds  it  yau,  ye  wandering  onesl 

With  all  your  boyhood's  glee 
Untamed,  beneath  the  desert's  palm, 

Or  on  the  lone  mid-sea? 
By  alormy  hills  of  battles  old  T 

Or  where  dark  rivers  foam  I— 
Oh !  life  IB  dim  where  ye  are  not— 

Back,  ye  beloved,  come  home! 
Come  with  the  leaves  and  winds  of  spring, 

Atid  avrift  lutds,  o'er  the  main ! 
Our  love  is  grown  too  sorrowful — 

Bnng  us  Its  youth  again ! 
Bring  iTie  glad  tones  to  music  back ! 

SSlI,  etiU  yonr  home  is  feir. 
The  spirit  of  your  sunny  hfe 

Alone  is  wanting  there  ! 

THE  FOUNTAIN  OP  OBLIVION 

Obe  draught,  kind  fiiiry !  from  that  fountain  deep, 

To  lay  the  phantoms  of  a  haunled  breast, 

*  Quoieii  from  a  letter  of  Lord  llyr^m's.  He  aescrilies  the  impres 
.ion  produced  upon  him  by  sciiiie  i.>iuba  h1  B"loma,  boating  this  aloi- 
p1«  inMrlptlon,  and  adds.  "  When  Idie,  Icouldwlsli that  >oine  ft  e nil 
wouLd  see  Ibeae  wonLs,  and  no  other,  placed  above  my  grave,-  ft«- 
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saa  s'jngs  -ly  -iiN':  affections 

And  loiu?  nffectioii',  wlil.Ji  •lie  griefs,  to  sleep 
in  ihe  cool  honey-clevra  uf  ilieanilefls  real; 
And  from  llie  auul  tbe  liehcnJng-miirlsB  to  lave— 

One  (JraugQl  of  ttutt  Bveex  wave ! 
Yet,  morlnl,  paose !— within  ihy  mind  is  laid 
Weslih,  gttlliet'd  long  and  slowly ;  thoiiEhis  divine 
Heap  llial  fuii  treaau re-bouse  ;  and  tlioQ  East  made 
Tile  gernaofmany  a^irifaocean  tiiine;— 
Stiali  die  darli  waiera  lo  oblivion  lieac 

A  pyramid  so  fair  1 
Fonrfrom  tliefounll  and  let  tlie  draught  eiTace 
Ail  the  vain  lore  by  memory'a  pride  amaas'd. 
So  it  hat  Bw*ep  along  the  torreni'a  trace. 
And  fill  the  hollow  ohaancla of  llie  past; 
And  liom  the  bosom'a  inmost  folded  leaf. 

Rase  the  one  maaler-grief ! 
Yet  pause  once  more !— all,  all  thy  soul  hath  known. 
Loved,  telt,  rejoiced  in.  from  iis  grasp  must  fade '. 
Is  there  or  "'^' —  ■'■' '""■■ 1-— :--  - — 


—Think— would'st  thou  part  with  all  T 
Fill  wiA  forgelfulnese  I— there  are,  there  are 
Voices  whose  music  1  have  loved  too  well ; 
Eyes  of  deep  genileness— but  Ihey 


Take  dieir  aofi  looks  from  off  my  yearning  sonl — 

Fiil  high  th'  ofaliviouaT)owl ! 
Yel  pause  again !— with  memory  wilt  thon  cast 
The  undyuig  hope  away,  ot  memory  horn ! 
Hope  ofreunion.hearl  to  heart  at  laat, 
No  reatless  doubt  between,  no  rankling  thorn  1 
Would's:  thou  erase  all  records  of  delight 

That  make  audi  visions  hti^tl 
Fill  with  forgelfulnesa,  fill  high !— yet  stay— 
'Tis  from  the  past  we  sliadow  foilh  the  land 
Where  smiles,  long  lost,  again  ahjil  light  our  way, 
And  the  soul's  friends  be  wreailrd  in  one  bright  band 
—Pour  the  Bweel  waters  back  on  their  own  rill, 

1  must  remember  still. 
For  their  sake,  for  the  dead-^vhoae  image  nought 
May  dim  within  the  temple  of  my  brenflt— 
For  llieir  love's  sake,  which  now  no  earthly  thouahl 
May  shake  or  trouble  with  its  own  unrest. 
Though  Ihe  past  haunt  me  as  a  spirit — yet 

I  ask  not  to  torgct. 
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THE  BRIDAL  DAS. 
a  Venetian  church  I3  an  epllnpli,  raeordlnE  Ihil 
th  are  thosn  of  a  noWe  lady,  who  eiitoJ  lud- 


Bbidk!  upon  thy  ranrnage-ilay 
When  thy  gema  in  nch  ortay 
Made  Ihe  glistening  mirror  aeem 
■    -  -ii-reflecling  stream  1 


And  the  white  veil  o'er  thee  streammg, 


Into  Bomelhina  meekly  bright ; 
Did  the  fluttering  of  thy  hrealh 
Speak  otioy  or  woe  benenlh  1 
And  the  hue  tliat  went  and  cnme 
O'er  thy  cheek,  like  wavering  flame, 
Flow'd  that  crimaon  from  the  uaieet, 
Or  the  eladnesa  of  thy  hteaat ! 
—Who  shall  teUusl  from  thv  bower. 
Brightly  didst  thou  pass  that  hour ; 
With  ibe  many-glancing  oar, 
And  the  cheer  a&ng  the  atiore, 


thyi 
dtlie 


breath  ol 


Swiftly  o'er  the  Adnnn  tide 

Wert  ihon  borne  in  pomp,  young  bndo 

Mirlh  and  mosie,  sun  and  sky, 

Welcome  thee  triumphantly ! 

Yet,  perchance,  a  chastening  thought, 

In  Bome  deeper  spirit  wtoiight, 

Whispering,  as  untold  it  blent 

With  the  sounds  of  merrimenl. 

"  From  the  home  of  childhood  s  glee. 

From  the  days  of  laughter  irce, 

From  the  love  of  many  years. 

Thou  art  gone  to  carea  and  tears ; 

To  another  path  and  guide, 

To  a  bosom  yet  •—'--' ' 


Bride  !  when  through  ihe  alalely  faua. 
Circled  with  thy  naptiol  train, 
'Midsi  the  banners  nimg  on  high 


fothyw 

'Midst  (111 


St  (lioee  mighty  fathers  dead. 

In  soft  beautji  thou  wast  led  ; 
When  before  the  shrine  ihy  form 

When,  like  horp-slringg  with  a  sigh 
Bteakine  in  initl-liarHiony, 
On  thy  lin  the  murmura  low 

Whwi  lilte  actttier'd  rose-leaves,  fied 
Frora  thy  cheek  each  tint  of  red, 
And  (he  light  Ibreook  thine  eye. 
And  thy  head  sank  heavily ; 
Was  tKat  drooping  but  the  excess 
Ofthyspint's  blessedness  F 
Or  did  some  deep  feeling's  might. 
Folded  in  thy  heart  Irom  sight, 
With  a  sudden  tempest-shuwer. 
Earthward  bear  thy  lile's  young  flower  1 
— Wlio  shall  tell  ua  ?— on  thy  tongue 
Silence,  and  for  ever,  hung ! 
Never  to  thy  lip  and  chceK 
Rush'd  again  the  crimson  streak. 

That  whicb  there  had  beam'd  and  burn'd ! 

With  (he  secret  none  migiii  know, 

With  (hy  rapture  or  thy  woe, 

With  thy  marriaye-rolie  and  wreath, 

Thou  wert  fled,  young  bride  of  death  '■ 

One,  one  lightning  moment  there 

Struck  down  triumpli  to  despair, 

Beantv,  apiendor,  hope,  and  trust. 

Into  darkness — terror— dust! 

There  were  sounds  of  weeping  o'er  thee. 

Bride !  es  tbrlli  thy  kindred  bore  thee. 

Shrouded  in  thy  gleaming  veil, 

Deaf  to  tliat  wtldluneral  wail 

Yet  perchance  a  chastetiing  thought. 

In  soma  deeper  spirit  wrought, 

Whispering  while  die  stern,  sad  knell 

On  the  air^  bright  stillneas  fell ; 

—■"  From  the  power  of  chill  and  change 

Souls  to  sever  and  estrange ; 

Frora  love's  wane — a  death  in  life 

But  to  watch — a  mortal  strife ; 

From  the  secret  fevers  known 

To  the  burning  heart  alone, 

Thou  art  fled— afar,  avray — 

Where  these  blighta  no  more  hara  avny 


.ibTCoogIc' 


THE  ANCESTRAL  SONG. 


Theke  were  ftintaounda  of  weepicg  ;— fear  and  i 
And  midnight  vini  in  a  stately  room 
Of  Loaignan's  old  halis: — riuli  odors  cliere 
Fill'd  the  proud  chamber  aa  wilh  Indian  air. 
And  soft  fieht  fclljrom  lamps  of  silver,  thrown 
On  jewels  that  with  rainbow  lustre  ^one 
Over  a  gorgeons  couch : — there  emeraida  gleam'il 
And  deeper  crimson  (torn  ihe  ruby  slream'd 
Than  in  liie  heart-leaf  of  the  rose  is  set, 
Hiding  from  Bunshine, — Many  a  careanet 
Starry  with  diamonds,  many  a  burning  chain 
Of  Ihe  red  gold,  sent  lotlh  a  radiance  vain, 
And  sad,  and  strange,  Ihe  canopy  beneath 
Whose  shadowy  curtains,  round  a  bed  of  death, 

^. J -heynadbt 

Gifb  of  her  Idiil,  from  br-offPaytiim  lands. 
And  far  hU  sake,  noon  Iheii  orient  aheen 
She  had  gazed  fiHidly,  and  with  bint,  cold  bands 
Had  pre^d  ihem  to  oer  languid  heart  once  more, 
Mellmg  in  childlike  lean.    But  this  was  o'er — 
Lovc'a  iaet  vain  clinguig  unto  1i& ;  and  now — 
A  mist  of  dreams  waa  hovering  o'ar  her  brow. 
Her  eye  was  (ix'd,  her  spirit  seem'd  removed, 
Though  not  Irom  earth,  from  all  it  knsw  or  loved, 
Far,  €r,away  I  her  handmaida  walch'd  around. 
In  awe,  that  lent  (o  each  low  midnighl  sound 
A  mighl,  a  myalery ;  and  the  quivenng  light 
Of  wind-sway  d  lamps,  made  speclial  m  their  sight 
The  forma  of  buried  beauty,  sad,  yet  fair. 


Beckoning,  they  floated  o'er  her  dreamy  brain. 
Clothed  in  diviner  huea ;  whUe  on  her  eor 
Slrange  voices  fell,  which  none  besides  might  hear, 
Sweet,  yet  prolbudly  mournful,  af>  the  sigh 
Of  wincfs  o'er  harp-strings  through  n  midnighl  sky ; 
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And  ihu9  it  seem'd,  in  [lint  low  thrillin»  tone, 
Th'  aiicesiral  ^aduws  cali'd  away  ibeii  own. 
Come,  come,  come ! 
Long  thy  fainting  soul  liath  yearii'd 
For  the  step  ihal  ne'er  return'd  ; 
Lon^  thine  ansious  ear  bath  listen'd. 
And  lliy  walchful  eye  hath  glieten'd 
With  ine  hope,  whose  pmdiig;  strife 
Shook  ihe  flower-leavea  Irom  thy  life— 
Now  the  heavy  day  is  dotie. 
Home  awaits  lliee.  weariad  one  1 
Come,  come,  come  L 


Wound  about  the  throb&ing  brain , 
From  the  veins  of  sorrow  dlep. 
Winding  throDgh  the  world  of  sleep  ; 
Ftani  cbe  haunted  lialls  nnd  huwera, 
Thratig'd  with  ghosts  of  happier  hours ! 

On  our  dim  and  distant  shore 
Aching  love  is  telt  no  more ! 
We  have  lovpd  with  earth's  excess — 
fast  is  now  that  weariness! 
We  have  wept,  thai  weep  not  now- 
Calm  is  each  onte-beoting  brow ', 
We  have  known  the  dreamer's  woes— 
All  is  now  one  hrighl  repjisc  '■ 

Come,  come,  come  I 
Weary  heart  thai  long  hast  bled. 
Languid  spirit,  drooping  liead, 
Rcstkss  memory,  viiin  regret, 
Pining  love  whose  light  h  set, 

,Jk 

All  the  l^ver 
AU  the  air  wJih  peace  is  fill'd,— 
Come,  come,  come '. 
I  with  ber  spitit  rapt  iti  that  wild  lay. 


THE  MAGIC  GLASS. 


THE  MAGIC  GLASS.  si: 

ret  sav,  from  shrine  or  dim  sepulchral  hall. 
What  Lngiy  vision  shall  ohey  my  call  ] 

The  deep  grave  knows  it  well ! 

"  Would'st  thou  behold  earth's  eonqnerorsT  shall  thev  Dnsa 
Before  thee,  flushing  all  the  Maaic  Glass 

With  ItiumSi'a  long  array? 
Speak  !  and  those  dwellera  of  the  inarbTo  urn, 
Robedfor  the  feast  of  victory,  sjiall  return. 

As  on  their  pri>udest  day. 

■'Ot  would'st  thou  look  upon  the  lords  of  song!— 
O'er  the  dark  mirror  that  immortal  throng 
„      ,  ,  Shall  wnfto  solemn  gleam! 

Falsing,  with  lighted  eyes  and  nidiant  browa, 
Under  the  foliage  of  green  laurel-boughs, 
cut  silent  OS  a  dream," 

^Not  these,  O  mighty  master!— Though  their  lays 
Be  unto  man's  free  heart,  and  lests,  and  praise 

Hallow'd  for  evermore! 
And  not  the  buried  conquerors !     Let  them  sleep, 
And  let  the  flowery  eanli  her  Sabbaths  keep 

In  joy,  from  shore  to  shore  I 

"But,  if  the  narrow  house  may  so  be  moved, 
Call  the  bright  shadows  Df  die  most  beloved, 
^,       ,  Back  from  their  couch  of  rest  • 

That  I  may  learn  if  (Acir  meek  eyes  be  Bird 
Wiih  peace,  if  human  love  hath  ever  stlll'd 

The  yearning  human  breo? t." 


a^,  fond  youthj— An  idle  quest  is  Ihint 
3t  of  their  plac 


i<i  trophy,  no  m 


•Midst  the  dim  valleys,  with  a 
Their  lives,  like  shepherd  reed-notes,  faint  and  luw. 
Have  paas'd,  and  left  no  trace, 

"Haply,  heeirt  with  shadowy  woods  and  hills, 
And  the  wild  sounds  of  melancholy  rills. 

Their  covering  turf  may  bloom  ■ 
But  ne'er  hath  ferae  made  relics  oT  its  flowers— 
Never  hath  pilgrim  aoughl  their  household  bowera. 

Or  poet  hail'd  flieir  tomb.'' 

'' Adien,  then,  master  of  the  midnieht  spell '. 

Some  voice,  perchance,  by  those  lone  graves  may  lei 

'I'hat  which  I  pine  to  know  f 
I  haste  10  seek,  from  woods  and  valleys  ileep 
Where  the  beloved  are  laiil  m  lowly  slee)!, 

^  Ruxirds  of  j.jy  and  woe  '■ 
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...^ rs  pasa'd  of  old  j 

jiiid  the  festal  sun  that  shone. 
O'er  three  hundred  triumphB  gone,' 
Makes  thy  day  of  gloiy  bright, 
With  a  shower  of  golden  light. 
Now  thou  tread'st  th'  ascending  road 
Freedom's  toot  so  proudly  trode ; 
While,  trora  tomba  of  heroes  home, 
From  die  dust  of  empire  shorn, 
Flowera  upon  thy  graceful  head, 
Chapletfl  of  all  hues,  are  shed, 
In  a  soft  and  rosy  raiii, 
Touch'd  with  many  a  gem-like  stain. 
Thoa  hast  gain'd  the  summit  now ! 
Music  hails  thee  from  hetow: 
Muaic,  whose  rich  notes  mignl  atii 
Ashea  of  the  sepulchre  ; 


All  IheTjright  ai 

Well  may  woman's  heart  bra 
Unto  that  proud  harmony  '. 
Now  afitr  it  rolls— it  dies— 
And  thy  voice  is  heard  to  rise 
With  a  low  and  lovely  lone 
In  ita  thrilling  power  alone  : 

Touch 


h  lit  thy  farse  dark  eye. 
And  thy  cheek  a  fluab  hath  caught 
From  the  joy  of  kindled  thought ; 
And  the  burning  words  of  eong 
From  Ihy  lip  flow  fast  and  strong. 
With  a  rushing  stream's  deUght 
In  Che  freedom  of  its  might. 
Rftdianl  daughter  of  the  sun) 
Now  thy  living  wreath  is  won. 
Crown'd  of  Rome !— Oh  !  art  thou  not 
Happy  in  thai  glorious  lot  ?— 
*Tho  trebly  hundred  mmapha.—BiiTim. 


Happier,  happier  far  than  thou, 
WltfTlhe  laurel  on  thy  brow, 
She  thai  makes  [he  humblest  hearth 
Lovely  but  to  one  on  earth  I 


No  dower  of  storied  song  is  ihine, 

0  desolate  abode ! 
Forth  from  ihy  gales  no  glittering  hne 

Of  laiioc  and  apear  hath  flow'd. 
Bsutiers  of  knighthood  have  not  flung 

Proud  drapery  o'er  Ihj;  walls. 
Nor  hugle-iiotes  to  battle  rung 

Through  thy  resounding  balls. 
Nor  have  rich  bowers  of  pleasaunce  here 

By  courtly  hands  beeti  dresa'd. 
For  princes,  from  the  ehoss  of  deer. 

Only  some  rose,  yel  lingering  bright 

Beside  thy  casements  lone, 
Tells  where  the  apirit  of  delight 

Hath  dwelt,  and  now  is  gone. 
Yet  minstrel  tale  of  harp  ond  sword. 

And  sovereign  beauty's  lot, 
Honse  of  quenuh'd  light  and  silent  bonrdl 

It  is  etiouffh  to  know  that  here. 

Where  thoughtfully  I  slatid. 
Sorrow  and  love,  and  hope  and  fear. 

Have  iink'd  one  kiodred  band. 
Thou  hindest  me  with  mighty  spells ! 

— A  BolemniKing  breath, 
A  presence  oil  around  thee  dwells, 

Of  human  lite  atid  death. 
I  need  but  pluuk  yon  garden  flower 

From  where  the  wild  weeds  rise. 
To  wake,  with  strange  and  sudden  power, 

A  thousand  sympailiiGa. 
Thou  hast  heard  many  sounds,  thou  hearth ! 

Deserted  now  by  all ! 
Voices  at  eve  here  met  in  miith 

Which  eve  may  ne'er  recall. 

And  childhood's  laughing  glee. 
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And  song  and  prayer.hai'e  all  been  known. 

Hearth  of  the  dend!  to  thee. 
Tbmt  hast  heard  bJes^nga  tbndly  ponr'd 

Upon  the  in^nt  head, 
As  if  in  every  fervent  word 

The  living  soul  were  ehed  ; 
Thou  hast  Been  partings,  such  aa  bear 

The  bloom  from  lift  away — 
Alas !  for  love  in  changeful  air. 

Where  nought  beloved  can  stay ! 
Here,  by  the  restless  bed  of  pain. 

The  vigil  hath  been  kept. 
Till  suniiBe,  bright  with  hope  in  vaui. 

Burst  forth  on  eyes  that  wept ; 
Here  halh  been  fell  the  bush,  the  gloom. 

The  breathless  influence,  shed 
Through  the  dim  dwelling,  ftom  the  room 

Wherein  reposed  the  dead. 
The  seal  left  void,  the  misdn"  lace, 

Have  here  been  mark'd  and  moum'd. 
And  dine  hath  fill'd  the  vacant  place. 

And  gladneaa  hath  retum'd  : 
Till  from  the  narrowing  household  chain 

The  links  dropp'd  one  by  one ! 
And  homewards  hither,  o'er  the  main, 

Came  the  spring-birds  alone, 
b  there  not  cause,  then — cause  for  thought, 

Fix'd  eye  and  lingering  tread. 
Where,  with  their  ihoueand  mysteries  fraught. 

Even  lowliest  hearts  have  bled  ? 
Where  in  io  ever-haunting  thirst 

For  draughts  of  purer  day, 
Man's  soul,  with  tiiliil  strength,  hath  bunt 

The  cloudsthac  wrapt  its  way] 
Holy  to  human  natnre  seems 

The  long-forsaken  spot ; 
To  deep  affections,  tender  dreams, 

Hopes  of  a  brighter  lot! 
Therefore  in  silent  reverence  here. 

Hearth  of  the  dead!  Island, 
Where  joy  and  sorrow,  smile  and  tear. 

Have  link'd  one  household  band, 

THE  MINSTER. 

Our  hopes  of  IminnrtB-lliy." — Byron. 

BfeiE  [ow  ! — the  place  is  holy  to  the  breBth 

Of  awful  harmonies,  of  whisper'd  prayer ; 
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Tread  lightly  !— for  the  sanctity  of  deatli 

Broods  with  a  voiceless  influence  on  ihe  air : 
Stem,  yel  serene !— a  reconciling  ^eli, 
Each  troubled  biilow  of  the  sou!  wquell. 
Jjeave  me  to  linger  silently  awliile  ! 

— Not  for  the  Tight  that  poura  its  fervid  SitreiimB 
Of  rainbow  glory  down  through  arch  and  aiste. 

Kindling  old  bannera  into  haughty  gleams, 
Flushing  proud  shriaes,  or  by  some  warrior'B  tomb 
I^ing  away  in  clouds  of  goigeous  gkom : 
Not  tor  rich  music,  though  in  triumph  pealing. 

Mighty  as  forest  sounds  when  winds  aro  high ; 
Koryet  for  torch,  and  cross,  and  stole,  reveabng 

Through  incenae-misla  their  sainted  pageant^  ;— 
Though  o'er  the  apirit  each  hatli  charm  and  power. 
Yet  not  tor  these  I  ask  one  lingering  hour. 
But  by  strong  aympatbies,  whose  silver  cord 


ThSt  aiignish  forth,  are  with  me  a  .  .  .. , 
I  look  back  on  the  pangs,  the  burning  teats, 
lOlown  to  these  altars  of  a  thousand  yeais. 
Send  up  a  mormur  from  the  dual.  Remorse ! 

That  here  hast  bow'd  with  a^'hes  on  thy  head : 
And  thou,  still  battling  widi  tlie  tempesfs  force— 

Thou,  whose  bright  spirit  through  oil  time  hast  bled — 
Sneak,  wounded  Love!  if  penance  here,  or  prayer. 
Hath  laid  one  haunting  shadow  of  despair  1 
No  voice,  no  breath ! — of  conflicts  past,  no  trace ! 

—Doth  not  this  hush  give  answer  to  my  quest  ? 
Surely  tlie  dread  religion  of  the  place 

By  every  grid  hath  made  its  might  confest! 
—Oh !  that  within  my  heart  I  could  but  keep 
Holy  to  Heaven,  a  spot  thua  pure,  and  still,  and  deep ! 


THE  SONG  OF  NIGHT.* 


I  COME  to  thee,  0  Earth ! 
With  aii  my  gifts !— for  every  flower  i 
In  bell,  and  urn,  and  chalice,  to  renes 

The  glory  of  its  biith. 
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S4S  MI3CELLANE0CS  P0BM8. 

Not  one  which  slimmerine  lies 
Fu  amidst  folding  hills,  or  forest  leaves. 
But,  through  lis  veins  of  beauty,  so  leceives 

A  spirit  of  iresh  dyes. 

Making  thy  streama.  that  on  their  noon-day  track, 
Give  but  the  moss,  the  reed,  the  Uly  back, 

Mirrois  of  worlds  a^r. 

I  come  with  pence:-! shed 

Sleep  through  thy  wood-walks,  o'er  Ihe  honey-bee, 

t;.„  I,,!.'..  — ; 1 — .  — :._  .L|g  fejvn'fl  young  glee. 


I  come  vidth  rnightier  thrngB ! 
Who  calls  me  silent  t  I  have  many  tones— 
TtiB  dark  skies  thrill  with  low  myaterions  moans. 

Borne  on  my  sweepii^  wings, 

I  waft  them  not  alone 
From  the  deep  organ  of  [he  forest  shades, 
Ot  buried  Blresms,  unheard  amidst  their  glades. 

Till  the  bright  day  is  done  ; 

But  in  the  human  breast 
A  thousand  still  small  voices  1  awake, 
Strong,  in  their  sweetness,  from  the  soul  to  shake 

TIte  mantle  of  its  rest. 

I  bring  them  from  the  past : 
From  true  hearl3T)roken,  gentle  ajirila  torn. 
From  crush'd  affections,  which,  ifioBeh  long  o'crborae. 

Make  their  tones  heard  at  last. 

I  bring  them  from  the  tomb : 
O'er  the  sad  couch  of  late  wpentanl  love 
They  pass— though  low  as  murmurs  of  a  dove— 

Like  trumpets  through  the  gloom. 

I  come  with  all  my  train ; 
Who  calls  me  lonely? — Hosts  around  me  tread. 
The  inlenselv  bright,  Ihe  beautiful,  liie  dead— 

Phanloma  of  hean  and  brain  ! 

Looks  from  departed  eves — 
These  are  my  lightnings  !— fill'd  with  anguish  vain, 
Or  lendemess  too  piercing  to  sustain. 

They  smile  with  agonies. 

I,  that  with  soft  control, 
Shut  the  dim  violet,  hush  the  woodland  song, 
lam  the  avenging  one  !—lhe  arm'M,  die  strong— 

The  searcher  of  ihe  soul '. 
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THE  STORM-PA  INTl 


THE  STOKM-PAINTEa  IN  HIS  DUNGEON.* 

Midnight,  and  aitence  deep ! 

—The  air  is  ai'd  with  sleep, 
With  the  Bfream's  whisper,  and  the  citron's  breath : 

The  fix'd  and  solemn  stars  . 

Gleam  through  my  dun^on  bar&*- 
Wake,  rushing  winds  i  Ihia  breeieless  calm  is  death ! 

Ye  waleh-fires  of  the  skies  ! 

The  elillnes  of  your  eyes 
Looks  too  intensely  through  my  troubltd  sou! : 

I  feel  this  weight  of  rest 


An  earth -load 
Wake,  rushing  winda. 

.°.°.B'S 

dork  clouds 

roll 

O^.X'fierc 

And  kingly  tempests  '.• 

Tfear  tl^bold 

That  knows  n 
But  in  the  peal  of  your 

-will  ye  not 
spirit's  voice 
01  to  rqoice 
strong  harm 

arise ! 

ALtdkc  cflSuTsTC**' 
And  flashing  torrent;:,  I  have  been 

our  mate  j 

ielale: 

Your  lightnings  were  bs  rods, 

That  anjole  llie  deep  abodes 
Of  thought  and  vision — and  the  stream  guah'd  free  ; 

Come,  thai  my  soul  again 

May  swell  to  burst  its  chain- 
Bring  me  the  music  ofttie  sweeping  sea! 

preaeiitlng  toouroyea  ilealh-devuled  bWib  oveilakcn  by  teirpesls 

anii  ag^n  submerged  in  IheaUvBa  of  ocEan."  Duringan  imprtaon' 
menl  nf  five  years  in  Genoa,  the  piolures  which  hs  painied  in  his 
dungeoD  were  marked  by  addlllonal  power  aad  gloonip — Sea  Lahu's 
HMtoiTT  ef  Pumtifg,  Inaulatid  bv  Rcsr-oc. 


B  MISCELI.A\EOUS  rOEMS. 

Wilhin  me  dwells  a  flame, 

„ An  eagle  caged  and  tame, 

Till  call'd  forth  by  fhe  harping  of  the  blast : 

Then  is  ila  liiunipU'B  hoar, 

It  spring  to  fluddeti  power, 
As  mounts  the  billow  o'er  the  quirering  maat. 

Then,  then,  iha  canvass  o'er, 

With  hurried  hand  I  pour 
ITie  lava-wavefl  and  gusts  of  my  own  aoul ! 

Kindling  to  li«ry  lite 

Dreams,  worlds,  of  pictured  strife- 
Wake,  rufliing  winds,  awake  •  and,  dark  clouds,  roll  I 

Wake,  rise  1  the  reed  may  bend, 

The  shivering  leaf  descend, 
The  forest  blanch  give  way  before  your  might ; 

But  I  your  strong  eomneer. 

Call,  summon,  wait  you  here— 
Answer,  my  spirit !— answer,  atorni  and  night ! 


iwo  solemn  Voices,  in  n  funeral  strain. 
Met  as  rich  winbeams  and  dark  bursts  of  rain 

Meet  in  the  sky; 
"Thou  art  a»ne  hence !"  one  sang ;  "  Our  light ;.  flown, 
Oat  beautilul,  that  seem'd  too  muSi  our  own 

Ever  to  die ! 
"Thou  art  gone  henec  I— our  joyous  hilb  among 
Never  agam  to  pour  thy  soul  m  song, 
.,  When  spring-Howers  rise  I 

Never  the  fnend'a  femiiiar  step  to  meet 
With  loving  laughter,  and  the  welcome  sweet 

Of  thy  glad  eyes," 

«?^l' Jl^"''T!""?f'-S""«  *""'=■'"  "lei.  high  and  clear. 
Warbled  that  other  Voice ;  "  Thou  hast  no  tear 

Again  to  shed- 
Never  to  fold  the  robe  o'er  secret  pain. 
Never,  weigh'd  down  by  Memory's  cluuds,  aaain 

To  bow  thy  head. 
"Tlioaartapnohome!  oh!  early  crown'd  and  blest! 
Where  could  the  love  of  that  deep  heart  find  rest 

With  aught  below  i 
■fhoumuat  have  seen  rich  dream  by  dream  decay. 
All  the  bright  rose-leaves  drop  from  life  away— 

Thrice  WesB'd  to  go!" 
Yet  sigh'd  again  that  breeze-like  Voice  of  grief— 
"Thou  art  gone  hence!  alasi  that  aught  so  brief, 
^,  ,  So  loved  tJiould  lie : 

Thou  tak'st  our  summer  hence  '-the  flower,  the  tone 
The  music  of  our  being,  all  in  one. 

Depart  with  thee ' 
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"Fair  form,  young  epiril,  morning  vision  fled! 
Canal  (ftoH  he  of  che  dead,  the  awful  dead) 

The  dark  unlinown? 
Yes!  to  Ihe  dwelling  where  no  (oolalepa  &]1, 
Never  again  to  li^t  up  hearth  or  holl, 

U'hy  smile  ia  gone  I" 
"  Home,  ftome .'"  once  more  the  esulting  TToica  i 
"  Thou  art  gone  home !—  from  that  divine  repoae 

Never  to  say  farewell,  to  weep  in  vain. 
To  read  of  change,  in  eyes  iieloved,  again — 

Thou  art  gone  home! 
"  By  (he  bright  waters  now  thy  lot  is  caftt — 
Joy  for  tliee,  happy  fiietid!  thy  bark  hath-paal 

The  rough  sea's  foam  ! 
Now  the  long  yearnings  ol  thy  aoul  are  atill'd, 
Home  I  home  ! — thy  peace  ia  won,  ihy  heart  is  fi 

Thou  art  fionc  home !" 


THE  PARTING  SHIP. 
lUleriiT?  ship,  thnt  halh  the  pMa 


^«, ..,  v^v  eIotv.  o*er  the  ancient  si 

Takei 
-iinshine— -, 

Fare -thee- w 
Proudly  the  flashing  billow  thou  hast  cleft, 

The  breeze  yet  (ollows  thee  with  cheer  and  song; 
Who  now  of  aioinis  hath  dream  or  memory  left ) 

And  yet  the  deep  is  Strang ! 
But  go  thou  triumphing,  while  atiJl  the  smiles 

Ofsummer  tremhle  on  the  water's' breast! 


To  thee  a  welcome  breathing  o'er  the  tide. 

The  genii  groves  of  Araby  shall  pour ; 
Waves  that  enfold  the  pearl  shall  baths  thy  side. 

On  the  old  Indian  shore, 
on  shall  the  shadow  of  the  palm-tree  lie 

O'er  glassy  bays  wherein  thy  saife  are  furi'd, 
And  its  leaves  whisper,  as  the  wind  sweeps  by 

Tales  of  the  elder  world. 
OR  shall  the  burning  stais  ot  Southern  slttee, 

A  lonely  home  for  human  ihoughts  and  ties, 
Between  the  heavens  and  deec. 
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M  MISCELLANF-OUS  POEMS. 

Bine  seaa  thai  roll  on  gorgeous  coasts  reiiown'd. 

By  nighl:  shall  sparkle  where  itiy  prow  makes  we 
Slranae  creatures  of  Ihe  abysa  thai  none  may  soun 

lu  tiiy  brood  wake  shall  play. 
From  hills  unknown,  in  mingled  joy  and  Tear, 

Free  duslty  tribes  shall  pout,  thy  flag  to  marlt  ;— 
Blessings  go  with  thee  on  thy  lone  career  ! 

Hail,  and  fetewell,  thou  bark ! 
A  long  farewell!— Thou  wilt  not  bring  us  back 

All  whom  thou  bcarest  far  from  home  and  heart; 
Many  are  ihine,  whose  sleps  no  more  shall  track 

Their  own  sweei  native  earth! 
Somewi 

Whert  „ _.., 

Some  in  the  snowa  of  wintry  re 

By  the  cold  northern  lights 
And  some,  far  down  tietow  the  sounding  wave. 

Still  shdll  they  lie,  though  lempeGls  o'er  them  sweep ; 


And  thou — ihe  billow's  queen — even  ihy  proud  form 
On  our  glad  sight  no  more  perchance  may  sweli ; 

Yet  God  Sike  is  in  the  calm  and  storm— 
Fare-ihee-well,  batk  !  farevrell ! 


THE  LAST  TREE  OF  THE  FOREST. 
WniSFEU,  IhoQ  Tree,  thou  lonely  Tree, 

One,  where  a  thousand  stood ! 
Well  might  prottd  tales  be  (old  by  thee, 

Last  of  the  solemn  wood  ! 
Dwells  there  no  voice  amidst  thy  boughs, 

With  leaves  yet  darkly  green  ( 
Stillness  is  round,  and  noontide  glows 

Tell  OS  what  thou  hast  seen. 
"  I  have  seen  the  forest  shadows  lie 

Where  men  now  reap  the  corn ; 
I  have  seen  the  kingly  chase  rush  by. 

Through  the  deep  glades  at  mom. 
•  With  the  glance  of  many  a  gnllom  spear, 

And  the  wave  of  many  a  plume, 
And  the  bounding  of  a  hundred  deer. 

It  hath  lit  the  woodland's  gloom. 
"  I  have  seen  the  knight  and  his  train  ride  past. 

With  his  banner  borne  on  high  ; 
Cer  all  my  leaves  there  was  brightoess  cost 

iVom  his  gleaming  panoply. 
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"  The  pilgrim  ai  my  feet  halh  laid 

Hia  palin  hranch  'IJllJsl  Ihe  tiowera, 
And  raid  his  beads,  and  mockly  ptay'd, 

Kneeling,  at  veaper-houra. 
"And  the  merry-men  of  wild  and  glen, 

In  ihe  green  array  they  wore, 
Have  feasied  here,  wilh  Ihe  red  ivine'H  cheer, 

And  the  hunter's  song  of  jore. 
"  And  the  minstrel,  resting  in  my  shade. 

Hath  made  the  loteac  ring 
With  the  lordly  tales  of  the  high  Crusade, 

Once  loved  by  chief  and  king. 
'  But  now  the  noble  forms  are  goue 

That  walk'd  the  enrih  of  old  ; 
The  soft  wind  bath  a  mournful  tone, 

The  sunny  ligbl  looks  cold. 
"  There  ia  no  glory  left  us  now. 

Uke  the  glory  with  the  dead  :— 
I  would  that  where  they  slumber  low 

My  latest  leaves  were  shed  1" 
Oh !  thou  dark  Tree,  thou  lonely  Tree, 

That  mournest  for  the  past.! 
A  peasanl'a  home  m  thy  shades  I  see, 

Embower'd  from  every  blast. 
A  lovely  and  a  mirthful  sound 
Oflaughter  meets  mme  ear; 
For  the  poor  man's  children  sport  arouml 

On  the  turf,  wilh  nought  to  fear. 
And  roses  lend  that  cabin's  wall 

A  happy  surnmer  glow  : 
And  the  open  door  stands  free  to  all, 

For  it  recks  not  of  a  foe. 
And  the  village  bella  are  on  the  breeiB 

That  stiis  thy  lenf,  dark  Tree ! 
How  can  I  mourn,  'midst  things  like  these. 
For  the  atonny  past,  with  thee? 

THE  STREAMS, 
The  pon-sr,  the  bf  auty,  srid  llie  imjestj, 


It  and  solemn  woods, 
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Ye  ihal  ate  bom  of  Ihe  valleys  J  ep, 

And  ye  that  gush  Troin  the  sou'iding  caves — 

Hallow'd  have  been  your  waves. 
Hallow'd  by  man.  in  his  dreama  of  old 
Unto  beinga  not  of  tins  mortal  mould 
Viewless,  and  deathless,  and  wondrous  powers 
Whose  voice  he  heard  in  hia  lonely  hours, 
And  sought  wilh  its  feticled  sound  lo  still 

The  heart  earth  could  not  fill. 
Therefore  the  flowers  of  bright  aummera  gone, 
O'er  your  sweet  waters,  ye  streams !  were  throwi 
Thousand  of  gitis  to  the  sunny  sea 
Have  ye  swept  nlong,  m  your  wanderings  free, 
And  tlkiill'd  (o  the  muimur  of  many  a  vow- 
Where  all  is  silent  now ! 
Nor  seems  it  strange  that  the  heart  hath  been 
So  link'd  in  love  lo  your  margins  green ; 
That  still,  though  rum"d,  yonr  early  shrines 
'  ■  '■eautj^  gleam  through  the  souihem  vines. 


For  the  loveliest  scenes  of  the  glowing  earlh. 

Ate  those  biiaht  strenms !  where  vour  springs  have  billh 

Whethertheircavern'dmurmm  fills, 

With  a  lone  of  plaint,  the  hollow  Mb, 

Or  the  glad  sweet  laugh  trftheir  healthfiil  flow 

1h  heard  'midst  the  hamlets  low. 
Or  whether,  ye  gladden  the  desert  sands 
With  a  joyous  music  lo  pilgrim  bands. 
And  a  flaah  from  und(  r  some  ancient  rock. 
Where  a  ehepherd-kmg  might  have  walch'd  his  flock, 
Where  a  few  lone  palm-trees  lUt  their  heads. 

And  a  green  Acacia  spreads. 
O-  whether,  in  bright  old  lands  renown'd, 
Tne  laurels  thrill  to  your  first-bom  sound, 
j'l  nd  the  shadow,  flung  from  the  Grecian  pine, 
'weeps  with  the  breeze  o'er  yoar  gleammg  tine. 
And  the  tall  reeds  whisper  to  your  waves. 

Beside  heroic  graves. 
Voices  and  lights  of  the  lonely  place  1 
By  the  freshest  fem  your  naih  we  asirn  ■ 
"-  ■he  brightest  cbjb  oi 


By  Ihc  brightest  cups  on  ihe  emerald 
whose  fairy  goblets  the  turf  emboss. 
By  the  roinbowglancing  of  inrect  w 
in  a  thousand  mazy  . 
There  sucks  the  bee,  lor  tJie  richest  I 
Are  all  your  own  through  the  aumnit 
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THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WINU. 

Ttete  Ihc  proud  slag  hia  fair  image  knows. 
Traced  on  vour  class  beneath  aldet-bongns, 
And  ihe  Halcyon's  breast,  like  tto  skies  array  d. 
Gleams  ibrough  the  willow-Bhade. 
But  the  ivild  sweel  tales,  that  with  eives  and  &vs 
Peopled  your  banks  in  the  olden  days. 
And  the  menioty  left  by  departed  lovp, 
To  vour  antique  founls  in  glen  and  groi  c. 
And  the  glory  bom  of  the  poet  a  dreums- 

These  arc  your  charma,  btiglit  strei 
Now  is  Ibe  time  of  your  flowery  ritea. 
Gotw;  by  with  its  dances  and  y^"ng  dcl^hte. 
From  your  m=rble  "m^J^t  '^^,,'X!.  da  J'. 
From  your  chapel-cells  to  the  laughing  da)  , 
Low  &  your  aWrs  with  moss  o-ergrown, 

And  the  woods  agnm  are  lone. 
Yet  holy  still  be  your  livins  springs 
HannlB  of  all  gentle  and  eTadsome  things! 
Holy,  to  eonve^rse  with  nature's  lore, 
That  gives  the  worn  spirit  its  vonlli  once  more, 
And  to  silent  thoughts  of  the  love  divuie, 

Making  the  heart  a  shrine . 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WIND. 
Ou'  many  a  voice  is  thine,  thou  Wind !  fuU  many  a  voice  is 

And  thTspirit  is  thy  harp,  O  Wind  !  that  gives  the  answering 
Thouhasi  been  :icro^  red  lields  of  war,  where  shiver'dhejmets 

AllLse'ire  &  thy  music  met,  as  wVii  a  leader  comes, 
Thoa  hast  been  o'er  solitary  seas,  and  from  their  wastes  brought 
Fnch  n'S^ot  waters  that  awoke  in  the  mystery  of  thy  track- 
ThTchiml  of  Tow  soft  soutbem  waves  on  some  green  p.luiy 
The  Irollow  ioll  of  distant  surge,  the  gatber'd  billows'  roar. 
Thou  art  cotne  from  forests  dark  and  deep,  thou  mighty  ru-h- 
^  th^  Kail  their  uuison,  in  one  Ml  swell  combined  ; 
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The  reelleas  pines,  Ihe  moaning  Elream,  all  hidden  things  and 
Of  the  dim  old  sounding  wilderness,  have  lent  their  soul  to  lliee. 
Tiiou  art  eame  from  cities  lighted  up  fur  the  conqueror  passing 
■\ryi 


The  rollii^  of  triumphant  wheels, 
The  &r-off  ahout  of  mnititudefl,  ai 

Thou  an  come  from  kingly  tombs  and  ahrines,  frum  ancient 
Througli  the  dajraides  of  a  thousand  years  ih/lo^ir^g 
Ihou  hast  caught  the  anthem's  billowy  swell,  the  stalely  dirges 
f        ^?^^r'    •  ■  .       ,  [slumber  aone. 

tor  a  chief,  with  sword,  and  shielj.and  hehn,  to  his  place  of 

Thou  utl  come  from  long-forsaken  hemes,  wherein  oar  voude 
Tu       u'^^  P^*!.  Il'in'l.  Ihe  true  i 

Thou  hast  found  sweet  voicea  lingering  there,  die  loved,  the 
™ed-  melodies,  lEougB  now  all  chanaed  and 

Be  still,  he  still,  and  haunt  ua  not  with  music  from  the  dead  ! 
Are  all  these  notes  in  thee,  wild  wind !  these  many  notes  in 
Far  in  out  own  unfathom'd  souls  their  fount  must  surely  he  ■ 
Yes!  buned,but  unsleeping,  i/wre  lliought  watches. memory 
c.  T*'      ,  ,  [harmonies, 

from  whose  deep  urn  the  tones  are  pour'd  through  all  earth's 


THE  VIGIL  OF  ARMS' 

A  souNDiBG  Step  was  heard  by  nighl 

In  a  cSiurch  where  the  mighty  slept. 
As  a  tnail-clad  youth,  till  moriiiiig'e  light, 

'Midst  the  loinis  his  vigil  kept. 
He  wfllfc'd  in  dreams  of  power  and  fame. 

He  lifted  a  proud,  briglit  eye, 
For  the  hours  were  few  that  withheld  his  na 

From  the  roll  of  chivalry. 
Down  ihe  moonlit  oiales  he  paiwd  alone. 

With  a  free  and  stately  tread  ; 
And  the  floor  gave  back  a  nmffled  tone 

From  the  couches  cl  the  dead  : 


.1  by  Google 


ir  fete 

Thai  fouch'a  fluked  hopes  could  chill ; 
He  moved  through  the  irophiea  of  buried  atu 

Wirh  each  proud  pulse  mrobbing  atill. 
He  heard,  as  the  wind  tiitough  the  chancel  sv 

A  eweil  of  the  trumpet's  breath ; 
He  look'd  U>  the  bannera  on  high  dint  hung. 

And  not  lo  the  duet  beneath. 


Through  the  aolenin  arches  on  it  slteam'd, 

With  many  a  gleam  of  gold ; 
There  were  created  knight,  and  gorgeous  dame, 

Glittering  athwart  the  gloom, 
And  he  follow' d,  tilt  hia  bold  atep  came 

To  his  warrior-fatber'a  tomb. 

Bui  there  the  still  and  shadowy  might 

Ofthe  monumental  atone. 
And  the  holy  sleep  of  the  soft  lamp's  light 

That  over  ils  quiet  shone, 
And  Uie  image  of  thai  sire,  who  died 

In  his  noonday  of  renown — 
These  had  a  power  unto  which  the  pride 

Of  fiery  Ute  bow'd  down. 
And  a  spirit  from  hia  early  years 

Came  back  o'er  hia  thoughts  lo  move, 
Till  his  eye  was  iill'd  with  memory's  teats. 

And  his  heart  with  childhood's  love  ! 
And  he  look'd,  with  a  change  in  hia  softening  glance. 

To  the  armor  o'er  the  grave — 
For  there  they  hung,  the  shield  and  lance. 

And  the  gaunilet  of  the  brave. 
And  the  sword  of  many  a  field  waa  there, 

With  ilB  cross  for  the  hour  of  need, 
When  the  knigtit'a  bold  war-cry  hath  sunk  in  prayer. 

And  the  spear  ia  a  broken  teed ! 
— Hush !  did  a  breeze  through  the  armor  sigii  1 

Did  the  jblda  of  the  banner  shake  1 
Not  so !— Irom  the  tomb's  dork  mystery 

There  seom'd  a  voice  to  break  f 
He  had  heard  that  voice  bid  clarions  blow. 

He  had  caught  its  last  blessina's  breath — 
■Twas  the  same— but  lis  awful  S' 

Had  an  under-tone  of  death  ! 


nii  it  said — "  The  sword  hath  eonquer'd  kings. 
And  the  spear  ihrouoh  realms  hath  pass'd  ; 
""  "'  1,  alone,  of  all  Iheee  Iliiogs, 


Might" 


THE  HEAET  OF  BROCB  IS  MELROSE  ABBI 
Heart!  thai  did'st  press  forward  stiil* 
Where  the  iri^mpel's  note  rang  shrill, 
Where  the  knighily  swords  were  ero^ogf 
And  the  plumea  like  sea  foam  losaing, 
Leader  of  the  ebarcing  spear, 
I'iery  heart! — and  liest  ihon  here? 
May  this  Lumow  ppot  innrD 
Aught  that  90  could  beat  and  bum  1 
Heart !  tlial  lovcdet  the  clarion's  blast, 

Silent— save  when  early  bird 
Sings  where  once  the  mass  waa  heard ; 
Silent — save  when  breeze's  moan 
Comea  through  fiowers  or  fretted  stone ; 
And  the  wild-rose  waves  around  thee. 
And  the  long  dark  grass  hath  bound  ihee, 
—Skep'Bl  thoa,  OB  the  &wain  might  sleep. 
In  his  nameless  valley  deep ) 

e  heart !  though  cold  and  lone. 


Fe^f/i 


thy  ^irit  brood 

the  whiaieriitg  solitude  1 


igh  thought  of  thee, 
,  the  bold,  the  *■- - 


Fast  they  rise,  the  bol3,  the  free, 
Sweeping  past  ihy  lowly  hed. 
With  a  mute,  yet  stately  tread. 
Sheddmg  their  pale  armoi's  ligb 
Forth  upon  the  breathless  night, 
Bending  every  warlike  plume 
In  the  prayer  o'er  saintly  tomb. 

Now,  true  heart,  as  thou  wert  wont 
Pass  thou  to  the  peril's  front ! 
Where  the  banner-spear  is  gleaming. 
And  the  battle's  red  wine  streaming. 
Till  the  Pajmiin  quail  before  ihee. 
Till  the  cross  wave  prnudly  o'er  thea- 
Dreams !  the  falling  of  a  leaf 
Wins  me  iirom  their  splendors  brief  j 


nd  DnuglSB  will 
hrew  from  Um 


Coojic 


Dreams,  yel  bright  ones !  sco 
Thou  Ihat  aeek'st  ihe  holysp 
Nor,  amldsl  iia  lone  domain, 
Call  ihe  faith  in  relics  vain '. 


NATURE'S  FAREWELL. 


"  A  YODiH  rode  fbrlh  from  hia  childhood's  home. 
Through  ihe  crowded  palhs  of  [he  world  lo  roam  ; 
And  the  giecn  leave;  whieper'd,  as  he  pass'd, 


iring's  wild  Howcn. 

Tiion  and  Iby  tootfiet  have  ^iiiTpiay'd . 

Ye  may  meet  again  where  ye  roved  of  yore, 

Bat  as  ye  ha-Be  met  there — ah!  never  more!" 

On  rode  the  youth — and  the  bouglia  among, 

Thus  the  ftee  birds  o'er  his  pathway  sung : 

■'  Whflrefore  so  fest  unto  life  away  I 

Thou  art  leaving  for  ever  ihy  joy  in  our  lay! 

"  Thou  may'st  come  to  the  summer  woods  again, 

And  thy  heart  hove  nn  echo  to  greet  their  strain ; 

Afar  trom  the  foliage  its  love  wUl  dwell— 

A  change  tnual  pass  o'er  thee — ferewell,  farewell !" 

On  rode  the  youth— and  the  fonnts  and  etreams 

Thusmingledavoioe  with  his  joyous  dreams: 

"  We  have  been  thy  playmates  through  many  a  day, 

Wherefore  thus  leave  us  1— oh!  yet  deUy! 

"Listen  but  once  lo  ihe  sound  of  onr  mirth! 

For  thee  'tis  a  melody  passing  from  earth. 

Never  again  wilt  Uiou  find  in  its  (low. 

The  peace  it  cookl  once  on  thy  heart  bestow, 

"  Thou  will  visit  the  scenes  oflhy  childhood's  glee. 

With  the  breath  of  the  world  on  thy  spirit  free ; 

FasBion  and  sorrow  its  depth  will  linve  stirr'd, 

And  the  singing  of  waters  be  vainly  heard. 

"  Thou  will  be: 

What  ^ould  it  _ 

Thou  wilt  bring 

Tbiist  which 


it  do  lor  a  tiurniiig  heart  I 

rag  to  the  banks  of  our  freshest  riU, 

H..-...ii.,CoOt^Tc 


us  M!SCELIjA>EOUa  POEMd. 

"  Farewell !— when  thou  cniiiest  again  to  thine  ovm 
Thou  wilt  miss  liom  our  music  ilslovelieat  tone  ; 
Mournfully  true  is  the  lole  wo  tell- 
Yet  on,  fipiy  dreamer !  iarewell,  fereweU !" 
And  8  eoinelhing  of  gloom  on  his  spirit  weiah'd 
Aa  he  caught  the  last  aonnds  of  his  native  sEiade ; 
But  he  knew  not,  till  many  Q  bright  spell  broke, 
How  deep  were  the  oracles  Nature  spoke ! 


THE  BEINGS  OF  THE  MIHD, 
■■  The  beinp  of  Iho  mind  are  not  of  clay , 
And  mul^ply  In  ns  a.  brigbKr  ray. 

Of  ninriAl  bondage/^ — jBjfroH. 
Come  to  me  in  your  triumphs  and  yoar  woes, 

Ye  forms,  to  life  by  glorious  poeishrooghl! 
I  sic  alone  with  flowets,  and  vernal  hougl^ 

In  the  deep  shadow  oi  a  voiceless  thought; 
'Midst  the  eiad  iiiuhc  of  the  spring  alone, 
And  sorrowful  for  visions  that  are  gone  I 
Come  tn  me !  make  your  thrilling  whispers  heard, 

Ye,  by  those  mnsteis  of  the  soul  endow'd 
Wiib  Ufe,  and  love,  and  many  a  hnming  word. 

That  bursts  from  grief,  like  lightning  from  a  clouo, 
And  smiles  the  heart,  till  all  its  chords  reply, 
As  leaves  make  answer  when  ihe  wmd  sweeps  by. 
Come  to  me  I  visit  my  dim  haunt ! — the  aonnd 

Of  hidden  springs  is  in  Ihe  grass  beneath: 
The  stock-dove's  note  above!  and  all  around. 

The  poesy  that  with  the  violet's  breath 
HoalB  Uirongh  the  air,  in  rich  and  sudden  streamB, 
Mingiing,  li£o  music,  with  the  sonl's  deep  dreams. 
Friends,  friends !— for  such  to  my  lone  heart  ye  ate- 

tlnohangingonee!  from  whose  immortal  eyes 
The  f^ory  melta  not  as  a  waning  alar. 

And  [lie  sweet  kindness  never,  never  dies: 
Bright  children  of  the  bard  I  o'er  this  green  dell 
Poffi  once  again,  and  light  it  with  your  spell ! 
Imogen !  fair  Fidele !  meekly  blending 

la  patient  grief,  "  a  smiling  with  n  sigh  ;"* 
And  thou,  Cordelia!  failhliildaughter,  tending 

That  sire,  an  outcast  to  the  bitter  sky  ; 
Thou  ofthesoft  tow  voice!— thon  art  not  gone! 
Still  breathes  for  me  its  feint  and  flute-Uke  lone 


Sobly  he  y.,lt. 


.  sjphr" — Cymbtti%9 
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THE  LYRE'S  LAMENT. 

And  come  to  me  I — eing  me  iJiy  wiUow-ettaln, 

Sweet  Deademona !  wilh  ihe  sad  surprise 
In  thy  beaeeohing  glance,  where  still,  ihongh  tain, 

Undiium'd,  onquenchable  allectjon  liea ; 
Come  h(  wing  ihy  young  liead  lo  wrong  and  aoom, 
Ai9  s  &Bil  hyacintb,  by  showers  o'eibome. 
And  thou,  (00,  feir  Ophelia !  Bowera  are  here, 

Tiiat  well  might  win  thy  footstep  to  the  spot— 
Pale  cowslip!:,  meet  for  maiden's  early  bier. 

And  fanaies  for  sad  thoughta,' — but  needed  not  f 
Come  witb  thy  wreaths,  and  all  the  love  and  light 
In  that  wild  eye  still  tremulously  btight. 
And  Jnliet,  vision  of  the  Booth !  enshrining 

All  giflathal  unto  ilsrich  heaven  belong ; 
The  glow,  the  Bweolneas,  in  lis  rose  combining, 

Tlie  S3ul  ila  iiiehtingolea  pour  ibtth  in  song, 
Thou,  making  dealh  deep  joy ! — but  eoul(fat  ihou  die  t 
No ! — thy  young  love  Iwfii  immortahly ! 
From  earth's  bright  faces  fedes  (he  light  rf  morn. 

From  eattli'a  ^ad  voices  drops  the  joyous  tone  ; 
But  ye,  the  children  of  llie  soul,  were  born 

Dealhlesa,  and  for  undying  love  alone  ; 
And.  oh  I  ye  beauiilul !  'lis  well,  how  well, 
In  the  soul's  world,  with  yoa,  where  change  is  not,  to  dwel 


THE  LYEE'S  LAMEMT. 


..  ..d  wind  of  The  sea : 

"  Oh  melancholv  wind,"  il  sigh'd, 

"  What  would  ihy  breath  wilh  me  1 
"  Thou  can'at  not  wake  the  spirit 

That  in  me  slumbering  lies. 
Thou  Btrikeal  not  forth  ih'  electric  file 

Of  buried  melodies, 
"  Wind  of  the  dark  sea-waters ! 
Thou  do3t  but  sweep  my  strings 
Into  wild  gusts  of  moumfalness, 
With  the  ruling  of  thy  wings. 


"  But  the  spell— the  gift— the  liehtnlng— 
Wiliiin  my  frame  coiiccal'd. 
Must  t  moulder 


Wiliun  m 
Must  I  mou 
Wilh  their  triumplia  unreveai'd 


"  I  have  power,  high  power,  for  fteedom 

To  wake  the  burning  foul ! 
I  have  sounds  that  through  the  ancient  hi 

Lilie  a  torrent's  voice  might  roll. 
"  I  haTe  peaUng  notes  of  victory 

Thai  might  welcome  kings  from  war; 
I  have  rich  deep  tonts  to  send  the  wail 

For  a  hero's  death  afar- 


Full  as  the  forest- 

When  sweeping  winds  ore  high. 

"  And  love — for  love's  lone  sorrow 
I  have  accents  that  might  swell 

Throngh  the  summer  air  with  the  rose's  brealh. 
Or  the  violets'  fiiinl  fcreweU; 

"  Soft— spiritual— mournful- 
Sighs  in  each  note  enshrined — 

But  who  sliall  caU  that  sweetness  forlh  T 
Thoa  can'st  not,  ocean-wmd ! 


rtirgotten  I  decay- 
Where  is  the  touch  tr  gi 
—Wild,  fitful  wind,  Bi 


TASSO'S  CORONATION.* 


Yet  his  chariot  lingers, 
Yet  around  his  home 
Broods  a  shadow  silently, 
'Midst  the  joy  of  Rome. 


"C'.oot^lc 


To  f  h^ul  their'triumphal  gleSm's  around  hie  railing  car  ;  ' 
A  ihousaiid  baunia  of  olden  gods  have  given  ibair  wealtb  of 

flowais, 
To  scalier  o'er  bis  path  offame  bright  hues  jii  gem-like  abowers. 

Peace!  wllhin  hia  chamber 

Low  (be  mighty  lies  ; 

With  a  clouS  of  dreams  on  hia  ncble  brew, 

And  B  wandering  in  his  eyes. 
Sing,  sing  for  him,  llie  lord  of  song,  for  him,  whoso  rushing 

In  tnaaiery  o'er  the  spirit  sweeps,  lilso  a  strong  wind  o Vr  the 
Whose  voice  lives  deep  in  burning  lieurta,  for  ever  there  to 

As  lull-loned  oraclea  are  shrined  in  a  (emple'a  bolical  cell. 


A  soft  sod  miserere  chnnt 

For  a  soul  about  logo! 
The  sun,  the  sun  of  Italy  ia  pouring  o'er  his  way. 
Where  the  old  ibree  hundred  triumphs  moved,  a  flood  of  gold- 
en day ;  [nown— 
Streaming  through  every  haughty  arch  of  the  Ca^are'  past  re- 
Bring  forlli,  in  that  exulting  light,  the  conqueror  for  fiia  crown  ' 

Shut  the  proud  bright  sunshine 

From  the  fiiding  sight ! 

""-  -  -e  needs  no  ray  by  the  bed  of  deallii 

—the  lordly  trair  are 

The  stieels  are  hung  with  coronals— why  stays  the  minstrel  yet  7 
Shout  I  as  an  army  ahoulB  in  joy  around  a  royal  chief- 
Bring  fori  the  bard  of  chivalry,  the  hard  of  love  and  grief! 

Silence  !  forth  we  bring  hun, 

In  his  last  array  ; 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 

"  1  HEAR  theo  speak  of  Ibe  belter  land, 
Tbou  call'sl  its  children  a  happy  band ; 
Mother!  oh,  where  ia  that  radiant  shore? 
Shall  we  not  Beds  it,  and  weep  no  more  1 
Isit  where  the  flower  of  the  orange  blows. 
And  the  fire-fliea  glanc«  llirough  the  myrtle  boadwr* 
— "  Hot  there,  not  there,  my  child  f' 


.ibyCoOglc" 


"  Is  il  where  Ihe  feathery  palm-irees  rise. 
And  the  dalo  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  I 
Or  'midst  the  green  islands  of  glittering  soas, 
Where  Imgraiit  fttresta  periiime  the  breeze, 
And  Etranjge  bright  birds  on  their  BtBiry  wings, 
Rear  the  rich  hues  of  all  elorious  things  V 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  chiH!" 
"  Is  it  6r  away,  in  some  region  old. 
Where  the  rivers  wonder  0%r  Ennds  of  gold  I — 
Where  the  bumingraysof  the  juby  ahinp, 
^nd  the  diamond  TighlB  up  the  secret  mini! 
And  the  peari  gleams  forth  from  the  coral  strand 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  thni  belter  land  V 

— "  Not  [here,  not  there,  my  child  !" 
"Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy! 
Gar  hath  not  heard  its  deep  songs  ofjoy ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  so  fair— 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there: 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fiideless  bloom. 
For  beyond  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb. 


THE  WOUNDED  EAGLE. 

Eaql!!  '.  this  is  not  thy  sphere ! 
Warrior-bird !  what  seek'st  thon  here  I 
Wherefore  by  the  fountain's  btink 
Doth  tby  royal  pmion  ^nk ) 
Wherefore  on  the  violet's  bed 
Jjay'st  thou  thus  Ihv  droopins  head  t 
Thou,  that  hold'st  tlie  blust  in  scorn. 
Thou,  that  wear'st  the  wings  of  mom  ! 
Engle !  wilt  thou  not  arise  1 
Look  upon  thine  own  bright  skies! 
Lift  thy  glance !  the  iieiy  Ban 
There  Ins  pride  of  place  "hath  won  J 
And  the  mountain  lark  is  there. 
And  sweet  sound  hath  fill'd  the  air ; 
Hast  thou  left  that  realm  on  liigh  I 
—Oh  I  it  eau  be  but  to  die  ! 
Eagle,  eaglo  !  thou  hast  bow'd 
From  thine  empire  o'er  the  cloud  ! 
Thou,  that  had'st  ethereal  birth, 
Thou  hast  stoop'J  too  near  the  earlli. 
And  the  hunter's  shrift  hath  Giund  thee, 
An^  the  toils  of  death  tuith  bound  thee  ■ 
— Wherefore  didst  thou  icaie  thy  place. 
Creature  of  a  kingly  race  i 


.ib;x'A")ogic 


CUli  and  lone  i 
Yet  that  mightjr  wing  waa  free  I 
Now  the  chain  is  o'er  it  cast, 
From  th^  heart  the  blood  Hows  &st, 
— Woe  lot  gifted  souls  and  high ! 


SADNESS  AND  MIRTH. 


And  may  be  so  to-morrow  '."—Jmaina  Baillir. 
Y%  met  at  ihe  stntclj'  feasts  of  old. 
Where  the  bright  wme  foani'd  orer  sculptared  eo\6, 
Sadnesand  mirth!  ye  wore  mingied  there 
With  the  souml  of  the  lyre  in  tlie  scented  air; 
As  the  cloud  nnd  the  lightning  are  blent  on  high, 
Ye  mix'd  in  the  gorgeous  revelry. 
For  there  hung  o'er  those  banquets  of  yore  a  gloom, 
A  thought  and  a  shadow  of  the  tomb ; 
Ii  gave  to  the  flute-notes  an  under.lone. 
To  the  rose  a  coloring  not  its  own, 
To  the  breath  of  the  myrtle  a  mournful  power — 
Sadness  and  mirth !  ye  bad  each  your  dower ! 
Ye  met  when  the  triumph  swept  proudly  by, 
Widi  the  Roman  eagles  through  the  sky  I 
1  know  that  even  then,  in  his  hour  of  pnde. 
The  soul  of  the  mighty  within  him  died ; 
That  a  void  [n  his  bosom  lay  darkly  still, 
Which  the  music  of  victory  migbt  never  fill ! 
Thou  wert  there,  oh,  mirth !  sweUing  on  the  sliout, 
Till  the  temples,  like  echo-caves,  rang  out ; 
Thine  were  the  garlands,  the  songs,  the  wine, 
AU  the  rich  voices  in  air  were  diine, 
Tlw  iocenEC,  the  sunshine — but,  sadness,  tiy  part, 
DeepfSt  (rfall,  was  the  victor's  heart ! 
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H  MISCELLAKEOUS  P0EH3. 

Ye  meet  at  Ihe  bridal  wiih  flower  and  leat ; 

Strangely  and  wildly  ye  meet  by  the  biet ! 

As  the  gleam  from  a  sea-bird's  white  wing  shed. 

Crosses  the  Sturm  ill  its  path  of  dread; 

As  n  dirge  meets  the  breeze  of  a  summer  sky — 

Sadness  and  mirlh  1  so  ye  come  und  fly ! 

Ye  meet  in  the  poet's  haunted  hrrast, 

Darliness  and  ninbow,  alike  its  guest  I 

When  the  breath  of  the  violet  is  out  in  spring. 

When  the  woods  with  the  walieniiig  of  music  rine 

O'er  his  dreamy  spirit  your  currents  pass, 

lAe  shadow  and  sunlight  o'er  ffli      '  " 

When  will  your  parting  be,  sadnt 

Bright  streimi  and  dark  one  !— oh 

Never  while  triuiiiphs  and  tombs 

While  death  and  love  walk  the  s« 

While  flowera  urjfold  wliere  the  s 

While  the  heart  of  man  " 

Bui  there  smiles  a  land,  oh  1  ye  troubled  pair  ! 

Where  ye  have  no  part  in  the  summer  air. 

Far  from  the  breath^ng^  of  changeful  skies. 

Over  tiie  seas  and  the  graves  it  flea  ; 

Wliere  the  day  of  the  Ughtningand  cloud  is  done. 

And  joy  reigiia  aione,  as  the  lonely  sun  ! 


MosMFCLLY,  sing  mournfully, 

And  die  away,  my  heart ! 
The  roB.',  the  glorious  rose  is  gone, 

And  I,  too,  will  depart. 
The  skiea  have  iosl  their  splendor. 

The  waters  changed  their  tone. 
And  wherefore,  in  the  faded  world. 

Should  music  linger  on  J 
Where  is  the  golden  sunshine, 

And  where  flower-cup's  ghjw  1 
And  whero  the  joy  of  the  dancing  leaver 

And  the  fountain's  laughing  flow! 
A  voice,  in  every  whisper 

Of  the  wave,  tlie  bough,  the  au, 
Cornea  asking  for  the  lieautiful, 

And  moamiig,  "  Where,  oh  I  irfiere  1" 
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THE  DIVER. 

Tell  of  Che  briahinese  parled, 

Tht  u  bee.  inuu  laniu  ol  piny ! 
Thou  iatk.iii  thy  viclotious  mirth! 

— Are  ye,  loo,  poBs'd  away  ) 
Mnurnfully,  sing  mouniiully ! 

Tue  royal  rose  is  gone. 
MeU  ftom  the  woods,  my  spiril,  melt 

In  one  deep  krewell  tone ! 
Not  so,  swell  forth  trinmphanllir. 

The  full,  rich,  fervent  Hlrain  f 
Henoe  with  young  love  and  life  I  go. 

In  the  summer's  joyous  train. 
With  8un=hine,  \(ilh  sweet  odor, 

Witji  every  precioua  thing. 
Upon  the  last  warm  Boulhern  breeze 

My  soul  its  llight  shall  wing. 
Alone  I  thai]  not  linger. 

When  the  tinys  ofhope  ore  past. 
To  waloh  the  lall  of  leaf  by  leaf, 

To  ivaif  the  rushing  blast. 
Triumphantly,  triumphantly ! 

Sing  to  the  woods,  1  go ! 
For  me,perchante,  in  other  lands, 

The  glorious  rose  may  blow. 
The  sky's  trauFparent  azure. 

And  the  greenewnrd'e  violet  brestb. 
And  the  dance  of  light  leaves  in  the  wind. 

May  there  know  nought  of  death. 
No  more,  no  more  elng  mournfully ! 


Thou  ha«t  been  whero  the  rorke  of  coral  grow. 
Thou  hist  fought  with  eddying  waves  ;— 

Thy  cheek  is  pale,  and  thy  heart  boats  low. 
Thou  searcher  of  ocean's  caves ! 


Thou  hnst  look'd  or 
And  wrecks  wher 

The  deep  is  n  stro:'f 
But  thoa  iis  br.r  h: 
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.NEOUS  VOESfS. 

A  wild  iind  weaiy  life  is  thine ; 

A  wasting  task  and  lone, 
Thougb  Creasure-grols  for  lliee  niay  bMim 

To  nil  besides  unknown ! 
A  weary  life !  bnt  a  swift  decay 

Soon,  soon  ahsil  eel  thee  free  [ 
Thou'rt  passing  liiGt  from  thy  toils  awity, 

Thou  wrestler  wilh  the  sea ! 
In  Ihy  dim  eye,  on  thy  hollow  afieek, 

Well  are  the  death-signs  read — 
Go  I  for  the  pearl  in  its  cavern  seek, 

Ere  hope  and  power  be  fled  ! 
And  bright  in  beauly's  coronal 

I'hal  glisFenina  gem  shall  be  ; 
A  star  to  all  in  the  festive  hall— 

But  who  will  think  on  thee  ? 
None ! — as  it  gleanjs  from  the  queen-like  head. 

Not  one  'midst  throngs  will  any, 
"  A  life  hath  been  like  a  rain-drop  shed, 

For  tJial  pale  quivering  ray." 
Woe  for  the  wealth  thus  dearly  bought ! 

— And  ore  not  those  like  thee. 
Who  win  for  earth  the  gemsofthoaghll 

0  wrestler  wilh  the  sea ! 
Down  to  the  gnlfs  of  the  soul  they  go, 

Where  the  paaaion-fonn tains  burn. 
Gathering  the  jewels  6r  below 

From  many  a  buried  um : 
Wringing  from  lava-veina  tlie  fire. 

That  0  or  bright  words  is  pour'd  ; 
Learning  deep  sounds,  to  make  the  lyre 

A  spirit  in  each  chord. 
But,  oh !  the  price  of  bitter  tears. 

Paid  for  the  lonely  powet 
That  throws  at  last  o  er  desert  years, 

A  darkly  glorious  dower ! 
like  flower-seeds,  by  the  wild  wind  spread, 

So  radiant  thoughts  are  slreVd  ; 
— llie  soul  whence  those  high  gifts  are  shed. 

May  faint  in  solitude '. 
And  who  will  think,  when  the  strain  is  aunf 

Tfll  a  thousand  hearts  are  slirt'd. 
What  lite-drops,  from  the  minstrel  wrung, 

Have  gush'd  with  every  word  I 
Hone,  none !— his  treoaiircB  live  like  thine. 

He  stoves  and  dies  like  thee  ; 
—Thou,  that  hast  beezi  to  the  peiitl's  dark  ahtine, 

O  wrestler  ivilh  the  sea  I 
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THE  REQUIEM  OF  GENIUS.  SW 

THE  REQUIEM  OF  GENIUS. 

■■LespdelMdontrimnBiiiBllonlientila  puissance  ll'lJmM  «  lit 


!  ofihy  spitit  1 
_  .aiiguage  of  an 

Uneoho'd  round ; 
And  strange,  though  aweet,  aa  'midal  our  weeping  flkiM 
Some  halfemember'd  sliain  of  paradise 

Might  sadlyaound. 
HaBl  thou  been  answer'd  J  Ihou,  that  from  the  night 
And  irom  the  voiots  of  the  tempost's  might, 

Andfiom  the  past, 
Wert  seeking  etill  same  Oracle's  reply. 
To  pour  the  eecretg  of  man's  destiny 

Forth  on  the  blast ! 
Hast  thou  been  anawei'i! !— Ihou,  that  through  the  gloom. 
And  sliadow,  and  stem  silence  of  the  tomh, 

A  cry  did'st  send, 
S3  passionate  and  deep?  t( 


And  hast  thou  found  where  living  wateni  btirsl ! 
Thou  that  did'st  pine  amidst  ua  in  the  ihirat 

Of  fever-dreams! 
Are  the  tme  fountains  thine  for  evermore  7 
Oh !  lured  so  longhy  shining  mists,  that  wore 

Tfiie  light  o(  streams! 
Speali !  is  it  well  with  thee  I— We  call,  as  t\ou, 
Whh  thy  lit  eye,  deep  voiee,  and  kindled  brow, 

W<5t  wont  to  call 
On  the  departed !     Art  thou  blesa'd  and  free  T 
— Alas  !  lite  lips  earth  covers,  even  to  thee. 

Were  eaentalll 
Yet  shall  our  hope  rise  6nn'd  hy  quenchleffl  fait^ 
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And  we  will  dream  il  is  th:i  joy  we  hear. 
When  lile's  young  musLo,  rinoine  far  and  clea 


..- ihttkee!  the  lini 

Thouai 


No  tears  for  thee .'  the  liraering  gloom  is  oi 


Never  to  die  f 


TRIUMPHANT  MUSIC. 


Ri»vcgLl»K 

Wherefoee  and  whither  bear'et  thou  np  my  spirit. 

On  eBgle  wings,  through  every  plume  thai  thrilli 
It  halh  no  cicwn  of  victory  to  inherit — 

Be  still,  triumphant  harmony !  be  still  t 
Thine  ere  no  aounda  for  eartli,  thus  proudly  ewelUng 

Into  rich  floods  of  joy : — it  is  bat  pain 
To  mount  so  hi^  yet  find  on  high  no  dwelling. 

To  sink  BO  last,  ed  heftvily  again ! 

No  sounds  for  earth  1 — Yes,  to  young  chieflnin  dying 

On  his  own  battle-fieH,  at  set  of  sim. 
Willi  his  freed  country's  banner  o'er  him  flying, 

Well  niight'at  ihou  speak  of  fame's  high  guerdon  wot 

No  aoands  (or  earth  ! — Yes,  for  the  raoriyr  leading 

Unto  victorious  desth  serenely  on, 
For  pHtriot  hy  his  rescued  nltara  bleeding:, 

Tnou  hast  a  voice  in  each  majestic  tone. 


Be  hush'd,  or  breathe  of  grief! — nf  eitle  yearnings 
Under  the  willows  of  ine  stranger-Bhore ; 

Breathe  of  iho  ettat'e  untold  and  restlesa  burnings, 
For  looks,  tones,  Ibolsleps,  that  return  no  more. 

Breathe  of  deep  love — a  lonely  vigil  keepitig 
i'hrough  the  niahl-houra,  o  er  w:Bled  wealth  to  pine  i 

Rich  thoughtsandsad,  like  fiided  rose-leaves  heaping, 
In  the  E£ut  heart,  at  once  a  tomb  and  ^rlne. 

Orpass  as  if  tNy  9pirit-note.i  came  rattling 
Frum  wurids  beneath  some  blue  BIysian  sky ; 

Breathe  of  repose,  ihe  pure,  the  bright,  the  qiidying — 
Of  joy  no  more— bewildering  harmony! 
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SECOND  SIRHT 


"We'er  eif  ■!  lliE  nrophel  hearl  thsl  pief  1n»lih«a, 
Though  joy'!  illujlons  "lOck  Iheir  volarisl."-Jtfatiu'tii- 

A  KODBMFDi.  gift  is  mine,  O  friends! 

Amournfurgiftiamine! 
A  murmur  of  the  aaul  which  blends 

With  the  flow  of  song  and  wine. 
An  eye  that  thtou^  the  triumph'e  hour 

Beholds  the  coming  woe, 
And  dwells  npon  the  feded  flower 

'Midst  the  rich  Bummer's  glow. 

Ye  smile  to  view  ftir  faces  bloom 
""    re  the  father's  board  ia  spread  ; 

"ore^d- 

I  see  the  wliher'd  garlands  lie 

Forsaken  on  the  earlh, 
While  the  lamps  yet  hnrn  and  ihe  dancers  By 

Through  the  ringing  hall  of  mirch. 
I  see  the  hlood-red  future  stain 

On  the  warrior's  gorgeous  crest  j 
And  the  bier  amidsi  the  bndal  iram 

When  tiiey  come  with  rosea  drest. 
i  hpar  the  still  small  moun  of  time. 

Through  the  ivy  branches  made. 
Where  the  palace,  in  its  glory's  prime, 

With  the  sunshine  stands  array  d. 
The  thunder  of  the  seas  I  hear, 

The  shriek  along  the  wave. 
When  the  bark  aweepa  forth,  and  song  and  eheet 

Solute  the  paring  brave. 
With  every  breeze  a  spirit  sends 

A  m''o^fS  gift.ia  mine,  O  friends! 

A  mournful  gjft  is  mine  I 
Oh!  prophet  heart!  ihy  grief,  thy  power. 


pnet  iicuiL. 

deep  aouls 

ne  Buiidow  in  the  ■,...■■■ 

The  wail  in  the  mirlh 

Their  sight  is  oil  too  aadly  clear— 


The  shodowln'the  siinn/Koui 
~  ....        riiiiul  son 


neiTBiauiio  "•'■^ 
For  them  a  veil  is  riven  : 
Their  piercing  thoughts  repose  not  here. 


THE  SEA-BIRD  FLYING  INLAND. 

Thy  path  is  nol  u  mine ;-- where  Ihou  an  blwl, 
My  ipiill  wouW  bul  wUher ;  mine  own  pief 

Than  Hii  Ihy  happjnesS' 
Haih  the  summer's  breath  on  the  south-wind  bome. 
Met  the  dark  seas  in  their  sweeping  scorn '. 
Hath  it  lured  ihee,  Bird !  from  the^  sounding  raves. 
To  the  river  ahores  wheca  the  osier  waves ! 
Or  an  thou  come  on  the  hiUs  to  dwell, 
Where  the  sweet-voiced  echoes  have  many  b  obI!  ! 
Where  the  moaa  bears  print  of  the  wild  deer's  tread, 
And  the  heath  like  a  royai  robe  is  apread  t 
Thou  hast  done  well,  O  thou  bright  sea-bird  ! 
There  is  joy  where  the  song  of  ifie  lark  is  heard. 
With  the  dancing  of  waters  throu^i  copae  and  delt, 


FitfuU;  breathed  mrough  its  antliem-sweils. 

— The  prond  bird  rose  as  the  words  were  said — 

The  rush  of  his  pinion  swept  o'er  jny  head, 

And  the  glance  of  his  eye,  m  its  bright  disdain. 

Spoke  him  a  child  of  the  haughty  main. 

He  hath  flown  from  the  woods  to  the  ocean's  brei 

To  his  throne  of  pride  on  the  lillow's  crest 

— Oh !  who  shall  say,  lo  a  spirit  free, 

"  TAere  lies  the  pathway  of  l)li&;  for  thee  1" 


THE  SLEEPER. 

Oh!  lightly,  lightly  tread '. 

A  holy  thini{  is  sleep, 
On  the  worn  spirit  shed, 

And  eyes  that  wake  to  weep, 
A  holy  thiag  from  Heaven, 

A  gracious  dewy  cloud, 
A  covering  mantle  given 

The  weaiy  to  ejishroud. 
Oh!  lightly,  lighly  tread: 

Severe  the  pale  still  brow, 
The  meekiy-droopine  head. 

The  long-hair's  willowy  flow. 


THE  UIKROB  IN  THE  DESERTED  HALL. 

Vc  know  nol  what  ye  do, 
That  call  tiie  Blumbercrback, 

From  the  woild  unseen  by  you 
Unto  life's  dim  faded  tiick. 


Where  ehinefl  her  motbtra 

Some  old  sweet  native  eoand 

Her  spirit  hnply  weaves ; 


A  munnur  of  the  se», 

A  laughing  tone  of  streMM  ;- 
Long  may  her  aojoum  be 

In  the  music  lajid  of  dreams  ! 
Esch  voice  of  love  is  there, 

Each  gleam  of  beauty  fled, 
E^h  loHl  one  still  more  Ciir^ 

Oh !  lightly,  lightly  tread ! 


THE  MIRHOR  IN  THE  DESERTED  HALL. 

O,  DIM,  forsaken  mirror ! 

How  many  a  stalely  throng 
Hath  o'er  thee  gleom'd,  in  vanish'd  hours 

Of  the  wine-cup  and  the  song '. 

The  Bong  hath  left  no  echo  ; 

The  brieht  wine  hath  been  quaff 'd  ; 
And  husffd  iseverj'ailveryvoiee 

That  lightly  here  hath  Uugh'd. 

Oh !  minor,  lonely  mirror, 

Thou  of  the  silent  hall ! 
Thou  hast  been,  flush'd  with  beauty's  bloom — 

Is  this,  too,  vBHiah'd  all  1 

It  is,  with  the  Bcatter'd  garlands 


Of  triumphs  long  ago  ; 

With  the  melodies  ofhuried  Ivrea ; 

Widi  the  faded  rainbow's  glow. 


And  for  all  the  gorgeous  pageants, 
For  ihe  glance  of  gem  and  plume. 

For  lamp,  and  harp,  and  rosy  wreath, 
And  vase  of  rich  perfume. 
Now,  dim.  forsaken  minor. 
Thou  giveat  but  faintly  back 

The  quiet  stars,  and  the  sailing  moon. 
On  her  solitaiy  track. 


UIBCELLASEOUa  POEUB. 

And  thas  with  man's  proud  spirit 
Thou  tellest  me  'twiUlw, 
Wliea  the  fotms  and  hues  of  this  world  bd« 
From  his  memory,  bb  from  thee : 

And  his  bearc'a  Ionp;-tioub[ed  waleis 
At  Isat  in  stiUneee  lie. 
Reflecting  bat  the  images 
Of  die  solemn  world  on  high. 


TO  THE  DAUGHTEK  OF  BERNABD  BAKTON, 

THE  QU^EER  TO£X. 

Haftt  thou  art,  the  cliild  of  one 

Who  in  each  lowly  flower. 
Each  leaf  that  glances  to  the  sun. 

Or  irojiibles  with  iLe  shower ; 
In  each  soft  shadow  of  the  sky, 

Ot  sparkle  of  the  siteam, 
WiQ  guide  thy  kindling  spirit's  eya 

To  trace  the  Love  Supreme. 

So  shall  deep  quiet  litl  thy  bceaat, 
Ajoy  in  wood  and  wild ; — 

And  e'en  for  this  I  call  thee  bleat. 
The  gentle  poet's  childl 


THE  STAR  OF  THE  MINE. 

FitoM  the  deep  chambers  of  a  nune. 

With  heavy  gloom  o'ersgread, 
I  gaw  a  Btar  at  noontide  shme. 

Serenely  o'er  my  head. 
I  had  not  seen  it  'midst  the  glow 

Of  the  rich  upper  day  : 
But  in  that  shadowy  world  below 

How  my  heart  bless' d  its  tay ! 
And  still,  the  farther  from  tny  sight 

"Torches  and  lamps  were  borne, 
The  purer,  lovelier,  seem'd  the  light 

liiat  wore  its  beama  unshonl. 
Oh !  vihat  is  like  that  heavenly  spark  1 

—A  friend's  kind,  sleadfael  eye  -, 
Where,  brightest  when  the  world  grows  daik, 

Hope,  cheer,  and  comfort  lie  > 


WASHINGTON'S  STATUE, 
SEHT    FKOK    ENGLAKD    TO   AMEEICJ. 

Yis  I  rear  Ihy  guardinn  hero's  form 

On  Ihy  prouif  soil,  Ihou  western  world , 
A  walcnet  ihrough  each  aijfH  of  storm, 

O'er  freedom's  liog  luifurl'd. 
There,  as  hefote  K  ehriiie,  I"  bow, 

Bid  [hy  u-ue  sons  their  children  lend ; 
Tlie  language  ol'  ihat  notlle  brow 

for  alTitiings  guod  shsll  plead. 
The  spirit  reai'd  in  patrint  fight, 

The  virtue  bom  ol  home  and  hearth. 
There  cahiily  throned,  a  holy  light 

Shall  pour  o'er  chaitilesa  corlh. 


Such,  through  all  time,  the  greetings  be. 
That  Wiethe  Atlantic  billow  sweep! 

Telling  the  mighty  and  the  free 
Of  brothers  o'er  llie  dtep. 


Sends  fort 

A  note  ol  lareweJl ; 
When,  home  with  the  shadows 

And  winds  as  iliey  sweep, 
There  comes  a  liind  memory 

Uf  home  o'er  the  deep  ; 
When  the  wing  of  the  sea-bird 

Is  turn'd  to  her  nepi. 
And  the  thought  of  the  sailor 

To  all  lie  loves  best! 
•Tis  lone  on  the  waters— 

Thill  iiour  lialh  a  si>ell— 
To  brinj!  back  Eweel  voices, 

WiihwoidsonitrcweU! 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  A  aiSTEK-lN-LAW. 

We  miss  ihy  voice  while  early  flowers  are  blowing, 

And  ihe  htst  fluah  of  bldsfotii  cloihea  each  bough. 
And  ihe  Spring  sunshine  round  our  home  is  glowing 

Soli  as  Ihy  ainile.    Thon  ehauld'EL  be  wilh  us  now. 
With  us?  we  wrong  thee  by  (he  earthly  thought. 

Could  onr  fond  gaze  bnt  follow  where  ihou  art. 
Well  might  the  glories  of  this  world  seem  nought 

To  Che  one  pramise  giveo  the  pure  in  heart. 
Yflt  wert  thou  bleat  e'en  here— oh '.  ever  blest 
n  thine  own  sunny  thoughts  and  tranqnil  faith ! 


So  is  it  aeal'd  to  peace ! — on  thy  clear  brow 

Never  was  eate  one  fleeting  sliade  to  cast ; 
And  thy  calm  days  in  brightness  were  lo  ilow 

A  holy  stream,  untrouMed  to  the  last. 
Fflrewell  t  thy  life  hath  left  surviving  love 

A  wealth  of  records,  and  sweet  "feelings  given," 
FVom  sorrow's  heart  the  faintness  to  remove, 

By  whispers  breathing  "less  of  earth  than  heaven,' 
Thus  reals  thy  spirit  sliil  on  those  with  whom 

Thy  step  the  paths  of  joyous  duty  irod, 
D  dding  them  make  an  altar  of  ihy  toinb, 

Where  chasten'd  thouaht  may  ofier  praise  to  God, 
April  1336. 


TO  AN  ORPHAN. 

TH0T7  hast  been  rear'd  too  tenderly, 
Beloved  loo  well  and  long, 

Watch'ii  by  too  many  a  gentle  eye- 
Now  look  on  llie—le  strong ! 

Too  quiel  seem'd  thy  joys  tor  change. 
Too  holy  and  too  deep  ; 

Bright  clouds,  through  summer  skies  th 
Seem  oliuncs  thus  to  sleep ; 

To  sleep  in  silvery  stillness  bound. 


With  leas 'Xmhln 


C.oot^lc 


This  world  hatli  no  more  love  to  givo 
Like  Ihat  which  tliou  hasr  known  ; 

Yet  the  heart  breaks  not— we  surviye 
Our  tressures — and  bent  on. 


>T  bird,  find  rest, 

Shut  out  from  tiiat  sweet  scene  i 
Kind  voices  jrom  departed  yeaiB 

MuHt  hftunt  thee  many  a  day ; 
Looks  that  will  smite  the  source  of  teara, 

Acroaa  thy  eoul  must  play- 
Friends — now  the  altered  or  the  dead, 

And  music  that  is  gone — 
A  gladness  o'er  thy  dreams  will  shad, 

And  thou  Shalt  wake — alone. 
Alone  I  it  is  in  that  deep  word 

That  oil  thy  sorrow  hes ; 
How  is  ^e  heart  to  courage  stirr'd 

By  smiles  from  kindred  eyes ! 
And  are  these  lost  1 — and  have  I  said 

To  aught  like  tJiee — he  strong! 
—So  bid  the  willow  lift  its  head 

And  brave  the  (erapesl's  wrang ! 
Thou  reed !  o'er  which  the  storm  hnth  pa^d— 

Thou  shaken  with  the  wind ! 

On  one,  one  friend  thy  weakness  cast — 
There  is  but  One  to  bind  ! 


HYMN  BY  THE  SICKBED  OF  A  MOTHBa. 
Father  '.  that  in  the  olive  shade 
When  the  dark  hour  came  on. 
Didst,  with  a  breath  of  heavenly  aid. 
Strengthen  thy  eon ; 


Or  [0  the  chaslen'djet  thy  might 
Hallow  this  grief! 

And  Thou,  that  when  the  slaiTy  eliy 
Saw  the  dread  strife  begun, 

Did  teach  adoring  faith  to  crv', 

"  Thy  will  be  done  i' 

By  thy  meek  spirit,  Thou,  of  all 
That  e'er  have  monmy  tlie  cliieP- 

ThoB  Savionr !  if  the  stroke  viwt  fell. 
Hallow  this  grief! 


C.ootpc 


WHERE  IS  THE  SEAT 


Where  is  the  aea  ? — I  languish  here — 

Where  is  my  ou/n  blue  sea? 
Wi!h  all  its  barks  in  fleet  career. 

And  flags,  aud  breezes  free. 
I  miss  thai  voice  of  waves  which  first 

Awoke  my  child liood's  glee  ; 
The  measured  chime — the  thundering  burs 

Where  is  my  own  blue  sea  ) 
Oh  !  rich  your  myrtle's  breath  may  rise. 

Soib,  soft  your  tvinda  may  be : 
Yet  my  aicS.  heart  within  me  die^— 

Where  is  my  own  bine  sea ! 
I  hear  the  shepherd's  mountain  flute — 

I  hear  the  whispering  tree  ; — 
The  eriboea  of  my  soul  are  mute : 

—Where  is  my  own  blue  sea  I 


TO  MY  OWN  PORTRAIT.* 

How  is  it  that  before  mine  eyes, 

While  gazing  omhy  mien. 
All  my  past  years  of  life  arise, 

What  spell  witWn  thee  hath  been  shrined, 
To  image  back  my  own  deep  mind  t 
Even  as  a  song  of  other  limes 

Can  trouble  memory's  springs; 
Even  as  a  sound  of  vfEpcr-cbimes 

Can  wnke  departed  itiinffs ; 

Hath  reeotds  fraught  with  vanish'd  hours ; — 
Su-h  power  is  thine  !— they  come,  the  dead, 

FVom  the  grave's  bondage  free. 
And  smiling  back  the  changed  are  led, 

1  -J  look  m  love  on  thre ; 
And  voices  that  ai-e  music  flown 
Speak  to  ma  in  the  heart's  lull  tone: 
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"nil  crowding  lhou"h[a  my  soul  oppress— 

The  thoughis  of  Happier  yeara, 
And  a  vain  gush  of  tenHemesa 

OVrflows  in  child -like  (ea.a ; 
A  paasion  which  1  may  not  say, 
A  iudden  fount  that  must  have  way, 
But  ihou,  the  while— oh  '■  almost  strange, 

Mine  imnged  self!  il  st^enis 
Thai  on  thy  brow  of  peace  n"  change 

Reflecla  my  own  swifi  dreams ; 
Almost  I  matvel  not  to  tmce 
Those  lights  and  shadows  in  ihy  &cc. 
To  see  tiee  calm,  while  powers  thus  deep 

Afleotion— Memory— Grier— 
Pbss  o'er  my  soul  as  winds  that  sweep 

O'er  B  frail  aspen-leaf! 
O  that  the  qniel  of  ihine  eye 
Might  sink  (here  wiien  the  alonn  goes  by ! 
Vet  look  ihou  slili  serenely  on, 

And  if  sweet  friends  there  be, 
TliBt  when  my  S!>nir  and  soul  are  eone 

"■  ill  seek  my  f  irr    '      ' 


No  more  !  a  liarp-st ring's  deep  anil  breaking  Ic 

A  last  low  summer  breeze,  a  fet-off  swell, 
A  dying  echo  of  rich  music  gone, 

Breathe  through  those  words — those  murniun 

No 

To  dwell  in  peace,  with  home  affections  bound 

To  know  the  sweelness  oi  a  mothtr's  voice, 
To  .'eel  ihe  spirit  of  her  love  around, 

And  in  the  blessing  of  her  eye  rejoice — 

A  dirge-like  soitod !  to  greet  the  early  friend 
Unto  the  hearth,  his  place  of  many  days ; 


Throudi  woods  that  shadow'd  our  liret  yea 


"it^aU    ... 
watch  the 
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Words  of  despair  !  yet  earlh's,  oil  eanh'^— tlie  v 

Their  passion  brenihes— Ihe  desolately  deep! 
That  Bonnd  in  Heaven— oh !  image  then  liie  floi 

Of  giadness  in  its  lones— to  part,  to  weep- 
To  watch,  in  dying  hope,  afFection'a  wane, 

To  see  the  beautifiii  rrain  hie  depajl. 
To  wear  impaiientiy  a  secret  chain. 

To  waste  the  untold  riches  of  the  heart — 

Through  long,  long  years  lo  seek,  to  etri 

For  liumfln  love* — and  never  quench  ( 

Topnu-  -     -    -'  —   -■-' - 

oWi 

On  things  (hat  fail  us,  reed  by  reed,  to  lean, 

To  nioarii  the  clianged,  ttie  far  away,  the  dead ; 

To  send  our  troubled  spirits  llircugh  the  unseen, 
Intensely  questioning  for  treasutea  fled — 

Worda  of  triumphant  muaio — bear  we  on 
The  weight  oTUfe,  the  chain,  the  uneeniai  air ; 

Their  deatnleai  meaiiuig,  when  oar  tasks  are  done, 
To  learn  in  joy  r-W  snuggle,  to  demair— 


mOM  AN  ITALIAN  P 


This  world  of  changes  and  b 
That  will  not  fail  me  in  his  love  and  worth, 

Teiuler  and  fimi,  and  feithful  to  the  end  J 
Far  hath  my  epiril  sought  a  place  of  rest— 

Ijong  otL  vain  idols  its  devotion  shed  ; 
Somehave  forsaken  whom  1  love  the  best. 

And  Bome  deceived,  and  sotne  are  with  the  dead. 
Bui  thott,  my  Saviour !  thou,  my  hone  and  truat. 

Faithful  art  then  when  friends  and  jovs  depart ; 
Teach  me  to  lift  thefe  yearning  from  the  dust. 

And  fii  on  thee,  th'  unchangmg  One,  my  heart  ! 


PASSIKG  AWA\ . 
ts  glory's  fall  array- 


"H.™ib7Gb6glc~ 


TliB  AtiGLEK. 

Read  what  those  buda  disclose— 
"  Passing 

iwEy 

It  U  wrillen 

Of  the  BO 

Itistaced 

on  the  skies 
blue  Btiminet  day; 
n  snnsefa  dyes- 

"  Passing  away. 

As  iheir  young  leaves  ghslening  play 
And  on  brighter  things  tlian  these— 
"  Passing  away. 


It  is  written  on  the  heart — 

Alas !  that  there  Decay 
Should  claim  ftom  Love  »  part- 
Friends,  friends!— oh!  ^allwe 

In  a  land  o(  purer  day, 
Where  lovely  things  and  sweet 


And  the  thuLghls  tl 
lingTed  aj 


iholher'aeyes, 


When  we  mingTed  aymMlhies— 

"  FaEsing  aw 
Oh!  if  this  may  lie  BO, 

Speed,  speed  thuu  closuig  day  '. 

How  blest,  from  earth's  vain  ibow 

To  pasa  Bwa] 


THE  ANGLER.' 


Thop  that  hast  loved  so  long  and  well 

The  vale's  deep  quiei  sirsams. 

Where  the  pure  waler-lilies  dwell, 

Shedding  forth  tender  gleams  ; 

is  and  the  following  poem,  were  or1?inRUy  w 
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And  o'er  Ihe  ponl  the  Miiy-fl^'s  wing 
Glances  in  golden  eves  of  spring 
Oh !  lone  and  lovely  baunta  are  thine. 

Soft,  soft  the  river  Hows, 
Wearinglheshodiiwof  Ihy  line, 

The  gloom  of  aliler-liaaiiha  ; 
And  in  Iha  inidsl,  a  richer  hue. 
One  gliding  vein  of  heaven's  own  bine. 
And  there  but  low  sweet  sounds  are  heaid- 

The  whisper  ot  the  reed. 
The  plsfhing  trout,  the  rustling  bird. 

The  scythe  npon  the  mead : 
Tel,  through  the  murmuring  osiers  near. 
There  steals  a  slep  wliii'h  mortals  fear. 
Tis  not  Ibe  stag,  that  comes  to  iave. 

At  noon,  his  panting  breast ; 
'Tis  not  the  bitiem,  fay  tile  wave 

Seel(iiig  her  sedgy  nevi ; 
The  air  is  liU'd  wiih  summor'a  breath, 
The  young  Uoweis  laugh— yet  look  !  'tis  dci 
But  if,  where  silvery  currents  rove, 
Thy  heart,  grown  still  and  s  -ge. 
Hath  learn'd  to  read  tlie  words  ol  love 

That  shine  o'er  nature's  page  ; 
IT  holy  thoughts  tiiy  guests  have  been, 
Under  the  sfiade  of  willows  green  ; 
Then,  lover  of  the  silent  hour, 

By  deep  lone  waters  pasl, 
Thence  liast  ihou  drawn  a  laith,  a  power. 

To  cheer  thes  tlirough  the  last ; 
And.  wont  on  brighter  worlds  to  dwell, 
May'st  cahnly  bid  thy  streams  tiirewcil. 


DEATH  AND  THE  WARRIOR. 

"  At,  warrior,  arm  I  and  wear  ihy  plume 
Un  a  proud  and  fearless  blow ! 

1  am  ihe  lord  ot  the  lonely  tomb, 
And  a  mighuer  one  than  ihou  ! 

"  Bid  thy  soul's  love  farewell,  young  chief- 
Bid  her  a  long  larewell ! 

Like  the  morning's  dew  shall  pass  that  grief— 
Thou  comest  with  me  to  dwell ! 

"  Thy  faark  may  rush  through  the  foamins  deen 


le  witli  victory's  ■ 
"  Banneia  shall  floal,  with  the  trumpet'e  note. 

Above  me  aal  die! 
And  ihe  palni-lrea  wave  o'er  my  noble  grave, 

Under  the  Syrian  aky. 
"Hidi  hearts  shall  bum  in  llie  royal  hall. 

When  die  miiis-trel  names  ihul  spot : 
And  the  eyes  I  love  sliall  weep  my  fell,— 

Death,  death!  Ilear  thee  not!" 
"  Warrior !  thou  bear's!  a  hnnghty  heart. 

But  I  tan  bend  its  pride ! 
How  ahould'sllliou  know  that  thy  sou!  will  pan 

In  the  hour  of  victory's  tide  t 
"  It  may  be  fat  Irom  thy  aleel-clad  bands, 

That  I  ahall  make  thee  mine  ; 
It  may  be  lone  on  the  desert  rauds. 


Inst 
1  have  Slow  dull  atepa  ana  iingenni 

Wherewich  to  tame  the  hold  !" 
"  Death,  Death !  I  go  (o  a  doom  nr 

It  this  indeed  must  be: 
But  the  Cross  is  bound  upon  my  br 

And  I  may  not  shiink  lor  Ihee ! 
"  Soiuid,  clarion,  sound  !— lor  my  v 

To  the  cause  of  the  holy  ahrine ; 
I  bow  my  soul  to  the  will  of  Heave 

OhDeaih!— andnot  to  iliine!" 


SONG  FOR  AIR  BY  HUMMEL. 
Oh!  ifthou  will  not  give  thine  heart. 

Why  should  mine  dwell  with  thee  I* 
Yet  no  I  this  mournful  love  of  mme, 

I  will  not  irom  me  cast ; 
Let  me  but  dream  'twill  win  me  Ihine, 

By  its  deep  truth  at  last! 
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Can  anght  so  fond,  so  faithful. 
Through  years  wiihoul  replj 

—Oh !  ifihy  heart  Ihou  will  n 
Give  me  a  thought,  a  sigh ! 


MEMORY  OF  LOUD  CHARLES  MURRAY. 


Whenj^Lef^s  full  b&inis  led  liy  fume." — Byrim. 

Thou  should'st  have  slept  beneath  the  stalely  pines, 

And  with  the  ancfelrnl  trophies  ol  ihy  race  ; 
Thon  that  hitst  found,  where  uticn  toml^  and  shiiiica 

Bpeak  of  the  past,  a  lonely  dwelling-place  I 
Far  from  thy  brethren  hath  thy  couch  been  spread. 
Thon  bright  young  stranger  'midst  the  mighty  dead  I 
Yet  to  thy  Twme  a  noble  riW  was  given, 

Banner  and  dirge  met  proudly  o'er  thy  grave, 
Under  that  old  and  glorious  Grecian  lieaven. 

Which  unto  deaih  so  oft  hath  hi  the  orave; 
And  thy  dust  blends  with  mould  heroic  there, 
With  all  that  aanctiHes  the  inapirins  air. 
Vain  voice  of  tame  '■  sad  sound  lor  those  that  weep, 

Fat  her,  the  motlier,  in  whose  boeom  lone 


Thv  childhood  dwells— whose  thoughts  a  record  keep. 
Of  smiles  departed  and  sweet  accents  gone ; 

" orfh- 

irth! 

■pringe 
area  yet, 
's  holy  things. 


Of  all  thine  early  grac ^ 

A  yemal  promise,  feded  now  from  earth 
But  a  bright  memory  claims  a  proud  regrel- 
Of  healing 


A  gem  is  hers,  laid  up  where  cliange  ig 


THE  BROKEN  CHAIN. 

I  AM  free !— I  have  burst  through  my  galling  chain. 
The  life  of  young  eagles  ia  mine  again; 
I  may  cleave  with  my  bark  the  glad  sounding  sea, 
I  may  rove  where  tiie  wind  roves — my  path  is  free ! 
The  streams  dash  in  joy  down  the  aummer  hill. 
The  birds  pierce  the  deptlis  of  the  sky  at  will. 
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The  arrow  goes  forth  Willi  the  singing  hmeis, 

And  IB  not  ray  spirit  aa  one  of  these  1 

Oh!  tli6  gteen  earth  with  ilB  wealth  of  flowera, 

And  the  iroices  that  ring  through  its  forest  bowers, 

And  the  Isughuig  glsiice  of  tlie  founia  that  shine. 

Lighting  the  volleys— oil,  all  are  mine ! 

I  may  urge  through  the  desert  my  foaming  eteed, 

The  wings  of  the  morning  shall  Fend  him  speed  ; 

I  may  meet  the  storm  in  its  rushrag  glee— 

lis  blasts  and  its  lightnings  are  not  more  tree  \ 

Captive  I  and  hast  thou  then  rent  thy  chain  7 

Art  Ihou  free  in  Ihe  wildeme95    ree  on  the  mami 

Yes!  there  thy  spirit  may  proudly  soar, 

But  must  thou  not  mmgle  with  thtongp  the  more  I 

The  bird  when  he  pineth,  may  bush  his  song, 

Till  the  hoar  when  his  heart  shall  again  bo  strong ; 

But  thou— canst  ihou  turn  ui  tliy  woe  aside. 

And  weep, 'midst  thy  brethren  t- no,  not  lor  pride. 

May  the  fiery  word  from  thy  lip  find  wav, 

Wlien  the  choughis  burning  m  thee  shall  spring  to  day! 

May  the  care  that  wis  in  thy  weary  hteost 

Loot  forth  from  thine  aspect,  the  rerel  s  guest  ? 

No  !  wiA  the  shaft  hi  thy  bosom  borne. 

Thou  must  hide  the  wound  in  thy  fear  of  scorn  i 

Thon  must  fiild  thy  mantle  thst  none  may  see, 

And  mask  thee  wich  laughter,  and  say  thju  art  free  . 

No !  Ihou  art  chain'd  till  tliy  race  is  run. 

By  ihe  power  of  all  in  the  soul  of  one  ; 

On  Ihy  Wrt,  on  thy  lip,  must  the  fetter 


THE  SHADOW  OF  A  FLOWER, 
a  l*llasoplilcal 

■  ""rfr09«B,  Bay   UJBV.  I^ill  .i^a,,,  ,c- 

Bodortfcrous;  they  are  pcil  roses 
ilr  dellrale  apiHilIloiH,  and,  liko 
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Might  slowly,  leaf  by  leaf,  unqloae, 

CkB  pictures  in  a  cloud. 
Or  the  hyacinth,  to  grace, 

As  a  second  rambow,  Spring : 
Of  Summer's  path  a  dreaiy  uace, 

A  fair,  yet  moumliif  (tiir^ '. 
For  the  glory  of  the  bloom 

That  n  flush  around  it  shed. 


Nou^l  bul  Ihe  dim  fti 
To  speak  of  vanisli'c 

Memory  !  what  are  joy 
— Shadows  of  buried 


la  the  wreck  of  eoid  mortality  ! 

The  ihoughla  once  chamber'd  there. 
Have  calher'dDp  their  treasure  and  are  sone ; 

Will  Ihe  duat  tell  ihee  where 
That  which  baih  burst  the  prison-houae  ia  flown  ! 

Riae,  nursling  of  the  diiy ! 

If  thou  would'st  trace  ita  way — 
Earth  has  no  voice  to  muke  the  secret  known. 

Who  aeeka  the  vaniah'd  bird 
Near  the  deserted  neat  and  broken  shell  1 

Far  thence,  by  us  unheard, 
He  sings,  rejoicuig  in  the  woods  to  dwell : 


THE  BELL  AT  SEA 
fhe  .langerous  Islel  called  tho  Bell  E«k,  on  ll 
Amnerly  In  lie  markeil  anly  by  a  bell,  whlcb 
be  swung  by  the  moMon  of  the  waves,  ivhei 
the  riKk.  A  lUbthouse  has  since  been  erecu 
When  the  tide's  billowy  sw 
" Is  height, 


■  t.oTV^Ic' 


Far  over  cliff  and  eurge 

Swept  the  deep  aound, 
Making  each  wild  wind's  dngo 

Scill  more  profound. 
Yet  that  funereal  lone 

The  sailor  bless'd 
Steering  llirougli  darkness  on 

Widi  learli«3  breast. 
E'en  so  mav  we,  that  float 

On  life's  wide  sea, 
Welcome  cacii  warning  note, 

Sterntlioughitbe; 

THE  SUBTERRANEAN  STREAM. 


laughing 


unsliine  balhnotlook'd 


Thy  current  makes  no  music — 

A  muffled  i-oice  of  mystery, 

And  know  thai  thou  art  near, 
Ko  brighter  line  of  venlure 

Follows  ihy  lonely  way ; 
No  fairy  mOKi,  or  lily's  cup, 

la  fieshen'd  by  thy  play. 
The  halcyon  doth  not  seek  thee. 

Her  glorious  wings  to  lave ! 
Thouknow'stno  tintof  the  summers 

Thou  dark  and  hidden  wave ! 
Yet  once  will  day  behold  thee, 

When  io  the  mighty  eea, 
Fresh  bursting  from  tlieir  cavera'd  ve 

Leap  thy  lone  waters  free. 
There  wilt  thou  greet  the  siiDBliine 

For  a  moment,  and  be  lost. 
With  all  ^y  melancholy  sounds, 

In  the  ocean's  billowy  host 
,qt,  dark  ri 


Like  the  fearful  tl.ougliU  untold. 

Which  haply  in  the  hush  of  night 

O'er  roanv  a  bouI  have  roU'd  ? 


TIjos 
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Yet  who  tialh  breathed  them  to  his  Itiend, 

E'en  in  his  fondeBl  hour  1 
TheF  hold  no  heart  communion. 

They  fitid  no  voice  in  sons 
Thev  dimly  follow  far  from  earth 

The  gtave's  departed  throng. 
Wild  is  their  couree,  and  lonely, 

i'et  surely  must  their  wandering 

At  length  be  like  Ihy  way ; 
Their  shadows,  as  ihy  waters,  lost 

In  one  bright  Hood  of  day! 


Thedi^ 

The  soldier  and  hie  chieFwerc  there — 

The  mother  and  her  child: 
The  ftiends,  the  sisters  of  one  heann — 

None  spoke — tione  moved — none  smiled 
There  lovers  met,  between  whose  lives 

Years  had  swept  darkly  by ; 
After  that  heart-sick  hope  de&rr'd— 

They  met— but  silently. 
Yoo  might  have  heard  the  rustling  leaf. 

The  breeze's  faintest  eonnd. 
The  shiver  of  an  iiifect's  wing, 

On  that  thick-peopled  ground. 
Your  voice  to  whispers  would  have  died 

For  the  deep  quiet's  sake ; 
Your  tread  the  softest  moss  have  sought, 

Such  stillness  not  to  break. 
VVImt  held  the  countlras  multitude 

Bound  in  that  spell  of  peaee  I 
How  could  (he  ever-3-unding  hfe 

Amid  so  many  cease  ? 
Was  it  Eome  paaeant  of  the  air — 

Some  giory  hfah  aliove, 
That  hnk'd  andliusli'd  those  human  soub 

In  reverential  love  ? 
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Or  did  some  burJening  passion's  weight 
Hang  on  iheir  indrawn  breath  T 

Awe— Ihe  pale  awe  thnl  freezes  words? 
Fear — (ae  strong  fear  of  death ! 

A  mightier  thins — Death,  Death  himself 
Lay  on  each  lonely  heart ! 

Kindred  were  there— yet  hermits  all- 
Thousands — but  each  apart. 


THE  ANTIQUE  SEPULCHRK.- 

O  EVER  joyniia  band 
Of  revelleiB  amidst  the  i 


Thou,  with  the  sculptured  bowl. 
And  thou,  that  wearest  the  inimoital  wreath, 
And  thou,  from  whose  young  lip  and  ilute,  the  soul 

Of  music  seems  to  breathe  ; 

And  ye,  luiuriont  floweis ! 
Linking  the  dancers  whh  your  graceful  ties, 
And  cluster'd  fniilaae,  born  of  sunny  hours, 

Under  Italian  skies ; 

Ye,  that  a  thousand  springs. 
And  leafy  summers  with  tlieir  odorona  breath 
May  yet  uutlasl, — what  do  ye  there,  bright  things ! 

Mantling  the  place  of  death  'I 

Of  Eunliglit  and  soft  nir. 
And  Dorian  reeds,  and  myrtles  ever  green. 
Unto  the  heart  a  glowuig  ihuttghl  ye  bear  ;— 

Why  thus,  where  dust  hath  been  1 

Is  it  to  show  how  slight 
The  bound  thai  severs  featlvtiU  and  tombs 
Music  and  silence,  rosea  and  i.  i  blight. 

Crowns  and  sepulcbral  glooms  7 

Or  when  the  fiither  laid 
Haply  his  child's  pale  ashes  here  to  sleep. 
When  the  friend  visited  the  cypress  shade, 

Flowera  o'er  the  dead  to  heap ; 
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Yb  flutes  and  lyres,  in  \el\  me  what  I  seek  ; 
Siknl  ye  nre,  light  forms  with  vine-leaves  crovnfi 

Yet  to  my  soul  ye  speak. 

Alas!  for  those  thai  lay 
Down  in  the  dusl  without  their  nope  ol'  old  I 
Backward  they  look'd  on  lifr'a  rich  banquel-day, 

Bui  all  beyond  was  cold. 

Every  sweet  wood -note  then, 
And  through  the  plane*trces  every  sunbeam's  glow 
And  each  elad  murmnr  from  theliomes  of  men 

Made  it  more  bard  to  go. 

But  we,  when  life  grows  dim. 
When  its  Inst  melodies  float  o'er  our  way, 
Ti3  changeful  hues  l>efore  ns  fainfly  swim, 

Its  flitting  lights  decay ; — 

E'en  though  «-e  bid  farewell 
Unto  the  spriti(r's  bine  skies  and  budding  treea. 
Yet  may  we  liti  our  hearts,  in  hope  to  dwell 

'M.dst  brighter  things  than  these, 

And  think  of  deathless  flowers. 
And  of  bright  streams  to  glorious  valleys  given. 
And  know  the  while,  how  little  dream  of  oun 

Can  shadow  forth  of  Heaven. 


EVENING  SONG  O 

Come  to  the  sunset  tree  ! 

The  dny  is  post  and  gone ; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  free. 

And  the  reaper's  work  is  done. 
The  twilight  star  to  heaven. 

And  the  summer  dew  to  flowers. 

By  the  cuol  Eoft  evening  horns. 
Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest '. 

Pleasant  the  winil's  low  sigh. 
And  the  gleaming  of  the  west. 

And  the  turf  whereon  wo  lie. 
When  the  burden  and  the  heat 

Of  labor's  ta  ' 


And  kindiv  voices  aree 
The  tiretJ  one  at  his  t! 
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THE  MEMORY  CiF  HIE  .'EAD. 

The  day  is  pisl  end  gone  ; 
The  woodman's  ase  lies  free. 

And  tlie  rciipir'a  work  ia  done. 
Yea ;  tuneful  is  the  sound 

Thai  dwells  in  whispering  boughBi 
Welcome  Ihe  freshness  roand ! 

And  the  gole  that  Gins  onr  brows. 
Bui  Test  more  sweet  and  still 

Tlian  evernightfiill  gave, 
Our  yeamin^hearts  shall  till 

In  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 
There  shnll  no  tempest  blow, 

No  scorchinii  noontide  heat ; 
There  shall  be  no  more  snow," 

To  weary  wandering  feet. 
So  we  lift  our  trusting  eyes 

From  the  hills  our  fiithers  trode. 


Come  to  the  sunset  tree  '. 

The  dny  is  past  and  gone ; 
The  wooiiniiin's  axe  liea  free. 

And  tlie  reaper's  work  ia  Joni 


THE  MliMORY  OF  THE  DEAD 

Forget  them  niit ;— thougli  now  iheir  namt 

Be  but  a  ijiouriiful  sound, 
Though  by  tlie  hearth  its  utterance  claun 

A  BtillnefS  routid. 
Though  for  their  sake  this  caith  no  more 

As  It  liath  been  may  he. 
And  shadows,  never  mark'd  before. 

Brood  o'er  each  tree ; 
And  though  their  image  dim  the  sky. 

Yet,  yet  forget  them  not! 
Nor  whore  their  love  and  Ute  went  by 

Forsake  the  spot! 
rhey  have  a  breathing  influenco  there 

A  charm,  not  elsewhere  found  ; 
Sad— yet  it  sanctilies  the  air, 

The  stream — the  ground. 


«i  by  Google 


Then,  ihough  the  n'iiid  an  aliEr'd  lone 

ThrouEh  ihe  young  Ibliage  hear, 
1  hough  every  flower,  of  somelhipg  gone 

Ohi  i    " 

Thi . 

A  record  links  tu  even'  leaf 

There  where  ihey  tfwelt. 
Still  trace  the  path  which  knew  their  tread 

Still  tend  their  garden-bower, 
Still  coiiimune  with  the  holy  dead 

III  each  lone  hour! 
The  holy  dead !— oh !  bleas'd  we  are. 

That  we  may  call  them  so. 
And  to  their  image  took  alar, 


That  wake  eweet  thoughts  of  parted  worth, 

By  spruigs  untold '. 
Bless'd,  that  a  deep  and  chastening  power 

TTius  o'er  our  sjnh  is  given. 
If  but  to  bird,  or  song,  or  flower. 

Yet  all  for  Heaven  ! 


HE  W.4LK'D  WITH  GOD* 

Hfiwalk'd  with  God,  in  holy  joy. 
While  yet  his  dajFs  were  few ; 

The  deep  glad  spirit  of  the  hoy 
To  love  and  reverence  grew. 

Whether,  each  muhlly  star  to  count. 

Or  sought  llie  flowera  hy  stream  and  fo 
Alike  he  walk'd  wjih  God. 


It  heard  through  childhood'a  yeai9. 


'"TUSK 

two  lUUe  pi«« 

('He  IV 

with  Rod 

,')  «yi  the  ami 

(prababLy)  i 

■ 

IL. 

TTootpc" 


THE  HOD  <•¥  AAKOX.-'I'HE  VOICE  OF  CC 

Amidst  foir  tenia,  and  flocks,  and  awaaa. 

O'er  liis  greeu  psature-sod, 
A  shepherd  kingon  enwem  ptaio»— 

The  patriarch  walk'd  with  God. 
And  oahnly,  brightly,  ihat  pure  life 

MeUed  Irom  earth  away ; 
No  cloud  it  knew,  no  parting  alrifc, 

No  sorrowful  decay ; 
He  boVd  him  not,  like  all  beside, 

Unto  the  spoiler's  rod, 
But  ioin'd  at  once  thr  gloiified, 

Where  angels  walk  with  God ! 
So  let  ve  walk !— the  ni^ht  miisl  come 

To  ns  that  comes  to  all ; 
We  thrOHgh  the  darkuees  mual  go  home. 

Hearing  tlie  trumpet's  call. 
Closed  is  the  path  lor  evermore. 

Which  witlioul  death  he  ttod  ; 
Not  so  that  way,  wherein  ol'yore 

His  foolslcps  walk'd  with  God ! 


THE  ROD  OF  AARON. 


Btiahlesl  and  first  the  young  Spring  to  hail, 

StiU  Lta  red  blossoms  glow. 
Was  it  the  sunshme  that  woke  its  floweia 

With  a  kindling  hiok  of  love  1 
Oh,  for  and  deep,  and  through  hidden  bowoi^ 

That  Hmite  of  heaTen  can  rove ! 
No !  from  tlie  breeze  and  the  livioe  lieht 

Shut  was  the  sapless  rod  ; 
But  it  fell  in  the  stillneps  a  seeref  mieht. 

And  ihrill'd  to  the  breath  of  God. 
E'en  so  may  that  breatli,  like  the  vernal  ah-. 

O'er  our  clad  spirits  move ; 
And  all  such  things  as  are  aood  and  foir, 


THE  VOICE  OF  GOD. 
iirdlhsvo!toinilieEar(len,iindIn-ttsaafdd.'-G«»  Ul  I*. 
Amnisr  the  thrillino  lenres,  thy  voice 


-tTTK^i^ 


Father!  and  did  nol  man  rejoice 

Thai  blefEed  sound  to  hear  7 
Did  not  hiis  heart  wichin  him  bum, 

Touch'd  by  the  solemn  lane  t 
Not  so ! — for,  never  to  return, 

lis  purity  was  gone. 
Tlierelbie,  'midst  holy  stream  and  bower 

Hia  ephit  shook  with  dread, 
And  call'd  the  ccdore,  in  that  hoDT, 

To  veQ  his  coiiacioua  head. 
Oh !  ni  each  wind,  each  fountain  flow. 

Each  wliispcr  of  the  shade, 
Grant  me,  my  God,  thy  voice  to  know, 

And  nol  to  be  afraid  ! 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  MARAH. 


Into  Ihe  billet  wave  ! 
Left  it  no  scion  wliere  it  grew, 

The  thirsting  soul  to  save  ! 
Hath  nature  lost  the  liidden  power 

IlB  precioHB  foliage  shed  t 
Is  there  no  distant  GBStem  bower 

With  such  sweet  leaves  o'ersiiread '. 
Nay,  wherefore  aafc? — since  gifla  are  ouib 

Which  yet  may  well  jmbue 
Earlh's  many  troubled  founia  ivith  showers 

Of  heaven  s  own  balmy  dew. 
Oh  1  mineled  wilh  the  cup  ol'  griel 

ijCt  faith's  deep  spirit  be ! 
"-■' proy^r  aliall  win  a  leaf 


And  every  pro 
From  that  bl 


THE  PENITENT'S  OFFERlHa 
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Thou  that  with  pallid  cheek. 


7bi.t.A")Oglc 


BeloK 


lliy  long;  wnndeiiiiija  ivon, 
Ihe  iLll-bealiii^  Sou, 
lee  lo  tlie  cnrlE,  oil,  Insl  nnd  found ' 


When  thou  would'el  batbo  his  feet 

And  many  n  eliower  of  womaii's  burning  tear. 

And  dij  tJiem  witli  ihat  hair, 

Brought  low  llie  du9t  to  wear, 
From  (he  crowo'd  beauty  of  iis  festal  year. 

Did  he  rejeci  thee  then, 

While  the  sharp  scorn  of  men 

^NoJtom"tlilatvfourVinien,  "'^*'^"" 
Bore  to  thy  soul  tlw  peaee  of  God  n(  last 

For  thee,  their  smiles  no  more 

Famiiiar  faces  wore  { 
Voices,  once  kind,  had  leoni'd  tlie  stranger's  tone  ; 

Who  raised  ihec  up,  and  bound 

Thy  silent  spirit's  wound  !— 
He,  Irom  all  guilt  the  stainles,  Uo  alone '. 

But  which  ob,  erring  child  1 

From  home  eo  long  beguiled. 
Which  of  thine  oflerin"s  won  thase  words  of  Heaven, 

That  o'er  the  l,.jised  reed, 

Condumn'd  of  earth  to  bleed, 
In  music  paes'd,  ■' Thy  sins  are  all  forgiven  7" 

Was  it  that  petfuni"  fiauebt 

Widi  balm  and  inocnse  brought. 
From  the  sweet  woods  of  Araby  the  biesa'd  1 

Or  iliat  fast  Ho  wing  rahi, 

Ofleors,  which,  not  in  vain 
To  Him  who  scom'tl  not  tears,  thy  woea  conliisa'd  t 

Ho,  not  by  the^e  restored 

Unto  thy  hiiher's  bourd, 
Thy  peace,  that  liindled  joy  in  Heaven,  was  made  i 

But  costlier  in  his  eyts. 

By  tliat  bless'd  sa<;ritiee, 
Thy  heart,  thy  full-deep  heart,  before  Him  laid. 


THL  SCILPTI  It  r  CH  I  DEFY 
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iiiibLe  ^titude  Tar  the  eliicinus  tissue 
ml "  or  such  ta  Iha  Kingdom  ofOnd.' 

....J  ._j      '-,  and  deep, 

Of  Howe^ "irmosy  dells, 
U'd  wiih  Ihe  hush  of  night  and  siiuimer  sk 


On  who?e  calm  lids  the  drean 


How  manT  Ucarls  have  felt 

Your  Gileul  beauty  melt 
Their  strength  to  gashing  tendeint'its  away ' 

How  many  sudden  leare, 

From  depths  of  buried  j-eats 
AH  iteshly  bataliiig,  have  confess'd  your  sway  ! 


Such  di 

While  hope  hath  blfirhts'to  bcnr[ 
Wliile  love  breathes  jnorliil  air. 

While  rosea  petiah  ere  lo  glory  sprung 
Yet  from  B  voieelcFs  home, 
If  some  Slid  mother  coine, 


«'by~C,o6gfc 


Fondly  lo  linper  o'er  your  lovelj-  Ksi, 

As  o'er  ihe  cheek's  warm  alow, 

And  the  eweet  brealhinralow, 
Of  babes  that  grew  and  laded  on  her  urenal ; 

If  then  the  dove-like  tone 

Of  those  faint  murmuts  gone, 
O'er  het  sick  sense  too  piercingly  return  ; 

If  for  the  soft  bright  hair, 

And  brow  and  bosom  iair, 
And  life,  now  dual,  her  soul  too  deeply  yearn  i 

O  gentle  forms,  entwined 

LiEe  lendrila,  which  the  wind 
May  wave,  so  cloap'd,  but  never  can  unlink  ! 

Siiud  irom  your  calm  profound 

A  Kill  small  voice— a  sound 
Of  hope,  forbidding  that  lone  heart  lo  amk ! 

By  Bll  the  pure  meek  mind 

In  your  pale  beouty  shiined. 
By  childhood's  love— too  bright  a  bloom  to  du 

O'er  her  worn  spirit  shed, 

Ofair(«l,  holiest  dK.d!         . 
The  feith,  trust,  joy,  ot  iinmortaiilj  I 


WOMAN  AND  VAME. 

Thoc  hast  a  charmed  cup,  0  Fame ! 

A  draught  that  manllea  high, 
And  seems  to  lift  this  earthly  fiama 

Above  mortality. 
4way !  lo  me — a  woman— bring 
Sweet  waters  from  affection's  spring. 
Thou  liast  green  laurel  leaves,  that  iwino 

Into  so  proud  0 ■- ■ 


Thou  hast  a  voice,  whose  thrilling  tom 
Can  bid  each  life-pulse  beat 

Aa  when  a  trumpet's  note  hath  blown. 
Calling  the  brave  t ■■ 


By  words  of  home-born  love  be 
A  hollow  sound  is  in  thy  song, 

A  mockery  in  thine  eye. 
To  the  sick  heart  that  doth  but  lor 

For  aid,  for  sympathy- 


breast, 
btess'd 
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Fame,  Fame !  ikua  canst  not  bo  the  W 

Onto  the  droopi^Lg;  recd» 
The  cool  fiesli  luuntain  m  (be  daf 

Of  the  aoul'a  leverish  nred : 
Where  muat  the  lone  one  turn  or  flee  1 
Not  unto  ihee — ohi  notloihee! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  FUTURE. 
J^fi^^wER !  and  woqIiJ'ji  thou  know 

WouW'Bt  iliou  liar  hence  111'  un&ihora'd  aource  of  » 

in  thy  heart's  lonely  urn  ! 

What  hath  it  been  to  thee 
TbBt  power,  the  dweller  of  tliy  secret  breast! 
A  dove  sent  torth  across  a  mormy  sea, 

Findmgno  place  of  rest: 


A  precious  odor  ■ 
Wldstreani, 


^recklcEslv  swept  by: 

--- --, .-'d  to  tlie  hittst. 

And  winning  no  reply. 

,„     ,  .^™."  "'*'*  ^"^  answer  tJiint^ 

Wonldst  ihon  be  bless'd  f— too  sleepl,«s,  too  profound, 

\re  the  soul's  bidden  springs  ;  there  is  no  lijie 

Their  depth  of  love  to  sound. 

Do  not  words  faint  and  fail 
When  thou  would'st  lill  them  with  that  ocean's  powerl 
As  thine  own  clieek,  before  high  thoughts  grows  pale 

Jn  some  o'erwhelmlng  bout. 

Doth  not  thy  fra!i  (omi  emit 
fieneaili  the  chain  that  binds  thee  to  0( 
""---  -'--■icartstrites.l.ek"   ' 
■e  thy  beloved  ai 

OtJ  in  the  gush  of  powerless  blessing  shed, 
1 IJI  a  vain  lencJemiss,  bryond  control, 

Bows  down  thy  weary  head  7 

And  would'st  ihoii  bear  all  l/iis— 
The  burden  and  thn  slindow  of  thy  life— 
To  troahle  the  blue  skies  of  cloudless  bliss 

With  enrthly  feel  in  ■.■a'  strife  ! 

Kol  thus,  not  thus-oh,  no  ! 
Not  veild  and  mantled  wirl,  dim  clouds  of  care. 


tX^OOt^lc 


-'—  —-  ■■    -" 

" 

TEIR  VO[CEOP51US1C. 

SK 

Tliat  Epiril  of  my  soui  should  with  me  ao 
To  hreal&e  celeslial  air. 

But  as  (he  aUylark  springB     , 

To  ilfl  own  sphere,  wwrc  night  afar  is  druen. 

As  to  ita  place  lie  flower-seed  findelli  wings. 

So  must  love  mount  to  heaven ! 

TamiyilahollnotBliive 

There  on  weak  words  to  pour  a  stream  of  lire  ; 

Thought  anto  thought  sJiall  kindling  impulse  give. 

As  light  might  WBlte  a  lyre. 

Andoh!  ilBble^n^(Ae™                         , 

ShowerM  like  rich  balsam  forth  on  some  dear  heat., 

1              Powerless  no  more,  a  gilt  riioll  surely  bear. 
Ajoy  of  sunlight  shed. 

1                          Let  me,  then-let  me  dream 

!              That  love  goes  witii  us  to  the  shore  unknown  ; 

!              So  o'er  itsTiarnin"  teats  a  heavenly  gleam 

1                       In  mercy  ahall  be  thrown  ! 

THE  VOICE  OF  MUSIC. 


Whence  is  the  might  of  thy  mastEr-spein 
Speak  to  me,  voice  of  sweet  sound,  and  tell ! 
How  canst  Ihnu  wake  by  one  gentle  breath, 
Paffiioimle  viaons  of  love  and  duatti ! 
How  call'st  thou  back,  with  a  note,  a  dgh, 
Words  and  low  tones  from  the  days  gone  by- 
A  Bunny  glance,  or  a  fond  arewelll— 
Speak  to  me,  voice  of  sweet  sound,  and  tell! 
What  ia  thy  power,  from  the  soul's  deep  spring 
In  sudden  guBhcs  the  teata  lo  bring  t 
El-en  "midst  the  swells  of  thy  festal  glee, 
Fountains  of  sorrow  are  Blirr'd  by  thee ! 
Vain  are  those  tears!— ^in  and  Irnitless  hII— 
Showers  that  refresh  not,  yet  still  niu't  U\l ; 
For  a  purer  blifs  whiie  the.  lull  heart  burns, 
For  a  brighter  home  while  the  spn-it  yearns ! 
Something  of  mystery  there  ?tmly  dwells. 
Wailing  thy  tiiueh,  in  our  l,osoni-ce  Is ; 
Something  that  linds  not  its  nnswti  litre— 
A  chain  to  be  cla>p'd  m  ^inolher  sphere. 
Therefore  a  current  of  sadness  deep, 
Through  the  srreaui  of  Iby  triuuit.  is  '"  heard  'os 
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11,  chough  Ihy  tones  be  fraughl 
once  and  iroalikd  [bought; 

amore  bright  ihaii  eartli. 


THE  ANGEL'S  GREETING. 


Come  lo  the  land  of  peace. 
Come  where  the  tempesl  hath  no  longer  aw:iy. 
The  shadow  pu^cs  trom  the  soul  anay— 

The  sounds  of  wcepmg  cease. 

Fear  hath  no  dwelhng  there '. 
Come  to  the  mingling  of  repose  and  love, 
Breathed  by  the  silent  spirit  of  die  dove 

Through  the  celestial  air. 

Come  to  tlie  bright  and  blest, 
And  crown  d  for  ever!  'midst  tliat  aliiiiing  band, 
Gather'd  to  Heaven's  own  wreaUi  from  every  land 

Thy  spirit  dioli  find  rest ! 

Thou  haat  heen  long  alone : 
Come  to  thy  mother!— on  the  Sabbath  sfiore. 
The  heart  that  rock'd  thy  childhood,  back  once  mow 

Shall  take  its  wearied  otio. 

In  silence  wert  thou  left ; 
Come  to  ihy  aistera !— joyously  ogam 
All  the  home-voices,  tHeiit  in  one  sweet  strain 

Shall  greet  their  long  bereft.  ' 

Over  thine  orphan  head 
The  storm  hath  swept,  aa  o'er  a  willow's  hout-h  - 
Come  to  thy  Father !— it  is  finish'd  now  ;      " 

Thy  tears  have  all  been  rfied. 

In  thy  divine  abode, 
Change  finds  no  pathway,  memory  no  dark  trace 
And,  oh  f  bright  victoiy— death  by  love  nr,  place  ■ 
Come,  spirit,  lo  iliy  God  ! 


A  FAREWELL  TO  WALES. 

T^  sound  of  thy  streams  m  iiiv  spirit  I  beai^ 
l^arewefl .  and  a  blessini;  be  with  thee  green  land  • 

On  thy  htanhs,  on  thy  haCs,  on  iliy  nun-  mountain  air 
On  tlie  .Jiordfl  of  ibe  bail.,  and  ibe  iiii^.sirel's  free  hai 
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IMPBUllTU  Ll.\Ea,-A  PARTING  BCNG. 
re  it 'is  shed, 
le  Bocl  my  d 


lit  dwells 


And  nol  f^r  the  meinorj'  set  deep  m  ihy  dells. 

Of  the  bard  and  the  hero,  the  miHbly  ofyore  , 
And  not  fur  thy  songs  ol  tliose  proud  ages  Hed, 
-Green  land,  poet  fand  of  my  home  and  my  dead  . 


IMPROMPTU  LINES. 


Ve  tell  me  not  of  birds  and  beea, 

Nol  of  the  Sumiier's  murmtmng  trees, 

Not  of  the  Btreama  and  woodbind  bowers  .— 

A  sweeter  tale  is  youis  feit  flowers ! 

Glad  tidings  to  my  couch  ye  bring. 

Of  one  still  bright,  suU  flowing  aprnig— 

Afountofkindneaeevernew, 

In  a  Irieud's  heart,  the  good  and  trae. 


A  PAUTING  SONG. 

will  yo  think  of  me  my  nu 
When  will  ye  thmk  of  m. . 
When  llie  last  red  light,  the  fiiewell  ol  day, 
From  the  rock  and  the  river  ie  passing  away— 
Wlien  the  ail  with  a  deep-nms  hush  is  Ij-augi'. 
\nd  Ilie  heart  grows  burden'dTwith  tender  thought- 
Then  let  it  be ! 
■When  will  ye  think  of  ms  kind  friends  ! 

When  will  ye  ihmk  of  me  '. 
When  the  rose  of  the  rich  midsummer  time 
Is  lillcd  with  the  liues  of  its  glorious  priino— 
When  ye  gather  it,  bloom,  as  m  hngfit  lioura  fled. 
From  the  walks  where  iny  fooisleiB  no  more  may  treaa 
Then  let  it  be  ! 
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0  MISCELLASKOUa  P0EM9. 

When  will  v=  .hink  of  me,  swee.  friends  J 
When  will  ye  think  of  t     ~ 
thesud------        ■    ■■ 

men  ye  hpBi  „,  „  ,„„^,„,„  ^,,^31 

"  >' m'f*'  ™  clisrai  of  a  poet'a  dream— 
Then  let  il  be ! 


Kindly  and  genlty,  but  09  of  o 
For  wliom'lTa  well  lobe  fled! 


WE  RETURN  MO  JUORE!" 
"Wtwn  I  sl.«it  bencHih  the  fresh  RreEn  n*e, 
Wllh'fr'uLK^Tcl'femiV'*"™,^,'^'''?'''''^ 
Wm M'bir"" ki™" '"  *'"''"^"  '" f^n'rlve,"* 
I  nirn'd  itam  bU  tlia  brougbt  lo  gii  she  nnliii  not  brinjr  " 
CMliki'li 

So  cornea  th^  aong  to  the  i^^^nl^ilT-Sl  "re  "'"" '" 
p  ™  tiiofle  (^1  are  Iwiving  their  highland  home, 
i  or  a  world  fer  over  the  bllie  sea's  foam : 

Mou^;s;Znn*\Lt';^d'Sij™'^  ^^  •'^^ 

We  relarn  .-—we  return ! — we  return  no  mora  '" 
00  breathe  aad  voices  our  spirits  o'er  ■ 
MunnDringupftom  the  depths  of  the'heart, 
Y^l  '"^t'*'  """^^  Ti^'  ''^^  "Bhl  depart' 
And  the  inborn  sound  hath  a  prophet's  i™e 
And  we  led  that  B  joy  is  for  ever  gone.       * 
"  We  return  t— we  relurnl— we  return  no  more  "' 
iBit  heard  when  die  days  of  flowera  ore  o'er? 
Hath  died  irom  ^e  Bommer  woode  awav)        ' 
When  the  glory  from  sanael's  robe  hpiih  pusa'd. 
Or  the  leaves  ere  borne  on  the  roshing  blast ! 
No !— it  in  not  the  rnae  that  feluma  no  more  ■ 
A  breath  of  spring  shall  its  bloom  restore  ■     ' 
And  it  is  not  Ui,;  voice  di.t  o'erflows  Ihe  bowers. 
With  a  stieani  ofiuve  through  ihe  starry  iioure; 
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Nor  ia  it  ihe  crimson  of  sunset  hues,       ., ,     .    , 

Nor  the  frail  tlnsli'd  leaves  whieh  the  wild  wind  slrewB 

"  We  return !— we  rotum !— wo  return  no  more !" 

Doth  a  bird  sing  Ihna  from  a  btigbler  shore  { 

Those  wings  Ural  follow  the  soulhern  breeze, 

Float  they  not  homeward  o'er  vernal  aoas? 

Yea !  from  the  lands  of  the  vine  and  palm 

They  come,  with  the  Huiisbine,  when  waves  grow  calm. 

"  Bal  we  !— we  return  !-^we  return  no  more  !■; 

pour'd  BO  Ireely  If-'" 
The  boundless  trust  m  ideal  wortl. , 
The  feith  in  afieetior.— deep,  fond,  yet  Tat 
These  are  the  lost  that  reiurn  not  again ! 


TO  A  WANDEUING  FEMALE  SINGER. 

Thou  hast  loved  and  ihou  hast  sulTer'd ! 

Unto  leeling  detp  and  strong, 
■Riou  hast  trembled  like  n  harp's  frail  slnng— 

I  know  it  by  thy  song ! 
Thou  hast  loved — it  may  be  vainly — 

But  well— oh!  but  too  well— 
Thou  hast  sufler'd  all  that  woman's  breast 

May  hear — hat  must  not  tell. 
Thou  hast  wept  and  thou  host  parted, 

Thon  luist  been  forsaken  long, 
Thou  liaat  waleh'd  for  steps  that  came  not  back— 

I  know  it  by  thy  song  ! 
By  the  low  clear  silvery  guying 

Of  itB  music  from  thy  breast. 
By  the  quivering  of  its  flute-like  ewell- 

A  sound  of  tie  heart's  unrest. 
By  its  fond  and  plaintive  lingering, 

On  each  word  of  grief  so  lung, 
Oh !  thou  hast  loved  and  siifier'd  much— 

I  know  it  by  thy  song '. 


THE  PALMER. 


Akt  thou  come  from  the  far-oft'lar 
Thou  that  hast  wandei'd  long ! 
Vor,. «.— ac 
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POEMS. 

e  the  smiie  hath  paEs'd 


Witn  ihe  meny  voice  of  song. 
For  tiie  Bunnj  glance  and  Ihe  bounding  heart 

Thou  wilt  seek— but  all  are  gone  ; 
They  ere  paned  e'en  as  waters  part, 

To  tneet  in  the  deep  alone ! 
And  thou— from  ihy  lip  ia  fied  the  glow. 

From  thine  eye  the  fight  of  mom; 
And  Ihe  shades  ol' thought  o'erhang  thy  brow. 


And  thy  cheek  with  Rl 
Say  what  hast  ihou  brought  from  the  distant  shore 

For  thy  wasted  youth  to  pay  7 
Haet  Ihou  treasure  to  win  theojoysOEicemorel 

Hast  ihon  vassals  to  smooth  thy  way  ? 
"  I  have  brought  but  (he  palm-branch  in  my  hand, 

Yet  I  call  j.ot  my  bi^ht  youd,  log.  • 
r  have  woo  but  high  tlionght  in  iJie  Holy  Land, 

Yet  1  count  not  too  dear  the  cost ! 
"  I  look  on  the  leaves  of  the  deathless  tree — 

These  records  of  mvtraci!; 
Ajid  better  than  youth  in  its  flush  of  glee. 

Are  the  memories  they  give  me  back  I 
"  They  speak  of  toil,  and  of  hi^h  emprise. 

As  m  words  of  aoiemn  cheer, 
They  speak  of  lonely  vietoriea 

0  er  pain,  and  doubt,  and  lear. 

"  They  speak  of  scenes  which  hnvo  now  beoonw 

Bright  pictufea  in  my  breast ; 
Where  my  spirit  finds  a  glorious  home. 

And  the  love  of  my  iieart  can  rest. 
"The  colore  pass  not  from  these  away. 

Like  tints  of  sliower  or  sun ; 
Oh !  beyond  all  treasures  that  know  decay, 

la  the  wealth  my  soul  bath  won ! 
"A  lidi  lig^i  thence  o'er  my  life's  decline. 

An  inbom  liehl  is  cast ; 
Fot  the  sake  of  the  palm  from  the  holy  shrine, 

1  bewoil  not  my  bright  days  past '. 


THE  CHILD'S  KJRST  GRIEF. 
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"  The  butterfly  is  glancing  briglil 

Across  ihe  sunbeam's  track  ; 
I  care  not  now  to  chase  its  flight— 

Oh !  call  my  brother  bock ! 
"  The  flowers  run  ivilJ— the  flowers  we  aow*d 

Around  our  garden  tree  ; 
Our  vino  is  drooping  with  ils  load— 

Oh!  coll  him  back  to  me  !" 
"  He  would  not  hear  thy  voice,  fiiir  child, 

Hemflynot  -   ^'---- 

The  face  that 

On  earth  n< 
"  A  rose's  brief  briftht  life  of  joy. 

Such  unto  him  was  given ; 
Go— thou  tniiat  play  alone,  my  boy  '. 

Thy  brother  is  in  heaven." 
"  And  has  he  left  his  birds  and  flowers ; 

And  must  1  call  m  vain? 
And  thnjufih  the  long,  long  summer  hours 

WUI  be  not  come  againi 
"  And  by  the  brook  and  in  the  glade 

Are  sfl  out  wanderinga  o'er  T 
Oh  !  while  my  brother  with  me  play'd, 


TO  THE  NEW-BORN* 

A  BLESSING  on  ihy  head,  tliou  child  of  many  hopes  and  fears  ! 
A  rainbow-welcome  thuie  hnth  been,  of  mingled  smdes  and 

Thy  fether  greets  thee  unto  life,  with  a  full  and  chHEtcn'd 

heart,  t?"  ■ 

For  a  solemn  gift  from  God  lliou  com'sl,  all  precious  as  thou 

I  see  thee  not  asleep,  fair  boy,  upon  thy  mother's  breast, 
Yet  well  r  know  how  guarded  there  shall  be  thy  rosv  rest ; 
And  how  her  soul  wilE  love,  and  prayer,  end  gladness,  will 
o'erflow,  [know! 

White  benditig  o'er  thy  sofl-seal'd  eyes,  thou  dear  one,  well  J 

A  hleadng  on  thy  gentle  head !  i 
For  B  home  where  God  is  felt. 

Around  thee  pure  and  lioly  thoughts  shall  dwell  aa  light  and 
And  steal  unto  thine  heart,  and  wake  the  germs  now  Iblded 
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SiiiUc  on  Xhy  mother !  while  she  feels  thai  unlo  h( 
In  ihni  young  day-spring  glance  the  pledge  ofaso 


Smile !  and  avviiel  peace  he  o'er  thy  si' 
BlesdngB  and  blessings  cvermotc,  fair 


hoy !  upon  lliy  head  i 


THE  DEATH-SONG  OF  ALCESTI3. 


d  pale  yet  prondly  beautiful,  bb  they  ; 

^  .,-fera  in  her  DOBom,  and  the  otar-like  glea 

Of  jewels  iremhling  from  her  braided  hair, 

And  death  upon  her  brow! — but  ^orioua  de 

's  choice,  the  token  and  the  » 


Had  burden'd  her  full  aoul.  But  now,  oh  1  now, 
lie  lime  was  come— and  from  the  spirit's  depths, 
The  pas^on  and  the  mighty  melody 


The  soft  pure  ait 
Came  floating  ihronaft  that  hall — the  Grecian  air, 
Laden  with  music — lute-notes  from  the  vales, 
Echoes  of  song— die  lufil  sweet  Bounds  of  life 
And  the  glad  sonsbine  of  the  golden  clime 
Stieam'd,  as  a  royal  mantle,  round  her  form— 
The  glorified  of  love  I    But  she— she  look'd 
Only  on  ten  for  whom  'twaajojr  to  die, 
Deep— deepest,  hoUest  joy  I—or  if  a  thought 
Of  me  warm  ailnlighl,  oiid  the  scented  breene. 
And  the  sweet  Dorian  sonp,  o'crewept  the  tide 
Of  her  unswerving  soul- 'Iwaa  bat  a  thought 
That  own'd  the  summer  lovellnBBS  of  life 
For  him  a  worthy  ofiering ! — So  she  stood, 
WtBpt  in  bright  silenee,  as  entranced  awhile, 
Till  her  eye  liindled,  and  her  qnivering  frame 
With  the  swift  breeze  of  inspiration  shook. 
As  the  pale  priestess  trtjiiblea  to  the  breath 
Of  inborn  oraolea  ! — then  flush'd  her  cheek, 
And  all  the  triamph,  all  the  agony, 
Borne  on  the  battling  waves  of  love  and  death. 
All  Irom  her  woman's  heart,  in  sudden  song. 
Burst  like  a  Ibnnt  of  fire. 
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THE  DEATH-SOMU  OF  ALCESTIS. 

Far  ff6m  thy  Usht  10  dwell; 

Thou  fh:ik  not  liiid  my  place  below. 

Dim  m  that  world— brighl  sun  ol  Greece,  lorewell ! 

"  The  laurel  and  the  glorious  rose 

Thy  glatl  beam  vel  may  see, 
But  where  tio  putple  somiLier  glows. 
O'er  the  dark  wave  J  haaw  frotti  them  and  ihee. 
"  Yet  doth  my  spiril  feint  to  part  I 

—I  mourn  thee  not.  0  sun! 
Joy,  solemn  joy,  o'erflowa  my  heart, 
Sing  mo  triumphal  sutigs  I— my  crown  is  won  ! 
"  Let  not  a  voice  of  weeping  risa — 

My  heart  is  girt  with  power '. 
Let  the  green  earth  aticl  featnl  skies 
Langh,  as  to  grace  a  conqueror's  closing  hour ! 
"For  ihee,  for  (lee,  my  bosom's  lord! 

Thee,  my  soul's  loved  I  I  die  ; 

Thine  is  the  torch  of  h(e  restored. 

Mine,  mine  the  rapture,  tmne  the  victory  ! 

"Now  may  the' boundless  love,  that  [ay 

Ujifathom'd  still  before. 
In  one  couauniio^  hurst  iind  way, 
In  one  btight  flood  all,  all  us  riches  pourl 

"Thou  hnow'st,  thou  know'st  what  love  is 

Its  glory  and  its  mi^lii; — 
Are  they  not  written  on  my  brow  t 
And  will  that  image  ever  quit  thy  sight ! 

"No!  deathless  in  thy  Kiithfol  breast, 

Thtre  shall  my  meinory  keep 
Its  own  bright  altar-place  of  rest. 
While  o'er  my  grave  the  cypress  hranchee  weep. 
"  Ob,  the  glad  light !— the  light  is  fair, 

Thesolt  breeze  warm  and  ft™  i 
And  rich  notes  fill  the  scented  air. 
And  all  are  gifts— inj  love's  last  gifts  to  thee ! 

"  Take  me  to  thy  warm  heart  once  more ! 

Night  fells — my  pulse  beats  low  : 
Seek  not  lo  quicken,  to  restore^ 
Joy  is  in  every  pang— £  go,  1  go ! 

"  I  feel  thy  tears,  I  feel  thy  breath, 

ImaetlhyliindlooksUll; 
Keen  is  the  strife  of  love  and  ileash; 
Faint  and  yet  feinler  grows  my  bosom's  thtill, 
"YrtEWells  the  tide  of  raptnre  sltonH, 

Though  mists  o'ersbade  ujino  eye  1 
— Sioff.Paian  !  sing  a  conqueror's  song! 
For  ibee,  for  (flee,  my  spirit's  lird.  1  die  1" 


C,  oniric 


J.ANEOUS  POEMS, 


THE  HOME  OF  LOVE. 


Thou  mov'st  in  visions,  love  ! — Around  thy  way, 

E'en  thtough  this  world's  tough  jialh  and  cliangeful  daT 

Forever  floals  a  gleam, 
Not  from  the  realms  of  moonughl  or  tlie  mom, 
But  ihme  own  soul's  illDmined  chambers  born- 

The  coloring  of  a  dream  ! 
Love,  shall  1  read  Ihy  dreain ! — oh !  is  it  not 
411  of  some  sheltering,  wood-embosom'd  spot — 

A  bower  for  ihee  and  thme  I 
Yes !  lone  and  lowly  is  that  home  ;  yet  there 
Something  of  heaven  in  the  itansirarent  air 

Mnkea  every  flower  divine. 
SomeihinfT  that  mellows  and  that  glorifies. 
Breathes  o'er  it  ever  from  the  tender  skies. 


,e  harmony,  ihalse 

Greeting  from  some  bright  shore, 
Where  none  have  said  fareteell ! — where  no  decay 
Lends  the  faint  crimson  lo  the  dyins  day : 

Where  the  storm's  miglil  is  o'er. 
And  there  thou  dreamest  of  Elysion  rest. 
In  the  deep  sanctuary  of  one  true  bressi 

Hidden  from  earthly  ill: 
There  would'st  thou  watch  the  homeward  step,  whose 
Wakening  all  nature  to  aweet  echoes  round, 

Thme  inmost  soul  can  thrill. 
There  by  the  hearth  should  many  a  glorious  page. 
From  mind  lo  mind  the  immormi  heritage. 

For  thee  its  treasures  pour ; 
Or  music's  voice  at  vesper  hours  he  heard. 
Or  dearer  interchange  of  playful  word, 

AJIiiction's  household  lore. 
And  the  rich  unison  of  mingled  pmyer. 
The  melody  of  hearts  in  heavenly  air. 

Thence  duly  should  arise  ; 
Lifting  th'  eternal  hope,  in'  adoring  breath, 
or  q)irits,  not  to  be  di^oin'd  by  death. 

Up  to  the  slany  skies. 
There,  doat  thou  well  believe,  no  storm  sliould  come 
To  mar  the  silliness  of  that  angel-hume; 

There  should  thy  slumbers  be 
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Weigh'd  down  wiih  honey-dew,  serenely  ble's'il, 
Like  iheira  who  fitst  in  Eden's  grove  took  test 

Under  some  hfllmy  tree. 
Love,  Lore '.  ihou  po^onnte  in  joy  onil  woe ! 
And  canal  thoa  hope  for  cloudless  peace  below^ 

Here,  wliere  bti^lil  things  must  die  t 
O  thou !  that  wildly  wotshipping,  dost  shed 
On  tha  frail  allar  of  it  mortnl  head 

Gifts  of  infinity! 

Thou  must  be  still  a  trembler,  fenrful  Love  ! 

Danger  seema  eathering  from  beneath,  above, 

Still  round  thy  precious  things  ; 


dthy  precious  things  ; 
iny  stately  pine-tree,  or  thy  eraciona  rose, 
In  their  sweet  shade  can  yieli  thee  no  repose. 

Here,  where  the  blight  hath  wings. 
And  as  a  flower,  with  some  fine  eense  imbued. 
To  shrink  betbre  tiie  wind's  vici^nide, 

So  in  thy  prestaent  breast 
Ate  lyte-slringa  quivering  wirh  firophetic  thrill 
To  the  low  foolsiep  of  each  coming  ill ; 

—Oh '.  canst  thou  dream  of  rest  t 
Bear  up  thy  dream !  thou  mighty  and  thou  weak 
Heart,  atrimg  as  death,  yet  as  a  reed  to  break — 

As  a  flame,  tcmpcpt-sway'd ! 
He  that  Hts  calm  on  high  is  ye:  the  sourte 
Whence  thy  soul's  current  h^ith  its  troubled  conn 

He  that  great  deep  hath  made ! 
Will  he  not  pity  T— He  whose  seiirching  eye 
Reads  alt  the  sccreta  of  thine  agony  5— 

Oh '.  pray  to  be  forfrfven 
Thy  fond  idokliT,  thy  blind  csuess. 
And  seek  with  Sim  that  tower  of  Wessediieas— 
Love !  thy  sole  home  is  heaven ! 


BOOKS  AND  FLOWERS. 


J-mblie  I'lnjiui  w    « 
llvtea  St  del  11     n 

Come,  let  m   m  k 

Of  thong 
With  ape? 
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Here  the  crown'd  spirila  of  departed  aeca 

Have  lell  the  »lent  tnelodjea  of  mind. 

1VLrthtiughtH,thatstrove  with  time.and  change,  Bid  anaol* 

For  some  high  place  where  failh  her  wing  mieht  wst. 
Are  burning  here— a  flame  Ihal  may  no!  languish— 

Still  pointing  upward  to  that  bright  hill's  crest ! 
Their  grief,  the  veil'd  infinity  esploring 

For  ireaaures  loat,  is  here  ;— their  boundlem  loya 
lis  mighty  streams  of  gentleness  outpooring 

On  all  things  round,  and  clawing  all  above. 
And  the  bright  beings,  their  own  heort's  creations 

BriKhl,  yst  all  huihati,  here  Bre  breathing  sdU  ;  ' 
Conflicts,  and  agonies,  and  cxultntiona 

Are  here,  and  victories  of  prevailing  will ! 
Listen,  oh,  listen  !  let  Iheu-  high  words  cheer  thee ! 

Their  swan-liiie  music  ringing  through  all  woes ; 
Let  my  voice  briDg  their  holy  influence  near  ihee— 

The  Elysian  ait  of  their  divino  repose ! 
Or  would'?t  thou  Inm  to  earthi    Not  ennh  all  furrow'd 

By  the  old  traces  of  man's  toil  and  care, 
Bnt  the  green  peacefiil  world  that  never  sorrow'd, 

The  world  of  leaves,  and  dews,  eud  Buramer  air! 
Look  on  these  flowers  1    As  o'er  an  almr  shedding 

O'er  Milton's  page,  Sf,ft  light  from  color'd  umsf 
They  are  the  links,  man's  heart  to  nature  wedding 

When  to  her  breast  the  prodigal  returns. 
They  are  from  lone  wild  places,  forest  dingle". 

Fresh  banks  of  many  a  Jow-voiced  hidc^n  stream 
Where  the  sweet  star  of  eve  looks  down  and  mmgiea 

Faint  lustic  with  the  water-lily's  gleam. 
They  are  from  where  the  soft  winds  play  in  gladness, 

Coverina  the  turf  with  flowery  blossoni-fhowers  ■ 
—Too  richly  dower'd,  0  friend  !  arc  tre  for  sadness- 
Look  on  an  empire— mind  and  nature— ours  I 


POE  A  PICTURE  OF  ST.  CECILIA  ATTENDED  BY  ANGELS 

Hoiv  hrlilil  that  heaveo-ili^ecred'iSuinM'l 
—W*** herliiRlory,  willed  powers, 
And  IntercouTU  with  morbvl  hours 
Bring  back  a  huiiiblct  inoo(l!"~-<roni.iwrU 
How  can  that  eye,  with  inspiration  beaming. 

Wear  yei  so  deep  a  calm  t— Oh,  child  of  song' 
Is  not  the  musie-hnd  a  world  of  dreaming, 
Where  forms  of  sad,  bewildering  beauty  throng  1 
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No,  not  to  ihee  ! — tkv  spirit,  meek,  yet  oucenly, 
""  i"  -.-n  stany  heigbt,  bcyimd  all  ihis. 


Floaline  triumphniitly  and  yel  eetenely. 


ihniugti  eongs  of  bliss. 


What  strain  t— oh !  tiot  the  nigfatingulfi^a  when  showering 

Her  own  heart's  We  drojis  on  the  burning  lay, 
She  slita  the  yonng  woods  in  the  doya  of  floweting, 

And  pours  her  strenitlh,  but  not  her  grief  away : 
And  not  the  exile's — when,  'midst  lonely  biliowa, 

He  wakes  the  sipine  nolra  his  mother  sung, 
Or  blends  them  with  the  sigh  of  alien  willows, 

Where,  murninritig  to  the  wind,  his  harp  is  hung : 
And  not  the  pll^rim'e — thoHgh  his  thoughts  be  holy, 

And  ^u'oet  his  ave  song,  when  day  growe  ditn ; 
yet,  as  he  jonmeya,  pensively  and  slowly, 

Somelhing  of  sadnefs  floats  through  thut  low  hymn. 
Bat  thou  1— th?  spirit  which  at  eve  is  filing 

All  the  hiish'd  nir  and  reverential  sky, 
Fonnts,  leaves,  and  flowera,  with  solemn  rapture  dirilling. 

This  is  the  soul  of  thy  rich  hatmony. 

[Sofdl        .... 
rt  gush  tree ; 


TfIB  BRIGAND  LEADER  AND  HIS  WIFE. 


Dakr  chieftain  of  the  heath  and  height ! 
Wild  feaster  on  the  hills  by  night  r 
See'st  tboa  the  Gtorni^  sunset's  glow 
Flong  back  by  frlanciMg  speat3  below  ? 
Now  for  otie  strife  of  stem  despair! 
The  foe  bath  Irack'd  thee  to  thy  lair. 
Thou,  against  whom  the  voice  of  blood 
Hath  risen  from  rock  and  lonely  wood  ; 
And  in  whose  dreams  a  moan  should  be. 
Not  of  the  water,  nor  the  tree ; 
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Theta'a  one  lUnt  pale  peside  thee  Etsnds, 
More  true  than  all  thy  mountBin  bands! 
She  will  not  shrink  in  doubt  and  dread. 
When  the  balls  wkLetle  round  thy  head." 
Nor  leave  thee,  though  thy  eloang  eye 
No  longer  may  to  her'a  reply. 
Oh  1  many  a  aoft  and  quiet  grace 
Hath  fiided  from  her  form  niiii  fece ; 
And  many  a  thoushl,  the  fitting  gueal 
or  woman's  meek  religious  breiiBt, 
Hath  peri^i'd  in  her  wanderings  wide, 
Through  ihe  deep  forests  by  thy  side. 
Yet,  mournfully  surviving  all, 
A  flower  upon  it  ruin's  wall, 
A  fiiendlesa  thing,  whose  lot  is  cast 
Of  lovely  ones  to  be  the  la^C ; 
Sad,  hut  unchanged  thrDsgh  good  and  ill. 
Thine  is  her  lone  devotion  still. 
And  oh !  not  wholly  lost  the  heart 


From  homo  estranged,  and  guided  wrong  ; 
Yet  may  its  ileptlis  by  Heaven  be  stirr'd. 
Its  prayer  for  thee  be  poui'd  and  heard  ! 


THE  CHILD'S  KETORN  FKO.M  THf 
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Hast  thon  been  iti  the  woods  with  the  honey-bee  1 
Hast  thou  been  with  the  himh  in  the  naHlures  free  t 
With  the  hare  tlirou^  the  copses  and  dingles  wild  I 
Willi  Ihe  butterfly  over  the  heath,  iair  child  { 
Yes ;  the  light  fell  of  thy  hounding  feel 
Halh  not  startled  the  wren  from  her  inossy  seat ; 
Yet  hasl  thou  tanged  the  gieen  fiireFl-della 
And  brought  back  a  treiutnro  of  buds  and  bells. 


The  woodbine,  the  primrose,  the  violet  dim,' 
The  hly  tliat  aleanis  by  the  fbuntain's  brim : 
These  are  old  wowls  that  have  made  each  grova 
A  dreaming  lioimt  for  romance  and  love— 
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Eachsunny  bank,  where  fainlodoralie, 

A  place  fur  the  gualungs  of  poesy. 

Thou  know'st  not  the  light  wherewith  foxiry  lure 

Sprinkles  tie  tutf  and  ihe  daiaea  o'er ; 

Enough  for  thee  are  the  dews  that  sleep. 

Like  hidJen  gems,  in  the  flower-urna  deep ; 

Enough  Ihe  neh  crimson  spols  thul  dwell 

'Midst  the  gold  of  the  cowslip's  perfnined  cell ; 

And  the  scent  by  the  blossoming  sweetbnera  shed, 

And  the  beauty  Ihal  bows  the  wood-hyaciiith'a  head. 

Oh!  happycbild.inthylawn-Ukeglee, 

What  is  remambranoe  or  thought  to  ihee  ), 

Fill  thy  bright  loohe  with  those  gifia  of  spring. 

O'er  thy  green  pathway  iheir  coTois  fling  ; 

Bmd  (hem  in  chapiet  and  wild  festoon— 

What  if  to  droop  and  to  perish  soon ! 

Nature  hath  mmes  of  such  lyealth— and  thou 

Never  will  prize  il3  delight  as  now! 

For  a  day  is  coming  to  quell  the  tone 

That  rings  m  thy  laughter,  thou  joyous  one! 

And  to  dun  thy  brow  with  a  touch  of  care. 

Under  the  gloss  of  its  clusteriiig  Imir ; 

And  10  tame  the  fla*  of  ihy  cloudless  eyes 

Into  the  stillness  of  auhimii  sfciea  :  „  ,        , 

And  to  leach  ihee  tl,:il  gnef  halh  her  needful  pari, 

'Midst  tlie  hidden  tlungs  of  each  human  heart. 

Yet  shall  we  mourn,  fpntle  child !  for  ihia  1 

Life  hath  enough  of  vn  holier  blias! 

Such  be  thy  portion !— the  bhss  lo  look. 

With  a  reverent  spirit,  through  nature  s  book  ; 

By  fount,  by  forest,  by  river  s  line, 

To  track  the  paths  ol  a  love  divine ; 

To  read  ila  deep  meanings— to  see  and  hear 

God  in  earth's  garden— and  not  lo  fear! 


THE  FAITH  OF  LOVE. 
TiiOti  hast  watch'd  beside  the  bed  of  death. 

Oh,  fearless  human  Love ! 
Thy  lip  received  the  last  faint  brealh, 

Ere  the  spirit  fled  above. 
Thy  prayer  was  hisnrd  by  the  parting  biei', 

Inalowandfotew^Utone. 
Thou  hast  given  the  grave  both  flower  and  tear— 

—Oh,  Love !  ihy  taak  is  done. 
Then  turn  thee  from  each  pleosonl  spot 

Where  thou  w 
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Thou  wilt  meet  but  mournful  memory  tht 
,„?f  dfeams  in  tlie  grove  alls  weaves, 
Wiih  echota  lijiina  ihc  aummer  air 

With  Bighs  ihe  Erembling  leBTes. 
Then  turn  ihee  to  the  world  ngttin. 

From  those  Jim  hnunleil  bowera 
And  ahul  ihiiie  ear  to  Ihe  wild  aweet  ettra 

That  tells  of  vaniah'tl  houis. 

Jiine  aching  hean 


And  gaie  on  the  mclured 

Tnal  thus  can  file  ouila^.. 
All  between  patted  BouUia  »'or,-— 

— Love;  Love!  forget  the  posl! 
"  Voice  of  vain  boding^  nvi-ny,  be  etiU ! 

Strive  not  ngninat  tiio  faiili 
Thai  yet  my  biMom  with  liglil  oan  fill, 

Unquench-d,  and  undimm'd  by  death: 
"  From  the  pioiured  smile  I  wUI  not  Cum, 

Though  sadly  now  it  shine; 
Nor  quit  the  shades  [hnl  in  vfhispers  monm 

For  the  step  once  link'd  with  mine : 
-Not  Bhul  mine  ear  to  the  song  of  old 

ITiough  ita  notes  the  pang  renevi-. 
Such  memories  deep  in  my  Tiearl  I  hold. 

To  keep  it  pure  and  true, 
"  hv  the  holy  instinct  of  my  hean. 

By  the  hjpe  that  bears  me  on, 
I  have  still  my  own  midyiug  part 

In  the  deep  afieclion  gone. 
"  By  the  presence  that  about  me  aeems 

Through  niabt  anl  day  to  dwell 
Voice  of  vain  bodinga  and  fenrtiil  dreams : 

—I  hai-e  brcalhciTno  last  farewell '." 


THE  SISTER'S  DREAM. 
tSaffiwled  by  a  Mlciurc.  m  ivhlch  a  y.mngjnrl  iirepresei 

Sm  aleeps  l-but  not  the  free  and  sunny  sleep 

1  hat  lightly  on  the  brow  of  childhood  11^ : 

Tl^ugh  happy  be  her  rest,  and  soft,  and  deep, 


The  early  iosl— the  benutilul— the  deaj— 
Thai  unto  her  bequpallied  a  moanjful  homo, 

Whence  with  their  toikb  all  eweel  laUKhler  lied 
They  rise — the  sisleiB  of  her  youth  nrise, 
Aa  from  the  world  where  no  frail  blo^m  dies. 
And  well  lite  sleeper  knowa  them  oat  of  earth — 

Not  aa  they  were  when  bindin"  tip  the  flowera, 
Teliine  wildlecjeiida  rounii  ihe  winter-heatlh, 

Braiding  their  long  fiiir  hair  tor  festal  hours ; 
These  thiura  are  past— a  ppiriiual  gleam, 
A  solemn  glory,  robes  them  in  that  dream. 
Yet,  if  the  glee  of  life's  fresh  budding  years 

In  diose  pure  aBpecis  may  no  more  be  rend. 
Thence,  loo,  hath  sorrow  melted— and  the  tears 

Which  o'er  their  mother's  holy  du^t  they  shed. 
Are  all  eflaced  I  there  earth  hath  left  no  agn 
Save  its  deep  love,  atLl  tom-hing  every  line. 
But,  oh!  more  soft,  more  lender,  breathingmi 


A  thought  of  pily,  than  in  vanlsh'd  days ; 
While,  hovering  sllenlly  and  '---_i-.i_.  _■_. 
The  lone  one^  head,  thev 


While,  hovering  sllenlly  and  brightly  o'er 

The  lone  one^  head,  thej"  meet  her  spir..  _  ^ 

With  their  iinmorml  eyes,  that  seem  to  say, 
"  Yet,  sister,  yet  we  love  thee— come  away !" 
Twill  hde,  the  radiant  dream  I  and  will  she  not 

Wake  with  mure  painful  yearning  at  her  heart  7 
WiU  nut  her  homo  seem  yet  a  kmefenspoi, 

Her  task  more  sad,  when  those  bright  shadows  pa 
And  the  greeit  summer  after  them  look  dun. 
And  soi-row's  tone  be  in  the  bird's  wild  hymn  1 
But  let  her  hope  be  strong,  and  let  the  dead 

Visit  her  soul  in  heaven's  calm  beauty  still. 
Be  their  names  ntter'd,  ho  their  memory  spread 

Yet  round  the  place  ihey  never  more  may  fill ! 
All  is  not  over  with  earth's  bnikeu  tie- 
Where,  where  should  sisters  love,  if  not  on  high  ? 


A  FAREWELL  TO  ABBOTSFOItD. 
ford,  in  the  sujiuLier  a(  1839.    He  waa  then  HppArGDtly  m  the  vigor 

the  ffUrnce  of  hi«  gi^icJ{.  HPillinE  eye,  and  the  vary  sound  of  hJa 
hindry  voice,  9eerne4  Di  kindle  tho  EjAdno&a  of  htaowo  sunny  And 
benignant  spirit  In  all  iviu>ii»itihclu>iiiiines3ofappruHchiDg  him.] 

Home  of  the  gified  1  fare  thee  well. 
And  a  blesaino;  on  ihee  rest ; 

While  the  heather  waves  its  purple  biill 
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While  sircam  to  stream  oroimd  ihee  calb, 

And  braes  with  broom  are  dreet. 
Glad  be  Ihe  harping  in  ihy  halls — 

While  the  high  voice  ftom  thee  senl  fotfh 

Bids  rock  and  cairn  reply, 
Wakening  the  spirits  o(  the  North, 

Like  a  chieftain's  gathering  cry ; 
While  its  deep  mastet-lotiea  hold  swuy 

Ah  a  king's  o'er  every  breast. 
Home  of  the  Legend  and  the  Lay '. 

Abk»;ingotitheerestl 
Joy  to  thy  hearth,  and  board,  and  bower  I 
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O'CONNOR'S  CHILD. 

Campbell's  Puem,  sealed  beoMe  u  sulilary  loinb  of  rocli.  riiur 
wltha  cnns,  in  a  wild  and  deMnnlaee.  A  tempest  seems  gall 
tag  la  the  angry  afclea  above  her,  hut  Ifae  ntlltude  of  llie  drooj 


Bid  the  lorn  huntress  of  the  desert  rise. 

And  gird  the  form  whofe  beauty  grief  hath  bow'd. 
And  leave  the  tomb,  as  tombs  are  left — alone. 
To  the  star's  vigil,  and  the  wind's  wild  moan. 
Tell  her  of  revelries  in  bower  and  hall, 

Where  gems  are  glittering,  and  bright  wine  is  pout'd 
Where  to  glad  measures  chiming  footsteps  fall, 

And  soiu  seems  gusiiing  from  the  horp's  full  chord ; 
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And  richer  (iowera  amid  fair  tiesaea  wave, 
Tban  the  sad  "  Lone  ties  bleediitg'  o!  the  grayo. 
Oh '  litlle  know'sl  thou  of  the  o'ermnstering  ai>ell. 

Wherewith  love  binda  the  apiril  slrong  m  pom, 
To  the  spot  hsllow'd  by  a  wild  faicwell, 

A  parting  agony,— intense,  yet  lain, 
A  looli— and  dafluiesB  when  ils  glcani  hath  flown, 
A  voice— and  silence  when  ils  words  are  gone  ! 
She  heara  ihce  noil  her  liill,  deep,  fervent  hearl 

Is  Bet  in  her  darlt  eyes ;— end  tlieg  are  boqnd 
Unto  diat  cross,  that  edrine,  dial  world  npart. 

Where  feilhful  blood  hath  sanclified  the  ground  ; 
And  love  with  death  striven  long  by  t.-or  and  prayer 
"     '  atiguiali  frozen  into  still  despair. 


Vet  on  lier  spirit  hnth  arisen  at  Inst 
A  light,  a  joy.  "'  il^  "wn  wanderings  born  ; 

Around  her  path  a  virion's  glow  m  cost, ^ 

"    ■    'lackberloatonecomrainhuesofmom!* 


A  lig;ht,  8 
Around  hei 

Baclt,  back  ner  loai  one  mints  m  uuis  . 

For  her  the  gulf  is  fill'd- the  dark  iiight  flt-. 

Whose  mystery  parts  the  livuig  and  tlie  dead. 

And  she  can  pour  forth  in  such  converse  high. 

Ail  her  aours  tide  of  love,  the  deep,  llie  strong, 
Oh  !  lonelier  far,  perehnnce,  thy  destiny. 

And  more  forfdfn,  amidst  the  world's  gay  throng. 
Than  hers— the  oueen  of  that  majealio  glomn, 
ThelcmpEEt,  and  the  desert,  and  the  tombT 


THE  PRAYER.  FOR  LIFE, 

O  SONHHIHE  and  fnii-  earih ! 

Sweet  is  your  kindly  ml  nil, 
Aiigel  of  death !  yet,  yet  awlide  delay  . 

Too  sad  it  is  to  pari 

Thus  in  my  spring  of  heart, 
Witli  all  the  light  and  laugiiter  oi  the  day. 

For  me  the  falling  leaf 

Touches  no  chorS  of  gnef. 
No  dark  void  in  the  rose's  bosom  liea : 

Not  one  triumphal  tone. 

One  hue  of  hope,  is  gone 
From  song  or  bloom  beneath  the  sniiimer  skies. 

Death,  Death !  ere  yet  decay, 

Call  me  not  iieiice  away, 
Over  the  golden  bi-urs  no  shiide  is  thrown ; 
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The  poesy  Ihot  dwelb 

Deep  in  the  green  woods  and  dells, 
Slill  to  my  jpirn  Bpeuks  of  joy  alone. 

Yet  not  for  this,  O  Death  ' 

Not  for  the  vernal  brealh 
Of  winds  that  shake  fordi  musie  from  the  ireea 

Not  for  the  ; plendor  raven 

To  night's  dark  regafheaven, 
Spoiler !  1  ask  tlieo  not  reptieve  for  these. 

But  tor  the  happy  love 

Whose  light,  where'er  I  rove, 
Kindles  bU  nature  lo  a  sudden  amile. 

Shedding  on  branch  and  Hower 

A  rainbow-tinted  shower 
Of  richer  hfe — spare,  spare  me  yet  e  white. 

Too  soon,  too  last  thou'rt  come ! 

Too  beautiful  is  home. 
A  home  of  getttle  voices  and  kind  eyes'. 

And  I  th«  loved  ofaii. 

On  whom  fond  blessinas  fall 
From  every  lip — oh  I  wilt  thou  rend  mch  lieBl 

Sweet  a'stera !  weave  a  chain 

My  spirit  to  detain  ; 
Hold  me  to  earth  with  strong  affection  back : 

Bind  me  with  mighty  love 

Unto  the  stream,  the  grove. 
Our  daily  paths — our  life's  familiar  track. 

Stay  wilh  me  !  gird  me  round  ! 

Your  voices  bear  n  sound 
Ofh'ipe— a  hght  comes  wilh  you  and  departs ; 

Hush,  my  soul's  boding  swell, 

That  murmurs  of  ftire well; 
How  can  I  leave  this  ring  of  kindest  heaitst 

Death  :  grave  '■ — and  are  there  those 

That  woo  your  dark  repose 
'Midst  the  rich  beauty  of  the  glowing  earth. 


THE  WELCtniE  TO  DEATH. 

Thou  art  welcome,  0  thou  woniing  voice ! 

My  soul  hath  pined  lor  thee  ; 
Thou  art  welcome  as  sweet  sounds  from  sbm 


C  Vooti^Tc  " 


E  VICTOR. 


liee  in  ihe  m 
B  sighing  _! 


Thou  Cflll'sl  me  from  the  lonely  eatlh, 

Wilh  a  deeper  tone  than  theira. 
The  lonely  ennli  1    Since  kiiijred  alepa 

From  its  green  patha  are  fled, 
A  dimness  and  n  hush  have  Inin 

O'er  ail  its  beauty  spread. 
The  silence  of  the  una  nswering  soul 

Is  on  me  and  around ; 
My  heart  h^ilh  echuea  but  for  thee. 

Thou  still,  small,  warning  sound ! 
Voice  after  voice  hath  died  away, 

Once  ill  my  dwelling  heard ; 

'hold-natne  by  name  hath  changed 

:h  I  call, 

Each  of  the  ^r  removed  ; 
And  waken  to  my  own  wild  cry — 

"  Where  are  ye,  my  beloved  '." 
Ye  left  me !  and  earth's  flowers  were  dim 

With  records  of  the  pist ! 
And  atara  pour'd  down  another  light 

Than  o'er  my  ynuih  ihey  tasl : 
Birds  will  not  sing  as  once  they  sung. 

When  ye  were  b1  my  side. 
And  mournful  tones  are  in  the  wind, 

WUch  I  heard  not  till  ye  died  ! 
Thou  art  welcome,  O  than  smnmoner! 

Why  should  iho  last  remain  '. 
Whiit  eye  can  reach  my  heart  of  hearts, 

BearinK  in  light  agnin ! 
E'en  coufd  this  be,  too  much  ol  fear 

O'er  love  would  now  be  thrown — 
Away,  away '.  from  timo,  from  change, 


THE  VICTOR. 
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Thou  hast  look'J  on  Death,  and  smiled  I 
ThoQ  hasl  borne  up  ihe  reeit-libe  and  fragile  fui 
Thro'  ihe  waves  of  the  fight,  thro"  lh«  ruah  oi  th 

On  tield,  and  flood,  and  wild ! 

No !— Ttoit  art  the  victor.  Death ! 
Thou  comeBt,  and  where  ia  tlmi;  whicli  spoke. 
From  llie  deplhsof  the  eye,  when  tlic  spirit  wol 

— Gone  with  the  ileetmg  breath  ! 

Thou  comeel — and  vrhat  ia  left 
or  all  thai  loved  uB,  to  say  if  aught 
¥fl  /otws — yet  answers  ihe  hurtling  thought 

Of  the  spirit  lone  and  reft! 

Silence  is  where  tlioti  art ! 
Silently  there  must  kindred  meet, 
No  smile  to  cheer,  and  no  soice  to  gf^et, 

No  bounding  of  heart  to  heart ! 

Boast  not  ihy  victory,  Death  ! 
It  is  but  as  the  cloud's  o'er  the  sunbeHni'a 
It  is  hut  as  the  winter's  o'er  leaf  and  fl"we.. 

That  slumher,  the  snow  benenth. 

It  ia  hut  as  a  tyranl's  rei^ 
O'er  the  voice  anii  the  lip  whicli  he  bids  be  elill : 
But  the  fiery  tlionght  and  the  iofly  will. 

Are  not  for  lutn  to  chain  ! 

They  shall  soar  his  might  above '. 
And  tints  with  Ihe  root  whence  afliiinioii  spriiiga, 
Though  buiied,  it  is  not  of  mortal  things— 

T/iBii  art  the  victor.  Love  ! 


LINES  WRITTEK  FOK  THE  ALBUM  AT  EOSANNA.' 
Oh  !  lightly  (read  through  these  deep  obeslntit-howers 


Where  a  sweet  spirit  once  in  beauty  moved  ! 


Fair  things,  which  well  a  gentle  heart  he 

A  gentle  heart,  of  love  and  gtief  di'  abode, 
Whence  the  bright  stream  of  eong  in  tear-dropi 
And  bid  its  metnoty  sanctify  the  scene '. 

And  let  th'  ideal  presence  of  tlie  dead 
Float  round,  and  tonch  tlie  woods  with  softer  g 

And  o'er  the  stream  a  ohartn,  like  moonlight, 
Through  the  soul's  depths  in  holy  silence  felt— 
A  speir  to  raise,  to  chasten,  and  to  tnelt. 
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THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WAVES 


And  freqiienlsljblsof  wballs  (oln 

Answeb,  ye  cliiining  waves 

That  now  in  sunshine  sweep  ; 
Speak  to  me  from  ihy  hidden  caves 

Voice  of  ihe  Bulemn  deeo  ! 
Halh  man's  lone  Bpirit  here 

With  slorraa  in  batlle  striven  1 
Where  all  is  tiuw  so  calmly  clear, 

Halh  angnisli  ciied  to  heaven  f 
—Then  the  sea's  voice  arose, 

Like  an  earlhgaake's  under-tone : 
"  Mortal,  the  Btrife  of  human  woes 

Where  hfllli  not  nature  known  1 
"  Here  to  the  qniveting  mast 

Despair  hath  wildly  < ' 
The  Bhriek  upon  the  w 

The  midnight  sky  hath  n 
"And  the  jioiilhful  and  the  brave. 


"  They  are  vanish'd  from  their  placi 

Let  llieir  homes  and  hearths  mak 
Bol  the  rolling  waiets  keep  no  trace 

Of  pang  or  conflict  gone." 
—Alas  '■  diou  haughty  deep ! 

The  strong,  the  soundmg  iar! 
My  heart  before  thee  dies*— I  weep 

To  think  on  what  we  nie ! 
To  think  that  so  we  pass. 

High  hope,  and  thought,  and  rain 
Even  as  the  breath-atiiin  from  the  g 

Jjeaving  no  sign  behind ! 
Snw'at  ihon  nought  else,  ihou  main 
)u  and  the  midnight  sky  ? 


Nought 
TEep 


parting  aj 
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— Ajid  ihe  spa's  voice  replied, 

"  Here  nobler  ihinga  havK  been ', 
Power  with  the  valiam  when  ihey  died. 

To  sanolify  'he  im:rte  % 
"  Courage,  in  fraeile  form, 

FaiihWinerothelttsl, 
Prayer,  breathing  heavenward  throueh  the  slorai. 

But  all  ulite  have  pias'd." 
Sound  on.  thou  haughty  sea '. 

These  have  not  pa-s'd  in  vain ; 
My  soul  swakoB,  my  liope  tpringa  free 

On  victor  wings  again. 
Thou,  from  lliine  empire  driven, 

May'si  vanish  with  thy  powersj 
But,  by  the  hearts  thst  iiere  have  striven, 

A  loftier  Aitota  is  ours . 


THE  HAUXTED  HOUSE. 


See'st  ihoit  von  grey  rieamins  hsll, 
Where  the  deep  elm-shadows^ll  f 
Voicu;  that  have  left  the  eurth 

Long  ago, 
StiJl  are  muiraunng  round  its  hearth, 

Soft  and  low: 
Ever  there , — vet  one  alone 
Hath  the  gift  to  hear  tlieir  tone. 
Guerrla  ojinc  thiilier,  and  dfparl. 
Free  of  step  and  light  of  heart; 
Children,  with  sweet  visions  blesa'd. 
In  tlie  haunted  chambers  i¥Bl ; 
One  alone  uiislunjbcring  lies 
When  the  ni^t  hath  siial'd  all  eyes. 
One  quiek  heart  and  watchful  ear, 
Jjistening  for  those  whispeiB  clear, 

See'Pt  thou  where  the  woodbine  floweiB 
O'er  yon  low  p>reh  hniig iu  ahowcia  1 
Stanfingfooe^oflhcdead, 

One  lone  woin  iii'p  entering  tread 
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rouitiy  Biiuuiiu  .umu^n  ui.e"-  — ■"  , 

Some  mill  reverend  locks  ol  snow — 

All,  all  buried  long  ngo! 

All,  lioco  under  deep  stid  waves. 

Or  the  flowers  ot  foreign  ijravefl. 

Or  the  old  and  banner'd  iiisle, 

Where  their  hiffh  tombs  glei.m  the  while ; 

Kising,  wandfinng,  fioiiling  by, 

Suddenly  and  sjlently. 

Through  their  enrtlily  home  and  place. 

But  amidst  another  race. 

Wherefore,  unfn  one  alone, 

Whi-Tcfore  hath  that  epell  ol'  power 


Oh!  ill  those  dfeii«>L-ing  evcB, 
No  strange  gift  ot  ii.ysieiy  lie.  ! 
She  is  lone  wheie  once  ?he  moved. 
Tair,  and  happy,  nnii  beloved ! 
Sunny  Binilea  were  glancing  round  he; 
Tenirilfl  of  kind  hearts  had  bound  liei 
Now  those  alver  chorda  are  tjroken, 

Those  hnght  looks  h)   -  '  '' — 

Not  or "■ 

Save  h 

Slie  ja  lone  and  I    „ 
Dreams  have  gothe^d  o'er 
'Midst  gay  sjiiEsand  child 


THE  SHEPHERD-POET  OF  THE  ALPS 
"God  save  liliii  reverence  of  Uivs. 


SiSGiNO  of  Ilie  free  blue  sky        . 
And  the  wild-flower  gleiis  ihat  lie 
Fur  amidsl  the  ancient  hills, 
Which  the  fountain  mtaic  hlis ; 
—    ■       '  '         -w-peake  bnghl. 


Sinaing  ol  the  snow-peaiiB  on 
And  the  royal  eagle's  flight. 

And  the  courage  ■—' ■' 

Foater'd  by  ibc  cl 
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Breathina  aadnesa  nol  iheir  own, 
Fonh  wiih  every  Alpine  lone ! 
Wherefore ! — can  a  lyrant'a  ear 
Brook  ihe  mountain- winds  to  hear 
When  each  bloat  goes  pealing  by 
With  a  song  of  liberty  1 
Darkly  hung  th'  oppresEor's  hand 
O'er  me  Sliepherd-poet'a  land : 
Sniuidine  there  the  naleis  citsn'd. 
While  the  Up  of  mm  was  hnch'd  ; 
Tliere  the  frilcon  pierced  the  cloud, 
While  the  fiery  heart  was  bow"!! : 
Bui  this  might  not  lorn:  endare, 
Wl;erB  the  inountaii>homeE  were  pon 


ire  tie  young  breeze  ne'er  was  known 
ing  of  the  glad  blue  sky, 


WiEily — and  how  mournfully 

"l 

?p  zlenB 


Are  none  but  Ihe  Wind  nnd  the  Lammer-Geylf 
To  be  free  where  Ihe  liilla  unto  heaven  aapirel 
la  the  aoid  of  song  from  the  di 
Now  that  their  poet  is  chain'd 
Think  of  the  mountams,  and  ( 
Soon  ahaJl  each  blast  Uke  a  clarion  blow  ! 
Yea !  though  forbidden  be  every  word  . 
Wherewith  that  spiril  the  Alps  hath  etirr'd, 
"Vet  even  as  a  buried  stream  through  earth 
RdUa  on  io  another  and  brighter  birth. 
So  shall  the  voice  that  hath  seem'd  ID  die. 
Burst  forth  with  the  anthem  of  liberty  1 

And  onolJier  power  is  moving 

In  a  boaom  fondly  loving : — 

Oh  1  a  sister's  lieatt  is  deep. 

And  her  spirit  strong  to  keep 

Enoh  light  link  of  early  hours, 

All  sweet  scents  of  childhood's  llowets  t 

Thns  each  lay  by  Erni  sung, 

Rocks  and  crystal  caves  among, 

Or  beneath  the  linden-leaves, 

Or  the  cabin's  vine-hung  eaves, 

Ropid  though  as  bird-notes  gudiing. 

Transient  as  a  wan-cheek'a  Hushing, 

Each  in  young  Teresa's  breast 

Left  its  liery  words  impress'd ; 


TVeosured  there  lay  eveij  ^ine. 
As  a  rich  book  on  a  hidden  slirinn. 
Fair  was  Ihat  tone  girl,  and  meek. 
With  a  pale  transpBjent  chvek. 
And  a  deep-fiingp-d  violet  eye 
Seeking  in  Bweec  shade  to  lie, 
Or,  if  iBised  to  glance  above, 
Dim  witli  its  own  dews  of  love  ; 
And  a  pure.  Madonna  brow. 
And  a  silvery  voice,  nnd  low. 
Like  the  echo  of  a  flute, 
Even  the  last,  ere  all  be  innle. 
But  a  loftier  soul  was  seen 
In  the  oiphan''aisler'B  mien, 
From  thnt  hour  when  chains  deSleil 
Him,  the  hi^i  Alia'  noble  child. 

As  if  a  liarj)  oC  battle  spoke  j 
Liglil,  thnt  seem'd  bom  of  an  eagle's  nest; 
Flaah'd  from  her  soft  eyes  nnrepreea'd  ; 
And  her  fnrin,  like  a  aureading  water-flower. 
When  it«  frail  cup  swells  with  a  Euddcn  shower, 
Seem'd  all  dilated  with  love  and  pride, 
And  grief  for  that  hrol her,  her  young  heart's  guide. 
Well  might  they  love  I—those  two  had  grown 
Orphans  together  and  alone  : 
Tlie  eilence  of  the  Alpine  sliv 
Had  hush'd  their  hearts  to  piety ; 
The  turf,  o'er  tiieir  dend  mottier  laid, 
Hod  been  their  altar  when  they  pray'd : 
There,  more  in  tendernesa  than  woe. 
The  stars  had  seen  their  young  tears  flow ; 
The  clouds,  in  spirit-like  descent. 
Their  deep  thouglits  by  one  touch  had  blent, 
And  the  wild  alonns  hnk'd  them  to  each  other- 
How  dear  can  peril  make  a  brother '. 
Now  is  their  hearth  a  forsaken  foot 
The  vine  waves  unpruiied  o'er  their  motmtain-cot 
Away,  in  that  holy  idlection's  might. 
The  maidtn  is  gone,  tike  a  Lirceie  of  the  night ; 
She  is  gone  forth  alone,  but  her  lighted  face, 
Filling  with  aoul  evt-rv  secret  place, 
Hath  a  dower  from  Heaven,  and  a  gift  of  sway. 
To  arouse  brave  hearts  in  iis  hidden  way, 
Like  the  suUdtn  lihiging  fcrih  on  high, 
Of  a  banner  thai  aiariJc-ih  silently  • 
She  hath  wander'd  through  many  a  hamlel-valo, 
TelliRE  its  cbildri'H  her  biotliei's  tale  ; 
And  the  slr.-iiuF,  hy  his  spirit  poui'd  away. 
Freely  as  fijunlaiii''  miyhi  sliower  their  spray, 
From  her  fervent  ;i|i  a  new  lite  have  canght, 
Andapnwcr  to  liiiidicytitolrier  thought  i 
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VVIiile  Eomtlimoa  a  melociy,  all  her  own, 
Like  fi  giieh  of  Ceara  in  ite  plnimivt!  tone. 
May  be  hpard  'midat  the  lonely  rocks  to  flow, 
Clear  ihmugb  the  water-chimes — cleat,  yet  low. 

"  Thou'n  not  where  wild-flowera  wave 

O'er  crag  and  sparry  cave ; 

Thou'n  not  where  pines  are  sounding. 

Or  joyoiia  torrcnls  bonnding— 

Alaa,  my  brolber ! 

"  Thon'rt  not  where  green,  on  high. 

The  brighter  [lasturcs  lie  : 

Ev'n  those,  tlime  own  wild  places, 

Bear  of  our  chain  dark  traces : 

"  Far  hath  ths  Bunbeara  spread, 

Nor  tbund  thy  loceiy  bed  j 

I«ng  hath  the  fresh  wind  souaht  thee. 

Nor  one  aweel  wliisper  brougEt  thee — 
Alas,  my  brother  I 

"  Thou,  that  for  joy  wert  horn, 

Free  as  the  wings  of  mom! 

Will  auelit  ihy  young  life  cherish, 

Where  the  Alpme  rose  would  perish  T 
Alas,  tny  brother ! 

"  Cans(  Ihou  be  singing  eiQI, 

As  once  on  every  Inll  f 

Is  not  thy  soul  fbrsahen. 

And  the  bright  gift  from  thee  taken? — 

Ala!i,  aias,  my  brother !" 
And  iBog  the  briabt  gift  from  the  captive  fled  ? 
Like  the  fire  on  hia  hearth,  «-as  his  spirit  dead  t 
Not  BO !— but  OS  rooted  in  stillnesa  deep, 
The  pure  stream-lily  ila  plnce  will  keep, 
Though  its  tearful  nnis  to  the  blast  mny  quiver. 
While  the  red  waves  rush  down  the  ftamuig  rival 
So  freedom's  &iith  in  hia  bosom  lay, 
Trembling,  yet  not  to  be  borne  away ! 
He  ibouglit  of  llie  Alps  and  their  bn^ay  air, 
And  lelt  tlial  his  country  no  cliaina  mi^tbear  j 
He  thought  of  the  hunter's  haughty  life. 
And  knew  there  niuat  yet  he  noble  sitile  ; 
But,  oh!  when  he  thought  of  that  orphan  maid, 
His  high  heart  me!tod--lie  wept  and  pray*d  ! 
For  he  saw  her  not  as  she  moved  e'en  then, 
A  wakener  of  heroes  in  every  glen. 
With  a  glance  inspired  which  no  grief  could  tame, 
Bearing  on  Hope  like  a  torch's  flauie, 
■While  the  strengtliening  voice  of  n;ighty  wronM 
Gave  echoes  back  to  her  thiilliiig  songs  ; 
But  bis  dreams  were  fill'd  by  a  hamiimg  tone, 
Sad  as  a  sleeping  inftWB  ii'i:.yn  ; 


A.oot^lc 


At  the  gales  of  the  mountnin  citadel ! 
Hark !  a  clear  voice  trough  thp  rude  soun 
Dolh  he  know  the  strain,  and  the  wild,  sw 

"There  may  not  long  be  fetters, 

Where  tlie  cloud  is  earth's  array. 
And  the  bright  floods  ieop  from  cuve  i 

Like  a  hunter  on  the  prey ! 
"  There  may  not  long  be  fetleis. 

Where  tlia  wliite  AIn?  have  their  to 
Unto  eaglo-houies,  if  ihe  arr^iw  comef 

TheohiiiiiienolforomB!' 


And  O !  the  thrill  in 
"  My  brother,  my  hr 
—Poet!  the  land  of  thy  love 


IMoi.'nTAiH  winJa !  oh !  wliitlicr  do  ya  call  niu  I 

Vainly,  vainly  wonid  my  aleps  puraue  '. 
Chains  of  eare  lo  lower  enrlb  emiiral  me, 

Wlierefore  Uiu3  ray  weary  spirit  wcxi  1 
Oh !  the  slrife  of  this  divided  being '. 

Ib  Ihcre  pence  wliere  ye  are  borne  on  high  f 
Could  we  Bonr  lu  your  proud  eyries  lieeing, 

lu  our  licans  would  hauniiiig  niemoriea  die  T 
Those  wild  i>lacca  are  not  as  a  dwelling 

Whence  the  ibotaiepa  of  the  loved  are  Bone! 
Never  frora  those  rocky  hnlls  oume  swelling 

VoicD  oi'  kindness  in  familiar  lone ! 
Surely  music  of  obUvion  swecpeth 

In  tlie  pathway  of  yonr  wanderinga  free  i 
And  the  toirpiil,  wilifly  as  it  lenpelh. 

Sings  of  no  lost  home  araidat  lis  glee. 
There  the  rushing  of  the  folcon's  pinion 

Is  not  from  some  hidden  pane  to  fly ; 
All  liungB  breathe  of  power  and  sleni  dominion 

Not  of  hearts  thai  m  voiit  yearnings  die, 
Mounlaui  winds !  oh !  is  it,  ia  it  only 

Where  man's  trace  liath  been  that  so  we  pme  ? 
Bear  me  up,  lo  grow  in  diou^l  less  lonely, 

Even  at  nanire's  deepest,  lonehest  shriiie ! 
Wild,  and  mighty,  and  mj^terious  sinuera  I 

Bear  me  where  tiie  lasl  red  suntieain  hni^td, 

Where  the  ivaltra  hiive  thtir  seoivt  unis  ! 
There  to  commune  witli  a  lollii>r  spirit 

Than  !he  iroubLng  sliadoire  of  regret ; 
There  the  wings  of  fitedom  to  inherit. 

Where  the  enduriiie  and  die  wing'd  are  met 
Hush,  proud  voices!  eonilo  be  your  foiling! 

Woman's  lot  thufl  clininle.'^  may  n-jt  be ; 
Hush !  the  lieart  your  trainpei  sounds  ore  oalliua 

Darkly  still  iiiiiy  grow-but  never  five  ! 

THK  PROCiiSSION. 


;erc  trampling  sounds  of  many  feel, 
uc  rush'd  through  tlio  eiiiwded  street ; 
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Proud  music,  bucIi  as  lelis  the  sky 

Of  a  chief  reiurn'd  Irora  vicioiy. 

Tliere  were  banners  to  the  winda  unroU'J, 

Widi  navKlity  words  on  each  blozon'd  Ibid  ; 

Higli  balde-namea,  wliict  liiid  rung  of  yore, 

When  lances  cla^i'd  on  ihe  Syrian  ehitre. 

Borne  from  their  dwelUngs,  green  and  lone, 

There  were  Hoffeis  of  tlie  woods  on  ilie  patliwaystrowil, 

And  wheels  that  crash'd  ns  they  swept  af«ug— 

Oh !  what  doth  the  violcl  amidst  the  ihrong  ! 

1  sow  where  a  bright  prociissiori  para'd 

Through  a  sculptured  lino  ol  the  warrior  dead. 


I  saw,  xar  yic-miiiig,  iirc  luJS  u.,"t 
Of  trouhiea,  on  those  high  tombs  that 
And  the  color'd  light,  Ihal  wrepp'd  th 
Ridi,  deep,  and  sod,  aa  a  toynl  pall. 


■;,&'; 


Away  from  th^  anceatral  pageantry : 

A  grave  by  the  lordly  miiiatet's  gate, 

UnTionor'd,  and  yet  not  deaolate. 

It  was  but  a  dewy  greensward  bed. 

Meet  for  ihe  rest  ofa  peasant  head  ; 

But  Lijve— ob !  lovelier  than  all  beside  t— 

That  lone  place  guarded  and  glorified. 

For  a  gentle  fonn  stood  watching  there. 

Young — hut  how  sorrowfully  fair ; 

Keeping  the  flowers  of  the  holy  spot, 

That  raiklesa  feet  might  proftine  them  not 

Clear,  pale  and  clear,  was  the  tender  cheek. 

And  her  eye,  though  tearful,  serenely  meek ; 

And  I  deom'd,  by  its  lifted  gaze  ot  love. 

That  her  sad  heart's  treasure  was  all  above. 

For  alone  she  seeni'd  'midst  the  throng  to  be. 

Like  a  bird  of  the  waves  far  away  al  sea ; 

Alone,  in  a  mourner's  vest  arrny'd, 

Aiid  with  folded  handa,  e'en  nsif  ahe  pray-d. 

It  faded  before  me  that  masque  of  pride, 

The  haughty  swell  of  the  music  died ; 

Banner,  and  armor,  and  tossing  plnine. 

All  melted  away  in  the  twilight's  gloom. 

But  that  orphan  fonn,  with  ils  willowy  grace, 

And  the  speaking  prayer  m  that  pale,  calm  lace 

SdU,  slili  o'er  my  thoughts  m  the  mght-boar  ghde 

—Oh !  Love  is  Lovelier  than  all  beside. 
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She  moveJ  as  a  bark  in  the  sunbeam's  smile : 

For  ber  spirit,  as  over  her  lyre's  liiU  chord, 

All,  all  on  a  happy  love  waspoar'ii ! 

How  loves  n  heart,  whence  the  Btteam  of  song 

Flovra,  like  liie-blood,  quick,  bright,  and  alroiigl 

How  loves  a  hnarl,  which  huh  never  proved 

One  btealli  of  the  w-irld  ?— Lvpii  so  die  loved ! 

Blees'd,  though  the  lord  of  her  soul  alor, 

Was  chnrging  the  foremoBl  in  Moalern  wai^ 

Bearing  ihtt  tfag  of  St.  Mark's  on  high. 

As  a  rSine  star  in  the  Grecian  sky. 

Frond  miiHc  breathed  in  her  song,  when  fame 

Gave  a  tone  more  thrilling  to  his  name : 

And  her  liust  in  his  love  was  a  woman  s  tanh — 

Petfcc:,  and  fearing  no  change  but  death. 

But  Ihe  fields  are  won  Ironi  the  Olhraan  hoM. 
In  tlio  land  that  quell'd  the  Persia [I's  hoast. 

For  the  iloy  of  triumph  and  rPlurn  ! 
—The  Joy  is  cuine  •.  che  finsliing  deep 
Foiiiiis  whi're  ihe  gall.ys  of  vitU>ry  sweep ; 
And  U.e  scepln^d  cily  ol  th^  nave, 
Wiih  lier  ti?stsl  splendor  greets  the  bravo  ; 
CvmbEil  and  -^^^V^'^;;!^  of  ,^uilin"'^und 
Willie  the  beaullfiil,  with  their  sunny  amilea, 
Look  from  each  liall  of  the  hiuidi-ed  isles. 

But  happiest  and  brightest  that  day  of  all. 
Robed  forlier  warti.ir'a  i^stival. 
Moving  a  queen  'midst  the  radiant  throng, 
Wan  a(i«.  til'  inspired  one,  the  maid  of  eoiieI 
And  she  nish'd  in  her  ioy  to  the  crowded  shore; 
Wnh  the  hue  on  her  cheek  Idsc  the  damask  glow 
By  tlie  sunset  given  unto  mounlain  snow, 
\nd  her  eie  all  iiird  with  the  ■jpiritHDiiy, 
Like  llie  fiBjti  o(  n  ^eii  to  the  tli  itiselul  day 


■nipb  hU  grace 
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Still,  as  amazGd  with  grief  she  stood, 
And  her  cheek  to  her  heart  actil  boct  the  blood. 
And  there  came  iioni  her  qiiiverire  lip  no  word. 
Only  the  fall  of  her  lute  washenrcl, 
Aa  It  drojip'd  from  her  hand  at  her  rival's  feet, 
Xnto  ftagnicnis,  whose  dying  thrill  was  sweet  1 
What  mora  remainetli !  her  day  ivas  done  : 
Her  fate  and  the  Broken  Lute'a  were  une ' 
The  light,  the  vision,  the  giii  of  power, 
Pos^d  from  her  soul  in  thai  mortal  ho"r, 
Like  the  rich  sound  from  the  aliatier'd  stri.iE, 
Whence  the  gush  of  sweetness  uo  more  rnijjht  aurin 
Aa  an  eagle  struck  in  hia  upward  flight. 
So  was  her  hops  from  her  radiant  heigljt 


y,  silcntlv  died  her  name  ! 
Sdenifv  melted  her  life  away, 
Aa  ye  have  seen  a  young  flower  decay. 
Or  a  lamp  that  halh  swiftly  burn'ii,  expire 
Or  a  briglit  stream  shrink  from  the  suiimier's  fire, 
Leaving  its  channel  all  dry  and  mule — 
Woe  for  the  Broken  Heart  and  Lute  ! 

THE  BURIAL  IN  THE  DE3CRT. 
'■  Hoiv  weeps  yna  gallant  band 

Fcir  Ihrb.iyonuUs'^iriilth'^  ™™ ' 

Sow  sleeps  in  JSgypfs  sand."— mim. 

Is  (he  shadow  of  the  pyismid 
Our  brother's  era ve  we  made. 
When  the  battle-day  was  done, 
And  tlie  deserts  partmg  sun 

A  field  oS  iieali  eurvey'd. 
The  blood-red  sky  above  us 

Waa  darkening  into  night. 
And  the  Arab  wnlehing  silently 

Our  aad  and  hurried  rite. 
The  voice  of  Egypt's  river 

Came  hollow  and  profound. 
And  one  lone  palm-tree,  where  we  stood, 

Rock'd  widi  a  shivery  sound : 
While  the  sliadow  of  the  Pyramid 

Hung  o'er  the  grave  we  made. 
When  the  battle-day  w-as  done, 
And  the  desert's  paning  sun 

A  field  of  ileatli  survey'd. 
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TO  A  PICT  DUB  OF  TEIE  MADONNA. 

The  fathers  of  our  broiher 

Were  home  lo  kniglitlv  tombs, 
Willi  torcli-light  and  with  anthora-note, 

And  many  waving  plumes ; 
But  he,  the  liUit  and  noblest 

or  that  hieh  Norman  race, 
With  a  few  brie)  words  of  soldier-love 

Was  gathct'd  to  his  place  ; 
In  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid, 

Where  his  youthful  form  we  laid, 
When  the  battle  day  was  done. 
And  the  desert's  parting  sun 

A  field  of  dcfalh  survey'd. 
But  let  him,  let  him  slumber 

By  the  old  Esyplian  wave ! 
It  is  well  with  those  who  bear  their  fame 

Unsullied  to  the  grave  ! 
When  briflhiest  names  ore  breathed  on. 

When  liifUest  fall  so  fast, 
We  would  not  call  our  brother  back 

On  dark  days  to  be  cast,— 
From  the  shadow  of  the  Pyi-amld, 

Where  hLf  noble  heart  we  laid. 
When  the  batlle-day  was  done, 
And  the  desert's  parting  san 

A  field  of  death  sarvey'd. 


TO  A  PICTUKE  OP  THE  MAHjNNA 
Look  up  lo  Ihlne,  and  lo  Ihy  Son 'a  atmve ' 
FiUR  vision !  thou  "rt  from  sunny  rftieis, 
Bom  where  the  rose  hath  richest  dyes ; 
To  thee  a  southern  heart  hath  gtvea 
That  glow  of  love,  that  calm  of  heaven, 
And  round  thee  cast  ih'  ideal  gleain. 
The  fight  that  is  but  of  a  dream. 
Far  hence,  where  wanderine  mu^o  tillB 
The  haunted  air  of  Roman  nilla. 
Or  where  Vetietian  waves  of  yore 
Heard  melodies,  they  hear  no  more, 
Some  proud  old  mmsler'a  gorgeous  aisls 
Hatli  known  the  sweetness  of^thy  smile. 
Or  haply,  from  a  lone,  dim  shiine, 
'Mid  foieets  of  the  Apennmc, 
Whose  breezy  sounds  of  cave  and  dell 
Pass  like  a  floating  anthem-swell, 
Thy  soil  eyes  o'er  tlie  pil^-rim's  way 
Shed  bleKings  with  their  gentle  ray. 
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Ot  gleamiDH  througli  n  chesmul  wood. 

Perchance  Qiine  island-ch^ipel  stodd. 

Where  from  the  blue  Siciliaii  sea. 

The  Bailor's  hymn  halh  risen  lo  thee. 

And  blera'd  ihy  power  to  guide,  lo  save. 

Madonna !  watc!ii.r  of  the  wai-e ! 

Oh  !  might  a  voice,  a  whimper  low, 

Forth  from  ihoeo  lips  oT  beaucj'  flow . 

Couid'st  thoQ  but  Bpeak  of  all  the  lear^ 

The  cotiflicia,  and  the  pangs  of  years, 

Whicli,  Bt  Ihy  eeoret  shrine  reveal'd, 

Have  gush'd  Jrom  human  hcnrla  onseal'd 

Surely  to  thee  hath  womnn  come, 

As  a  tired  wanderer  buck  lo  home  '■ 

Unveiling  many  a  tirntd  gnest, 

And  Ireaenred  sorrow  of  nor  breast, 

A  bnrierl  love — a  wasting  care — 

Oh  1  did  those  griefs  win  pence  from  j)rayer  I 

Attd  did  the  poet's  fervid  soul 

To  thee  lay  bare  ila  inmost  scroll ! 

Those  thoughts,  which  jiour'd  their  quenchless  fire 

And  passion  o'er  ih'  loiiiiui  lyre, 

Did  they  to  still  submission  die, 

Beneath  thy  cahn,  religious  eye  1 

And  hiith  the  created  helmet  bow'd 


To  liiee  its  haughty  griela  made  knowi 
Did  thy  gh'mce  break  their  frozeu  sleep 
And  win  the  uneonquer'd  ono  to  weep 
Huah'd  is  the  anthem — closed  the  vow- 
Tlie  votive  sarland  wilher'd  now  ; 
Yet  holy  sliTi  to  me  thou  ait, 
Thau  that  huat  sooth'd  so  many  a  hean 
And  still  must  blessed  influence  flow 
From  the  meek  glory  of  thy  brow. 
Still  speak  to  suffering  woman's  love. 
Of  rest  for  gentle  heurls  above; 
Of  hope,  that  hath  its  treasure  tlure. 
Of  home,  that  knows  no  cliangeiul  oit 
lirigiii  form,  lit  up  wirh  iliou0ils  divine 
Ave  I  such  power  be  eier  thine  ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  KOSiJ. 
mch  of  incmorv  dwell.a  mnirl^t  thy  bloon 
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The  bridal-dar— the  fesiival— Ihe  tumt^ 

Thou  hoBl  thy  pan  in  each,  thou  sistelieat  flowpt 
Therefore  with  thy  eofl  brealh  come  floaling  by 

A  thousand  imagea  of  love  or  grief, 
DreaniB,  fill'd  with  lokenB  of  mortiilLty, 

Deep  IhoHghlH  ot  all  things  beauuful  and  brief. 
Not  Huch  thy  spells  o'er  thoM  that  haii'd  thee  first, 

In  the  clear  fi^t  of  Eilen'a  golden  dav ! 
There  thy  rich  leavea  to  crimson  glory  buret, 

Link'a  with  no  dim  remembrance  of  decay. 
Rose  1  ibr  the  banquet  gather'cl,  and  the  bier ; 

Rose !  colot'd  now  by  human  hope  and  pain  ; 
Sorely  wliere  death  is  not— nor  change,  tior  fear. 

Yet  may  v/e  mett  lh-,e,  joy's  own  flower  Kgain ! 


DREAMS  OF  Hh;aVEN. 


Our  pasaioDHte  love,  tlisl  3«ein9  unlo  lis 
An  ImmorlaUiy." 
Dream'si  thou  of.  Heaven  t — what  dream 

Fair  child,  fiir  glaJsome  child  ? 
With  eves  liat  like  the  dewdrop  shine, 

And  Imundirg  ibotalepa  wild! 
Tell  me  what  hues  the  immortal  shore 

Can  wear,  my  bird !   to  thee  t 
Ere  yet  one  shadow  hath  pa^d  o'er 

Thy  glance  and  spirit  iree  ? 
"  Oh '.  bisalifa]  is  Hcuven,  and  bright. 

With  long,  longBuraracr  dajTB; 
I  see  itahljes  gleam  in  light, 

Where  many  a  foimtain  plaj-s. 
*  And  there  uncheck'd,  metlunXs,  I  rove, 

And  seek  where  yonng  flowers  lie. 
In  vale  and  golden-fruited  arove— 

Flowera  that  are  not  to  cfie  !" 


Say  with  what  solemn  glory  fraught, 

Is  heaven  in  dreams  of  thine  J 
"Oh!  where  the  living  waters  flow 


My  BOut,  a  vrandcrer  Ijcre,  sh 
Tlie  exile  thiisi  no  uiure. 
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"  The  burden  of  ihe  slranger'e  heail 

Which  here  alone  1  bear, 
like  the  nighl-shadow  shall  depart. 

With  my  tirat  wakening  there. 
"  And  borne  on  eagle  wings  afiir, 

Free  ihoaght  ^Tl  claim  its  dower. 
From  every  tenira,  from  every  slur, 

Of  glory  and  ol  power." 
O  woman '.  ivlih  the  soft  sad  eye. 

Of  spiriloal  gleam. 
Tell  me  of  those  bright  worlds  on  high 

How  doth  tky  fond  heart  dream ! 
By  Ihy  Bweet  mournful  voiee  1  know. 

On  thy  pale  brow  I  pec. 
That  ihou  hast  loved,  in  fear,  and  woe- 
Say  what  ia  Heavcii  to  thee? 
"  Oh !  Heaven  is  where  no  secret  dread 

May  haunt  love's  meeting  hour, 
Where  from  the  past  no  gloom  is  shed 

O'er  the  hean'a  chosen  ijower : 
"  Where  every  eever'd  wreath  ia  bound — 

Whet*  none  have  heard  the  knell 
That  ianites  the  heart  vrith  that  deep  sonm 

FaretBell^ehvedjareineU!" 


Come  to  me,  when  tnv  soul 
Hath  but  a  few  dim  lioura  t6  linger  here ; 

When  enithlv  chains  ai-e  as  a  slirivell'J  scroll. 
Oh !  Id  me  ieel  thy  presence !  be  but  near ! 

That  r  may  look  once  more 
Into  thine  eyes,  which  never  changed  for  me  ; 

That  1  may  speufclo  thee  of  thiit  bright  shore. 
Where,  with  aar  treasure,  we  have  longed  to  be. 

Thou  friend  of  many  days ! 
Of  sadness  and  of  joy,  of  home  and  hearth 
Will  not  thy  apiiit  Hid  me  then  to  raise 
The  trembling  piuioiia  of  my  hope  from  earth  I 


From  the  deep  voices ^.,., 

Or  all  th'  adoring  silence  of  the  >>ky  ; 

By  every  lofty  theme 
Whereon,  in  low-loned  reverence  we  have  spoken. 

By  our  communion  in  each  fervent  dream 
That  Bought  from  realms  beyond  the  ^rave  a  token  { 
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And  by  our  teara  foe 

Whose  lo5S  haUi  loueh'd  oi 

And  by  (he  hopes  Ihal  w 


Nor  tliea,  nor  Ikere  alone : 
I  ask  my  heart  if  all  indeed  must  die ; 

All  that  of  holiest  feelinos  it  hnth  known  ? 
And  my  heart's  voice  replies— Elemiiy  ! 


CRITICAL  ANNOTATIONS 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 

E  collscUoa  of  MiB.  Hemani'a  Mlscellnneous  Poems  tpeoi 
cnet  in  honor  or  the  Pilffria  Fkltnm.  She  hu  celeUraled 
ilemslll' Boil  trntb  the  elKunislances  ntileh  gave  ■iiblimiiy  to 
rloua  Kene  of  their  landing,  end  Ih^  deHwrntuils  cannot  be 
■.used  to  see  the  devntednesH  displayed  by  cbeiu  tntroduced 
etry,  BDd  inc»irpoTaled  among  Iha  bilghl  examples  held  up  by 
eulive  B3  well  us  the  lilstorie  mu»  tiir  the  aduiliallon  of  man- 
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Bpbil  of  healthy  action  petvaifleg  all  cb _. 

number  of  crimes;  rmin  the  general  secarltyuf  pi 
ta|>id  maltlpUcatlon  of  Sabbalh  schooli,  tbanwhlc 

pie ;  from  the  pbllanttaropy  which  seeks  for  the  in 


if  tlds  ilghtandnoenei^tlcilisplay  of  J 

"  In  a  slste  of  aooloty  like  ours,  rfiere 
Bierdse  of  those  erti,  uT  which  It  Is  the  I 


worn  II  Bwity.    Thgug 
■aim  against  the  degenei 

I  the  mors  general  diSu- 
rd  of  learning :  from  the 
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piiit  plmsures  there  may  tu  yet  be  lillle  rqnni ;  End  sUll  Ihe  mnrall- 
1>  of  Ihfl  nal  on  be  flir  fmin  forinini  line  f  on  Ihe  new  ajiletu  nl  ma- 
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POEMS  33J 

ce    h  a       K 


1  tt     w  h         ty  [h    »  ft       pfuttf, 
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eiemtil  itui  wbleh  llgkl  up  the  he&vGiu  with  endarmi  luscre.  Any 
Dopntarily,  ohlftlned  by  gnOfyiDg  a  perreiM  Uite,  ts  eaaenlially 
vansllory ,  while  all  Ihal  ii  bensvolenl  ajid  social,  anil  lluit  favon 
iralh  and  goodneH,  Is  of  umverml  and  perpclual  IntarasL 

"These  are  balplaJnlnfeiEniea  ftianfiiclsln  ^ehlawnrof  lllera- 
tuie.    The  plays  of  Diyden  were  wiillen  to  please  an  s,uill«ii«  of  a 
,-t-t — _  '»^[g;  th«ynui7  have  been  recBlved  nith  lioiateroua  ap- 
L  nobodT  IlksH  them  now,  Ibaugh  In  the','  fluiu  not  ddkuiI- 


Ihe  «™"«st  »«^»'^r, 
laudful  C< 


iOng  fia  Ihelr  abi 
tbooch  In 


new  aluacUons  to  the  careM  crilii:.    And  where.,-,  -.... 

dl^raDce  io  Ihe  laaUng  eSea  at  IhBES  iwd  ivriten  1    iJrydeD.  It  Is 

Uei'ln  thli;  Tlrlue,  which  H  the  soul  of  song,  K  wanilng  la  fte 
playi  of  DrydeD,  while  the  poclry  of  HUMa  l>ea»  the  inipreiM  of  hlx 

the  ppelfrom  thehsunlsof  libertlnlsui,  iiirtftom  the  hauBWiifinen; 
we  wonld  have  blm  Bssoeiate  with  hli  felJaws  hold  lateiconne  with 
the  great  minds  that  llgW  np  the  glooni  of  b^bs,  and  share  la  the 
bat  tmpulMi  of  human  nataie ;  and  not,  under  the  iofluenco  of  a 
too  delicate  eensllilllly,  treat  only  of  the  harmless  flowers,  and  the 
Innocent  birds,  and  the  eihilaiaUng  charm  of  agreeable  scenery; 
knd  still  teas,  hi  the  tphlt  of  a  sullen  ndsanlliropy,  delight  In  obacura 
abaliHctlonB,  find  comtbrtnnly  Insolllude,  anil  rejoice,  orprelend  to 
islcdce,  chiefly  In  the  mouulains,  and  the  ocean,  and  the  low  ilaxes 

poet  can  liupajl  a  jinrlLiin  of  lu  eloquence  to  the 


ferlor  branch  of  that  art,  though  Ihe  siilendid  work,  iif  Cliiiicte  do 

Imoonant,  bat  subqrdhiale.  The  eitemat  world,  mlih  nil  it*  gni 
nouaneis  and  Taried  Ibnus  of  beauty ;  the  calaiact, '  with  its  glor] 
of  reflected  Ughl;'  Ihe  forests,  aa  they  wave  in  the  lirillhincy  ol  Mrlj 

nreelness  on  Ihe  desert  ab ;  'the  ninse  of  the  hidden  bmok,  that  al 
night  long  In  the  ieufj  months  sings  ils  quiet  tune  to  the  sleeplni 
woods  i'  iTie  oosan,  whether  rennslng  la  tranquil  majaity,  or  Usaei 
by  the  leiDjiBst;  nigbl,  when  tlie  heawns  are  ghnering  with  Uii 

beams  In  the  sky,  and  la  reRecled  in  a  thousand  colors  fcom  Ihe  gilt 
■ering  earth,  these  ore  not  the  iubllmesl  themes,  Uiat  awaken  Ihi 
energies  of  Ihe  muse.  U  is  mind,  and  mind  unlv,  whVchianexhlhl 
the  highest  beautVi  Thehymnnf  marl^Tdom,  tbeslrenglbby  whiul 
the  patriot  girds  lilmBelf  lo  die,  '  God's  breath  in  the  suul  of  man, 
the  unconqnerablE  power  of  generous  passion.  Ihe  hopes  and  so'iow 
of  humanily,  Inve.  dcvoUon.  and  all  Ihe  deep  and  brighl  spiwgso: 
««Kllon,  these  are  higher  ihciues,  of  permanent  inletesl  un^  naliei 

"Here,  too.  we  And  an  analogy  between  [loelic  and  isligioas  ftel 
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newspHjier,  we  hardly  Ibki  lo  aswrt,  Ihsl  lliniiiehciui  a  greal  pan  «f 
some  of  Ihem  hara  not  been  read.    The  ijoil-e  which  was  nul 

piighl  nne  day  fell  uniier  her  eye,  we  should  hope  <hB  would  nol 
De  lndlSbienl  u>  the  gugil  nishes  which  ate  offered  her  ftom  AnierlcB, 


I  Xvofig  c 


enlBj'!^  aaA  al 


■d  in  her  eflhrls.  by  Ihc  pro- 
wl Held  of  useful  influence, 

pendent  lanil.  The  oceiui  dlvldsi  an  Cram  the  ftiihlani  ta  well  as 
Ihe  famiuallons  af  Bunipa.  The  voles  of  Amoriu,  decidiaE  on  the 
IJlerata™  of  EnglBod,  resemhlsi  the  vmce  of  posleiity  more  ncaily 
IhsD  any  thing  else,  thnl  ia  ciinlBuiporanenus,  can  do.    We  believe 

works  among  us.  may  be  rcgdrded  iw  a  pledee  thai  they  will  not  be 
received  with  Indiflbronce  by  poaterily."— PRorEssoR  NonioH,  in 
JVartA  .SiuaTcan  SmiKB. 

CijalUinllo  trilicj  regatdlng  the  poeny  of  Mrs.  Heiuans,  and  we 
cenln;  la  held  In  America,  as  evidenced  Ly  Ihe  Mrlk  jlviericaB  Rt- 
viae,  the  beat-known  and  most  wldely-idrcuiateil  of  [he  Transadan- 
Llc  petiodlcaja,  h    iH         I 

prantical  phUoaophy  entertained  lhe«H-<ijid  from  the  pervading  uti- 
TitstlBn  b^  of  Its  proas  Uteraluro,  we  must  confess  thai,  had  we 
been  sated  to  name  any  Tols^  of  the  British  mnae  more  likely  linn 

poetry  Is  eharaeteilaed  by  a  stern  adherence  to  the  realtlea  of  life, 
saconlradiaUngulshedftoniromniiee,  and  because  hli  chaiactereana 

haa  here  done  his  best  to  acconnt  fnr  IL  We  are  most  given  losd 
mire  what  is  leaatBKaJnaWe ;  and  so  therefore  It  la  UisI  the  B|dritual 
clow  which  Mrs.  Henians  has  blent  with  hnman  sendmenl— the 
Imaginative  beau  ty  witl  which  she  haa  clothed  "  the  show^earrti 

with  the  coininunicaUona  of  daily  life,  have,  aa  (ticks  8  xm  liiaids. 
been  Ihe  elements  o£  and  not  the  Lnpedlmenia  to,  her  American 
pnpalarity. 

MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 

ll'TEa  ViaiTING  A  TOMB, 


I  STOOD  where  the  lip  of  aong  lay  low. 

Where  the  (lust  had  gather'a  on  Benuty'abrow; 

Where  BlillnesB  hung  on  the  heon  o''  Love, 

And  a  mnrble  weeper  k^pt  watch  above. 

I  stood  in  the  silence  of  lonely  thought, 

Of  deep  affections  that  inly  wrought, 

•  See  the  "Grave  of  a  Poelesa,"  in  the  "  Recoids  of  Wom 
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Then  didat  thou  paas  me  in  radiance  by, 


Nu  burden  of  mortal  Bufferings. 
Thou  wert  flitting  past  that  Bulen 


And  quick  though  Ca  ^™ndermg  o  er  eariJi  and  sky, 

With  voicea  to  question  eternity ! 

Thine,  in  its  reckless  and  joyous  way, 

Like  an  emlmdied  bre*™  at  piay ! 

Child  of  the  sunlight— thoa  wing'd  and  free ! 

One  moment,  one  moment,  I  envied  thee ! 

Thou  art  not  lonelF,  though  bom  to  roam, 

TTiou  haal  no  longuiga  that  pine  for  home  ; 

Thon  seek'Bt  not  thehauntB  of  (he  bee  and  nini, 

To  fly  from  the  aicknets  of  hope  delen'd : 

In  [hy  brief  beuig  no  Ptiife  of  mind, 

No  boundlesB  paflsion,  is  deeply  shrined  ; 
While  1,  as  1  gazed  on  thy  swffi  flight  by, 
Onehourofmy  Boulseem'd  infinity! 
And  ahe,  that  voioeleBs  below  me  slept, 
Flow'd  not  her  sons  from  a  heart  that  wept  ? 
— O  Love  and  Song!  though  of  Heaven  your  uower 
Dailt  is  yoHr  fete  in  this  world  of  ours. 
Yet,  ere  I  tuni'd  from  that  silent  place. 
Or  ceased  from  w^itching  thy  aunny  race. 
Thou  ever  thou,  on  those  glaneitie  wings, 
Didst  waft  me  visions  of  brighter  things ! 
Thou  that  dost  image  Ihe  freed  soul's  birth, 
And  its  flight  away  o'er  the  mists  of  eaMli, 
!  fitly  thy  path  ia  through  fli 


EPITAPH. 
FiKEwELL,  beloved  and  mourn'd  !  we  miss  awhile 
Thy  tender  gentleness  of  voice  and  smile. 
And  that  bless'd  gift  of  Heaven,  to  cheer  ua  lent— 
That  thrilling  touch,  divinely  eloquent. 
Which  breathed  the  sou!  of  piayer,  deep,  fervent  higb, 
Tluough  ihy  rich  strams  of  sacred  harmony ; 


H  MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 

Yet  from  Ihose  very  inenioriea  (here  is  boi 
A  soft  li^hl,  fwiming  lo  eelesiial  morn 

1 0  meet  at  laal    ihe  pure  in  heart "  with  ( 


Too  long  aport,  a  bright  but  Bever'd  band, 

The  mighiy  nimelrelB  of  the  Rhine's  fe[r  Lid 

MBjMpc  Blrains,  but  not  for  a>,  had  aangil    ' 

Moulding  to  melody  a  stronger  tonsue 

Brave  heariB  leap'd  proudly  to  their-Hords  of  power 

^  a  true  aword  bounds,  forth  in  buitle's  hourr 

In  loZa  te ""    ^°""'f  "  "  »''^  ii»passion-d  lays, 

K  ^^.^' ''^^^'K' -tT^^^^^      „aabt 

Of  the  high  marseia  by  tliat  magic  wruogiii 

But  let  the  bnrriere  of  the  sea  ave  way, 

When  mind  sweeps  onward  wuh  a  cohaneror's  bwsf  i 

And  let  the  Rhine  divide  high  sonb  no  So»     ■"''*^- 

J>om  mingline  on  its  old  heroic  shore, 

H«ve  T;,„TJ.   c  ■"!■  '■ra^deeds  through  tnany  an  ace 

Have  mndo  die  Poet'a  own  free  heritage!  '         "" 

lo  us,  dioo^lifeintlymay  a  wandering  tone 

s      J  fct  nunstrelfT  at  Iom  be  Itnownl 

bounds  which  the  thrilling  paJse,  the  bimina  tear 

aiy^.mans  to  greet,  most  not  be  sU'ongeisI.eTe 

And  ifbv  one,  more  need  on  march  andTieath      ' 

To  the  stoll  bugle  than  the  musCs  breath 

Anrf  ij;  '"f™  heart  the  cflering  hath  been  brought. 

And  m  a  trusting  loyalty  of  thought  ^^^ 

So  let  <t  be  reeei7ed1-a  Boldierf hand 

Beats  to  the  breast  of  no  onsenerous  land 

A  «ed  of  foreign  shores.    (J-er  this  &ir  cluna, 

bince  Tara  heard  the  haro  of  anclem  time, 

I*tthe"^«S"Sl-^"''^??'"f''>^^^^ 
1*1  ine  green  lale  with  bndneas  blcai  h's  aim 

WhJ^klt  ST'Tir-  "^.j^^'^^d'^os  "•  spread, 
Where  onoe  tiat  harp  "  the  soul  of  musid  shed !" 


TO  OrULlO  REGONDL 

BtKSStNQ  and  love  be  round  thee  slJll,  fair  boy! 
Hever  may  suflinng  wake  a  deeper  tone. 
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O  YE  HOURS.— THE  FttEKJt  BillJl. 

ThoH  genius  now,  in  iLi  fiiat  fearlesajoy, 

Calb  Ibnh  esulting  from  the  chords  which  own 
Thy  tiiity  touch!     Oh!  rnay'at  thou  ne'er  bo  tanMi 
Tlie  power  whise  iomituiii  la  in  troubled  ihuusbtl 
For  in  the  light  of  those  confiding  eyes. 

And  on  tlie  ingenuous  culta  o(  that  clear  brow, 
A  dower,  more  [irecioia  e'en  than  geniuH  Uea, 

A  pure  mind's  worth,  a  wnrm  heatt's  vernal  elow 
God,  who  harh  grnced  thee  ihns,  oh,  gende  child. 
Keep  'midal  the  world  thy  briglitnees  undefiled ! 


O  YE  HOURS. 
O  yt;  hours '.  ye  sunny  houis ! 

Floating  liglilly  by. 
Are  ye  come  with  birds  and  flowers, 

Odors  and  blue  sky ! 

Through  the  wo  ^dpati.s  free ; ' 
Bringing  many  a  wanderer  home. 

With  the  bird  and  bee." 
0  ye  hours !  ye  sunny  hours ! 

Are  ye  wafting  song! 
Doih  wild  muaic  atrenm  in  showeiB. 

AU  the  groves  among? 
"  Yes,  the  nightingale  ' 


Ye  are  mighty,  migiity  powera! 

Bringyebiiasorwoei 
"  Ask  not  Ihif— oh  I  seek  not  this ! 

To  (he  soil  wind's  Ijalmy  ki^. 
And  the  heavens'  bri^t  smile, 

"Throw  not  shades  of  ansious  thought 
O'er  the  giowingfljwers! 

We  are  come  with  sunshine  fraught, 
QuealionnotthEhourei" 


THE  FREED  BIRD, 
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IS  MTSr;EI,I.ANliOlj"H  POEMS. 

Tis  lovely  aa  a  violet  baiJi 
In  the  heart  of  forest  howeis. 
*■  I  am  free,  I  am  frpe — I  return  no  more ! 
The  weary  time  of  the  cage  ia  o'er; 
Through  the  rolling  cloadB  I  can  soar  on  high. 
The  sky  is  nroimd  me— -the  hlue  bright  sky! 
"  The  hiils  lie  beneath  me,  spread  far  and  clear. 
With  Iheir  glowing  Iipalh-flowera  and  bounding  deer 
I  see  the  waves  flaah  on  the  sunny  ahore— 
I  am  free,  I  am  free— I  telum  no  more  !" 


Wert  thou  not  hlesa'd , ,._., 

When  thy  song  breathed  nought  but  glee  T 

song  of  the  summer  breathe  nought  but  gleet 

_..    _.  JsTll 
It  had  tales  of: 
"  From  a  dream  of  the  forest  that  music  sprang, 
Through  its  notes  llie  peal  of  a  torrent  rang ; 
And  its  dying  fall,  when  it  sooth'd  thee  best, 
Sigh'd  for  wfld-flowers  and  a  ieafy  tiest." 

Was  it  with  thee  thna,  my  bird  i 
Yet  thine  eye  flash'd  clear  and  bright ; 

I  have  seen  tlie  glance  of  sudden  joy 
In  its  quick  and  dewy  light. 
"It  flash'd  with  the  lire  of  a  tameless  race. 
With  the  eoul  of  the  wild  wood,  my  native  place  ! 
With  the  spirit  that  panted  through  heaven  to  eoar — 
Woo  me  not  back— I  return  no  more ! 
"  My  home  is  high,  amidst  rockins  trees, 
Hy  kindled  things  are  the  star  and  the  breeze, 
And  the  fount  unchetk'd  in  its  lonely  play. 
And  the  odors  that  wander  atar  away  <" 

Farewell — fiirewell,  then,  bird  ! 
I  have  call'd  on  spirits  gone. 

And  it  may  be  they  joy'd,  like  thee,  to  part — 
Like  thee,  that  wrrt  all  my  own  ! 
"  If  they  were  captives,  and  pined  like  me. 
Though  love  may  guard  them,  they  joy'd  to  be  free  i 
They  sprang  from  the  earth  with  a  burnt  of  power. 
To  me  strength  of  their  wings,  lo  (heir  triumpli'a  hear ! 
"  Call  them  not  back  when  the  chain  is  riven. 
When  the  way  of  the  puiion  is  all  through  heaven! 
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Than  geniusnow.in  Us  first  fearless  joy. 

Calls  forth  esnlijng  from  the  chorda  which  own 

Thv  feiry  toneh!    Oh!  mny'sl  thon  ne'er  bo  laueht 

Tbe  power  whoee  fountain  la  in  lionbled  thought! 

For  in  the  light  of  those  confiding  eyes. 
And  on  llie  ingenuous  cilm  ol  that  clear  brow, 

A  dower,  more  [ireciioia  e'en  than  genius  lies, 
A  pure  mind's  worth,  &  warm  heart's  vernal  glow! 

God,  who  halh  griiced  thee  ihus,  oh,  gentle  child. 

Keep  'midat  the  world  thy  btiglitneaa  undefiled  ! 


0  YE  HOURS, 
ra  hours!  ye  Funny  hoi 


lighdy  hy, 
ne  with  birds  and  flowets. 


Odors  and  blue  ^y 

Throuah  the  wojdpailfflfi--  , 
BrinLring  innny  a  wanderer  home. 

With  the  bird  and  bee." 
O  ye  hours!  ye  sunny  hours  ! 

Are  ye  wafting  song! 
Dorh  wild  music  sirenm  in  dioweiB. 

All  the  gi-ovea  among  [ 
"  Yes,  the  nightingale  is  there 

While  the  starliaht  reims. 
Making  young  leaves  and  sweet  oir 

Tremble  with  her  strains. 
Dye  hours!  ye  sunny  hours! 

In  your  silent  flow, 
Ye  are  mighty,  mighty  powers ! 

Bring  ye  blias  or  woe  >. 
"  A?k  not  thif— oh  !  seek  not  this '. 

Yield  your  hearts  awhile 
To  the  soli  wind's  balmy  kis?. 

And  the  heavens'  bright  smile, 
"  Throw  not  shades  of  anxious  thoughl 

O'er  the  glowing  flowera! 
We  are  come  with  sunshine  fraught, 
Question  not  the  hours !" 


THE  FREED  BIRD. 
RrruRN,  return,  my  bird! 
I  have  dresi'd  thy  cage  with  fioweia. 
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MAE(iU£IUTE  riF  l;-KAN-CE. 

MARGUERITE  OF  FRANCE.' 
"Thou  ftkim-heartca  Jove."— Colmiffi. 

The  Moslem  spears  were  elcaming 

Round  Damie[tB.'n  toweta, 
Though  a  Christian  banner  from  her  wall 

Waved  free  ils  lily-flowcre. 
Aye,  proudly  did  [he  banner  wove, 

Asqaeenofearlhandair; 
But  faint  hearts  ihrobb'd  beneath  its  ibids, 

In  anguisli  and  despair. 
Deep,  deep  in  Paynim  dungeon 

Their  kingly  chieftain  lay, 
And  low  on  many  nn  Eastern  field 

Their  knighthood's  best  array. 
'Twas  mournful,  when  at  feasts  they  me'., 


And  diirk  their  slumber,  dark  w 
Ofslow  defeat  and  &II. 

Vet  a  few  hearts  of  chivalry 
Rose  high  to  breast  the  storm 


A  woman,  meekly  bending 

O'er  Che  slumber  of  her  child, 
With  her  aofi  sod  eyes  of  weepmg  love, 

Ab  the  Virgin  Mother's  mild- 
Oh !  roughly  cradled  was  thy  babe, 

'Midst  the  clash  of  apear  and  lance. 
And  a  strange,  wild  bower  was  thine,  young  que. 

Fair  Maiguerile  of  France ! 
A  dark  and  vaulted  chamber, 

like  a  scene  for  wizard -spell. 
Deep  in  the  Saracenic  gloom 

or  the  warrior  ciladeT; 
And  there  'midst  arms  the  couch  was  sptcdd, 

And  with  banners  curtain'd  o  er, 
lueen  of  St.  I^nls.    Whilst  beiiegeil  hy  tlio  Turlia  tn  : 
unpg  the  Mpllvily  of  the  kiiig  her  husbmicl.  she  Iheie  g« 


«ftnte  of  the  city  had  le 
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For  Ihe  danshier  of  Ihe  niinslrel-land. 

The  gay  Provensnl  shore ! 
For  ihe  brigiit  queen  of  St.  Louis, 

The  stnr  of  court  and  ball:— 
But  the  deep  strength  of  the  senile  heart 

Wakes  to  the  tempest's  call ! 
Her  lord  was  in  ihe  Paynim's  hold, 

His  soul  with  grief  oppress' d. 
Yet  camly  lay  the  deBolEle, 

With  her  young  babe  on  her  hnsHat  1 
There  were  voices  in  the  city. 

Voices  of  wrath  and  fear — 
"  The  walls  grow  weak,  the  strife  is  vain. 

We  will  not  perish  here  ! 
yield !  yield '.  and  lei  the  crescent  glemn 

O'er  lower  End  bastion  high  '. 
Our  distant  homes  ore  boauuiul— 

We  slay  not  here  to  die  F" 
They  bore  those  learful  tidings 

They  low'^  laTof  i^vlUng  heaj^ 

Of  treason  und  diamay : 
The  blood  ntsh'd  through  her  pearly  cbeek. 

The  sparkle  to  her  eye- 
"  Now  call  me  hither  those  recreant  knightB 

From  the  builds  of  Italy  !"• 
Then  through  the  vaulted  chambers 

Stem  iron  tbolslcps  rang ; 
And  heavily  the  soanding  floor 

Gave  back  the  sabre's  clang. 
They  stood  around  her — Hteel-clad  men, 

Moulded  for  slorm  and  fiaht, 
But  they  quaii'd  before  the  foflier  soul 

In  that  pale  aspect  bright. 
Yes— as  before  the  fitloon  shrinks 

The  bird  of  neaiier  wing, 
So  shrank  they  trom  th'  imperial  glance 

Ofher— that  fragile  thing! 
And  her  flute-like  voice  rose  clear  and  high. 

Through  the  diu  of  arms  around. 
Sweet,  and  yet  stirring  to  tlie  soul. 

As  a  sUver  clarion's  sound. 


Is  in  your  handa  to  kee)!, 
And  the  banner  of  the  Cross,  for  Him 
Who  died  on  Calvary's  sleep : 


^TTaogfr^ 


And  the  ciiy  which  for  Chrislian  prayer 

Haih  heard  !he  holy  betl— 
And  ia  it  these  your  heatia  would  yield 

To  ihe  godless  infidel  ? 
"  Then  brins  me  here  a  breaslplnte 

And  a  helm,  before  ye  fly, 
And  I  will  Bird  my  woman's  form, 

And  on  the  rnmpnrls  die ! 
And  the  boy  whom  I  have  borne  for  woe, 

Bnt  never  fofdisgmce, 
Shall  go  within  mine  umis  to  death 

Meet  for  his  roysl  race. 

"  IjOoIs  on  him  as  he  slumbers 

In  the  diiiduw  of  the  hmce! 
Then  go,  and  with  the  Cross  forsake 

The  prineely  babe  of  Fmnce  ! 
But  tell  your  homes  ye  left  one  heart 

To  perish  untiefiled ; 
A  woman  and  a  nueen,  to  guard 

Her  honor  and  her  child  !" 
Before  her  words  ihey  Ihrill'd.  like  leavei 

When  winds  are  in  the  wood ; 
And  a  deepening  murmur  fold  of  men 

Boused  to  a  loftier  mor^d. 
And  her  babe  awoke  to  flashing  awords, 

Unsheath'd  in  many  a  hand. 
As  they  gather'd  round  the  helpless  One 

Again  a  noble  band ! 
"  We  are  thy  warriors,  lady ! 

True  to  the  Cross  iind  theo ! 
The  fpitit  of  thy  kindling  words 

On  every  aword  shall  be  1 
Rest,  with  thy  fair  child  on  thy  breast, 

"  -    -ve  will  grard  ther  — "  ' 


TO  CAROLINE. 

When  thy  bounding  atep  I  bear, 
And  thy  soft  voice,  Tow  and  clear 
When  thy  glancing  eyes  I  meet. 
In  their  sudden  langhter  sweet — 
Thou,  I  dream,  wert  surely  bom 
For  a  path  by  care  unworn  ! 
Thou  must  be  a  sholter'd  flower. 
With  but  funshiie  for  thy  dower. 
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Ah !  fair  child,  not  e'en  lor  Ibee 
May  this  lo:  of  brighmeea  be ; 
Ye',  if  grief  mnsl  add  a  lone 
To  tiiine  aocenis  now  unknown ; 
If  wiiliiii  ihai  cloudless  eye 
Sadder  Ihought  niusi  one  day  Jia, 
Sdll,  I  truBl  the  signs  which  tell 
On  thy  Ufe  a  light  shall  dwell. 


THE  WANDERER. 


I  COME  down  from  the  hilk  alone. 
MiBt  wraps  the  vale,  ilie  billows  m 
n  thoughtful  ci 


—Oh! 

Where  art  thou,  land,  sweel  lund,  min 
Still  sought  fi)r,  long'd  for,  never  kno» 
The  land,  the  knd  of  hope,  of  light. 
Where  glow  lay  rosea  freshly  brighi. 


I  wander  on  in  llioughtiiil  care, 

ior  ever  asking,  siglung— ITAf  re  r 

And  aiurit-Hoands  come  answering  this 

—   T/iere,  inhere  thou  art  not,  there  ia  blks!" 

THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  DESERT. 

5?rf^",LT!i^^siH^¥r.^x™SnTtb\rnr 

d™SZvT%^t  T^'  f'S.""^  '■"^ '" » ti™  of  ™  A«g 

■e^'nne^°-iLQ wm'i  S*  e? u'T*  *""*'  '""""Y- ''  «"""" 
Why  art  thoi,  thus  in  thy  beauty  cast, 

O  lonely,  loneliest  flower: 
Where  the  sound  of  song  halh  never  pam'd 

trora  human  hearth  or  bower  J 


Where  a  chief  to  his  re 
He  lies  not  where  hia  fathers  sleep, 
Bui  who  baih  o  tonih  more  proud ! 


0  PASSAGES  PROM  T 


jwew  whiBB  ifominlon  l»°ny«™phere»  e^aoSy^" 
on  liifi  amrit  qf  pociry  sml  ihe  splrll  of  il,s  wmW.— 
t  lhb{  coUutloD  la  nlcuost  inTarLibly  fatal  to  the  iwri^or 
EC  Datnre  1    Soiiio  miisler  miod^  ua      Inileod,  wiii?ed 

'to"5,ft<0.     ■"        ^"^      "L^^^  U,6',r^§ri 

™  I"  "  In    ataregitteilo 

11II4  Ueil,  LkroDih 

™  wclJ-toinrilS 
Hit  11B.111™,  if 

bTrtcin^  iivm- 
iiillj,"  finm 
the  |!ninileiir 

be     VHtylbg  auf- 
lul        Ihenglil  mS 


CiulffL 


.ii^y  Google^ 


tliEm  Ibn.ngh  111    gi  bui  i"!  "^''^ 

daughters  of  add        Whi      h      h  lu^l  J 


toninsoflh 
chnerAnfEl 


bM  Ibe  hUti 


H.™ibi.C00gTc 


known  vtclorioos  momeals,  la  nhlch  Ibe  llghlly- 
Jdieiile  have  aiwlled !— Iha  convenlloBal  ftmH  of 
a<  a  ihrlvelled  scndl  belbre  Ihe  llhui^l  louch  of 
filing.  BOZDS  high  and  overshadowlnff  passion 


lould  hava  wished  Ihal 


sues  Df  IhH  fbided  an 
ilerioniily  conoBnla  all  iiamanit 


henlnmidDced  brthuplghly  jnaalerofGeij 
lleve  tlie  too  codtinuon  AmpTHfllon  of  Inhomc 
Dflha  vanquisbMl;  iHnuelUnjtnfB.traBsmuV 


tlievaas  gf another  iiiognnee  Die  aiqiiiaitelysnblle  siJiril  ofOoelhe'i 
paetrr— lo  triuis|i|i\D(  BJid  oalnruUie  Uie  deticate  fhlicifies  of  Ihougbl 


ly  which  (his  piece 

\  by  Ihe  Princess  Leonora  d'Esie,  tl 
he  youtbfu)  poet  hna  scarcely  yet 
IB  portrayed  tnone  of  the  earlier  ace. 


Tl!ete  lec  me  roam  in  solitude ; 

Sliall  then  recall  the  iriomph  undeserved. 

And  if  some  shining  fountain  suddeiily 

Ud  its  clear  miiror  to  my  sight  should  sive 

The  farm  of  one  who,  sn^ngoly,  brislitly  ctown'd. 

Seems  musing  in  tbe  blue  reilectcd  heaven 

Aa  it  streams  down  through  rocks  nnd  parted  (reea. 

Then  will  I  dteam  tlial  on  the  enchanted  wave 

1  see  Elysium  pictured  '.    1  will  ask, 

Who  is  the  blea^d  deparlad  one  1— Ihe  youth 

From  lona-past  ages  willi  his  glorious  wreath  1 

\Vho  shaf  reveal  Tiis  nauie  f— who  speaii  his  worthi 

Oh  '■  that  anolhRr  and  another  there 

Might  press,  with  hun  to  hold  bright  communing  f 

Miglit  I  l^it  see  the  miustrcia  and  the  cliiefs 

Of  Ihe  old  lime  on  that  pure  linuitain-side 

For  evermore  inBepBtabfy  link'd 

As  they  were  link'd  in  life  1    Not  steel  to  steel 

b  bound  more  closelj  by  ihe  magnet's  power 

Than  the  same  striying  atler  lofty  things 

Doth  bind  the  bard  and  warrior.    Homer's  life 

Was  self-forget&lness :  he  pour'd  it  forth. 

One  rich  libation  to  another's  6une ; 

Ard  Alexander  through  Ih'  fiiysian  (irove 

To  seek  Achilles  nnd  nisjioet  flies. 

Might  I  bchyld  iheir  meeting'' 


vCoogfc 


5^'oit"r» 

W>Df 

LTDny;imd 

kilflil  diiriduial 

.ainighw 

.rar^rs 

onehu 

„...._„_jof  thalvi 

Which — living,  leAeas,  fearful  as  . .  . 
Yetal  thehidilingofonemaEler-mind, 
E'en  09  cotnTminded  bya  demi 


. n  eyes;  Iscem'd  lo  die  away 

As  into  soma  iainl  echo  of  the  rocks — 
A  ahadowy  sound— a  nothing ! " 

There  Is  anmelhing  of  a  vetj-  toucbing  beiiiity  ia  the  tharaeler  of 
the  Ptlncess  Leonora  il'Bsle.  She  does  not,  InSeeil.  resemlile  boids 
of  the  lovely  beings  Jellnentea  by  Sluikspeiire— Ibe  females,  '■  graoe- 
fnl  wlihoui  dcBlgo,  unil  unliiieseeiag,''  in  whom,  even  under  the 

tike  booyancy,  were  but  Ibe  cmahingweiBhlwlUidtan'o.    The  spirit 

hlgb  tboughli,  like  loaiseDgori  ftoni  benveo,  have  been  Its  vLeltants 
Id  ihe  BDlliudiic^ibs  slck-cbamber;  anil  looking  uinn  life  and  crea- 
lion,  us  it  were,  IhKHigh  Ihe  EoReabigvEilDf  reineuibaredsufleriog, 

delight  uiahndoivfurtboiithecnlm  browof  Iheli  Madimni    Its  very 


1,"  Shoisworahliiiie.lbytbepoet 
ml  oflwUon  ftr  him  might  njiiioal 
the  deep  (levoteclnen  ot^a  woman'. 


wllb  the  BlUl  purity  of  a  Miephlc  „ -„  —  . 

sslonala  dresnu  of  cactbly  hapj^Deia.    Sbe  foeli  hli  genius 
1  reverential  apprecluHon ;  she  walchM  over  It « ilh  a  lenglnus 

niiliir  iir.^iih.    Rhe  isjirfccs  in  hlii  presence  as  a  llowBt  ffllbij 
from  Ihe  nioniiog  llgbt;  yet, j)reforring  iii 


Knowiedge  of  his  dlstonl  happiness, 
and  unullerable  Joy.    A  ikep  feeling 


.IbyGOOglC 


MISCELLANEOUS  I' I 


When  the  remembrance  of  our  snmiiier  prime 
Keeps  brightly  in  man's  heart  a  holy  place ; 
When  the  keen  glaneo  tJi:it  pierces  Ihronah  eo  much 
Looks  alas  tenderlf  throagh  thatdi 


% 


hung  round  drooping  forma ; 


Wlien  the  possession, _,     

Draws  not  desire  nwav  to  omer  wealth— 

A  brighter  dayspring  then  for  a*  may  dawn, 

ITieii  may  ice  auiemnize  our  golden  age." 

'^d°''"^m'  b""  "1'.^'"'^  aflfetUonate,  anil  Klf-jecLuding. 
coming  soiiow:  fbrbndlnga  pf  evil  artse  In  her  minrt  from  Ihe  aiillpa- 
Ihy  an  ^pnrenl  belween  Tasao  and  AnlODio ;  sail  afier  lenralng  ifial 

self  fia  not  having  lialeneil  ID  ihe  mnnimry  ivhlsperi  of  hat  toul  :— 

"  AlaH !  that  we  so  slowly  learn  to  heed 

The  secret  signs  and  omens  of  the  breast ! 

An  Oracle  speaks  low  within  onr  hearts, 

Ijow,  still,  yet  clear,  its  prophet  voice  forewoms 

What  10  puW,  what  E^un. 

Yea,  mt'  whole  soul  misgave  me  silently 
itji —  t„  *„j  T* .  ,■  ■' 


"  Oh !  mark'd  and  cnngled  was  the  hour  when  iirat 
He  met  mine  eye ! — Sickness  and  grieifjnat  then 
Had  paas'd  away ;  from  long,  long  suffering  freed, 
I  lilted  up  my  brow,  and  silently 
Gazed  upon  life  again.— The  Minny  day, 
The  sweet  looks  oimy  kindred,  made  a  light 
Of  gladness  round  me,  and  my  freahen'd  Mart 

arid  I  dared 


To  send  my  glance,         ...         ^ ,. 

There  beckon'd  liwn  a&r.    Then  tirst  the  youth, 
Led  by  a  sister's  liand,  before  me  stood, 
And  my  soul  clung  to  him  e'en  then,  O  friend : 
To  cling  for  evermore. 

Leo.  Lament  it  not, 

My  princess ! — to  have  known  beaven's  aitied  ohm 
la  to  have  gathered  iiilo  the  full  soul 


t:,C,OOt^lc 


SCENES,  ETC.,  FUOM  liilETHE'S  '-TASSO." 

Fria.  Oh!  preciinia  tJiiDtss — 

The  richly  grnced,  the  exquisiie,  are  Kiiiigs 
To  fear,  to  iove  with  trembling !— hEautitiil 
Is  the  pore  flame  when  on  \hj  hearth  it  ehineB, 
When  in  the  friendly  toruh  it  gives  ihee  light, 
How  gracious  and  liuw  calm !— but,  once  ii  cham  d, 
Lo !  ruin  sweeps  along  its  fiital  path !" 


"Alas!  deatfriend,  my  Boul  indeed  is  fiied- 
Let  him  depart !— yet  carinot  1  hut  fed 

■I'he  cold  void  Itll  me  hy  a  lost  delight ! 
No  more  sliall  aunriee  from  my  opening  eye 
Chose  his  briglit  image  glorified  m  Jreama ; 
Glad  hope  to  aee  hhn  shall  no  longer  stir 
WithjoyonsflutteriugBmy- — -.--i.-"'^  . 


Slioll  seek  his  form  I    How  bifcsfid  was  the  thought 
With  him  to  share  each  ^Iden  evening's  peace  < 


■ainly.  throa«h  yon  gorden  bowers, 
swy  shadows,  my  iSst  look 
I  form  I    Howblfesfid  wasthe 

_ .    iharc  each  ^Iden  evening's  pi 

How  grew  the  longing,  hour  by  hour,  lo  rea 
His  spirit  yot  more  deeply!    Day  by  day 
Htiw  my  own  being,  tuned  to  happmcES, 
Gave  forth  a  voice  rffiner  harmony  !~ 
Now  is  the  twilight  gloom  around  me  ftJlen : 
The  festal  day,  iTie  sun'a  rnagnjficeiwe. 
All  riches  of  (his  many-colord  world, 
What  are  they  now  1— dm,  soulless,  desolate  • 
Veil'd  in  the  cloud  that  sinks  upon  my  heart.— 
Once  was  each  day  a  life  I — each  cojb  was  mnle. 
Even  the  low  boding  hush'd  within  the  soul. 
And  Ihe  emooih  waters  of  a  gliding  stream. 
Without  the  rudder's  aid,  bore  lightly  on 
Our  fairy  bailt  of  joy !" 
Her  caaipantoD  endeavors,  but  in  vfilii  to  coniOlB  her. 
Leo.  If  the  kind  words  of  friendship  cannot  soodi. 
The  Gtili  sweet  influences  ot  this  lair  world 
Shall  win  thee  back  unconsciously  to  peace. 

Frin.  Yes,  beautifid  it  is !  Hie  glowing  world ! 
So  mnny  a  joy  keeps  flitting  Co  and  fro, 
In  all  its  paths,  and  ever,  ever  srems  ,     ,  , .    _ 
One  step,  but  one — removed— till  our  fond  thirst 
For  the  still  fading  fountain,  step  by  step, 
Lares  to  the  grave  !-so  seUfiii  .b  we  lind 
What  seem* Ay  N'lture  moulded  lor  our  love. 
And  fir  our  bli-s  endow'd— or,  J/ w,.  ijnd. 
So  seldom  to  our  yearning  hearts  can  hold! 
That  which  once  heely  mad-;  itself  our  o«n 
Bursts  from  nal— that  which  eagerly  we  prefB*d 
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re  BBlherli^  nilliiii  lbs  spirit  of  Taaso  Itsull. 
lowniiiimenjojineati,    la  liie  soliiarjcon- 


jjiisMges  affecllngly  mHrIt  Hie  pmerena  of  llie  iturk  rle'^pondency  whlcfi 
could^CvE'^iuKl''^'''""''"'"''™'  ''"'*''  "'='«'"'»'>''''i'^hwe 

"AJaa!  too  Weill  feel,  lODlme  a  voicB 
Wiihin  me  whispera,  ihat  ihe  Mighty  Power 
Which,  on  sustaining  winra  of  etrengUi  and  ioF, 
Beara  up  the  healthful  BpiriC,  will  bul  cast 
Mine  to  the  earth — will  rend  me  utterly ! — 

"  Rightly  thou  speak'st— I  »m  myself  no  more  j 
And  yet  in  wortli  not  leas  tlKin  1  have  been. 
Seems  this  a  darh,  strange  riddle  ?     Yet,  'tis  none ' 
The  gentle  moon  thut  gruddeiia  thee  by  night, 
Thme  eye,  thy  spirit  irresistibly 
WinnmB  with  Ijeams  of  love— mark !  how  it  floats 
Through  the  day's  glare,  a  pale  and  powerleas  cloud '. 
I  am  tfercome  by  the  full  blaze  of  mSn  ; 
Ye  know  me,  and  1  know  myself  no  more !" 

"Vainly,  too  vainly, 'gainst  the  power  I  strive. 
Which,  niBht  and  day,  tomes  rushing  through  my  soul 
Withou  that  pouring  forth  of  thouahtutidaone 
My  life  ifl  life  no  more!  ^  '^ 

Wil  thonfinbid  the  silkworm  to  spin  on, 
When  hourly,  with  the  labor'd  line,  hs  draws 
Nearer  to  death  ? — in  vain ! — the  costly  web 

And  burst  extiltingjy  on  brighter 

c^'ji"  ''"'  "^'""'^Bjl.  tni  Biiniilled hilo  the  ptEsonce  nf  the  Frln- 

Inlo  a  Blniia  of  pussionalB  palitude  and  entlimiain*— "'  ^°    "'*''' 


.1  by  Google 


"  TKou  an  the  same  pure  nngel,  BS  when  htxy 

Thy  rsdiance  crosB'd  my  path.    Fotgivo,  lorgive, 

Ifforamoiiieiit,mhisbljnddeswiir, 

The  mortara  Ironbled  glance  halh  read  (hee  wrong; 

Once  more  he  knows  uiee !    His  expanding  soul 

Flows  fonii  10  worahip  thee  jiii  evermore, 

And  his  full  heart  ditsolTes  in^tendemera : 

Is  it  felse  light  which  dran-B  me  on  to  thae  1 
£sildehrinm7— IsitlhoughlinBEired, 
And  arasping-fiiBl  high  Irulh  divinely  clear .' 
Yes !  'tiaeven  so-the  fceliiia  which  alone 
Can  make  me  bless'd  on  earth !" 


nifieshlsBenileptolectr 


•'  Can  I  then  image  no  high-hearted  man      , 
Whose  pangs  and  conflicts  have  surpass  d  mine  own, 
That  my  vcx'd  soul  might  win  sHSlaining  power 
From  thoughts  of  Aim  l-l  cannot  !-ali  a  l(«! 
One  thing  alone  remaina— one  mournful  boon- 
Nature  on  us,  her  snflering  children,  showers 
The  gift  of  lears-the  impasaion'il  cry  of  gnef, 
When  man  can  bear  no  more  ;^and  with  ma  woe. 
With  mine  ahove  all  olhera,  haih  been  Imk  d 
Sad  music,  piercing  eloquence,  to  pour 
AU,  all  iiBfulnesa  forth!    To  me  a  God 
Hath  given  strong  utterance  for  rnine  agony, 
When  others,  ui  Qieir  deep  deapau,  aro  mute  .^ 

Thon  Etandest  calm  and  still,  thou  noble  man ! 

I  seem  before  thee  as  the  troubled  wave : 

But  oh  !  be'thoughtful  !-in  thy  lofty  arenglh 

Exnlt  ihou  not !    By  nature's  mi^t  alike 

That  rock  was  fii'd,  that  Qiuvenng  wlvb  wM  made 

The  sensidve  of  storm  !    She  eenda  her  blsstsy— 

The  living  water  fliea— it  quakra  and  sivelU, 

And  bows  down  trembhngly  with  breakiM  foam  i 

Yet  once  that  mirror  gave  the  bright  aun  back 

In  calm  transparence— once  the  gentle  slaiB 

Lay  Brill  upon  its  undulating  hieast . 

Now  the  Bweel  peace  la  gone— the  glory  iiow 

Departed  from  the  wave!    I  know  myself 

No  more  in  these  dark  perils,  and  no  more 

I  blu^  to  lose  that  knowledge.    From  the  bars 

Is  wrench'd  the  rudder,  and  through  oil  its  traine 

The  quivering  vessel  groans.    Beneath  my  leet 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POBM3. 
ing  earlh  gives  wiiy— to  ihec  I  clina- 


in  which  Byron  hHi^iSbHrileVtho  ihouahla^f  the^l!,"^^"^^^^. 


AJI  ihishath  somewhat  worn  tne,  nnd  mav  H 
.,. ,i„i. 7 ._.._  '-^-^Z 

irfly 


But  mu^  be  borne.     I 
For  I  have  UiHled     " 


Th6  DfltTOW  circDB  of  my  dungeon  wntl ; 

And  freed  tbe  holy  scpukhrB  Trom  ihrall ; 

And  revell'd  amoog  men  and  (hinns  divine. 

And  poui'd  my  Hpiiic  over  Palesline, 

In  honor  of  tbe  sacred  vrar  for  Him, 

The  God  who  was  on  eanh  and  is  in  heaven ; 

For  He  hnih  snenglheiied  me  in  heart  and  limb. 

That  through  this  KdTerance  I  might  be  forgiven, 

I  have  employ'd  my  penance  to  record 

How  Salem's  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adored  " 


ON  THE  "IPHIGENIA"  OF  GOETHE. 


s  harmonious  AlMca  la 
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FRAGMENTS  FROM  THE  IPHIGENIA. 


Oh,  sweetest  voice !  Oh,  blesa'd  femiliar  sound 
Of  molher-worda  heard  in  the  Htrangei'a  land ! 


■e  the  h!ue  billa  of  mv  ni 

lis  asnin !  those  conJinI  li 
)e  Sid  ihem  fr*shly  ri-e 


The  ^r  bloc  hills  ai 


Oh  hear  me.  luok  upon  me  !  how  my  hearl, 
After  long  desolation  now  unfblda 
Unto  this  new  dehght,  to  kiss  thy  head. 
Thou  deareet,  dearest  one  of  all  on  earth ! 
To  cinsp  *ee  with  niy  arnia,  whiob  were  but  thrown 
On  the  void  winds  before  !  Oh  give  me  way. 
Give  my  bouI's  rapture  way  '.    The  eternal  fount 
Leaps  not  move  iHTj'btiy  forth  from  cliff  to  cliff 
Of  high  Pamasaos  down  the  golden  vale 
Than  tlir  strong  joy  burala  gushins  from  my  heart, 
And  swells  around  me  to  a  Bood  oi'  bliss- 
Orestes; — oh,  my  brother! 


Man  by  iha  battle's  hour  immortalized 
May  fall  yet  Ibbyq  hia  name  to  living  aon 
But  of  fbtsaken  woman's  coantleas  teare, 
What  recks  the  after-world  I  the  poet's  i 

Telia  nought  lif  Blithe  a' '   

And  long,  long  nighta,  lli.>."=..  ■ 

Pour'd  itself  forth,  coiiaum^d  ira. „ 

In  pissionate  adjunnHs,  vain  desire". 
And  ceaselesfl  weejiinga  for  the  early  lost. 
The  loved  and  vanished '. 
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Soon  will  ihc  spasm  of  life  deparliiig  Ipave 
My  bosom  free  !  Soon  shall  my  spinl  flow 
Alons  the  deep  waves  of  tbrgtiToltteas, 
Calmly  and  silently !  away  to  you, 
Ye  dead !  Ye  dwelleis  of^the  eternal  cloud, 
Take  home  (he  sun  of  earth,  and  lei  him  steep 


Hork !  iu  liie  trembling  leavra 
Myslerioua  whispers :  hark  a  rushing  sound 
Sweeps  through  yon  iwiliaht  deplh!  e'en  now  they  ce 
They  throng  to  greet  their  guest  t  and  who  are  they 
Rejoicing  eaeh  with  each  in  stately  jo;, 
As  a  king's  children  en  ihei'd  for  the  hour 
OF  Eomeliigh  feslivaf!  Exultingly, 
And  kindred-like,  and  godlike,  on  they  pas?. 
The  glorious  wandering  shapes  I  aged  and  young 
Proud  men  and  royal  women  1  Lo  my  race. 


A  ^gn  is  in  the  sky  ; 
Bright  o'er  yon  gtey  roch'3  eagle  nest 

Shines  forth  a  warning  star— it  bids  n 
My  fiither's  sword  is  in  my  hand. 

His  deep  voice  haunts  mine  ear ; 
He  tells  me  of  the  noble  band 

Whose  lives  have  leii  a  brooding  gloi 


rheir  pure  and  lofty  faith  ; 
id  yield  up  all  tbinas,  lo  m 


ause  for  which  they  gut  themselres  to 
And  I  obey. — I  leave   iheit  towels 

Unto  the  stranger's  tread  ; 
Unlo  the  creeping grasa  and  flowers; 

TInto  Che  fading  pictmcs  of  the  dead 


tyCioOgIC 


I  leave  llirir  shields  lo  slow  de 
Their  bnnncrs  lo  the  tlusl ; 

I  go.  and  only' 
Their  old  in 


i  BO  up  10  tb 
mercch 


d  ineieBIio  name— a  solemn  tnist . 
to  the  ancient  bills, 

re  chains  may  never  be, 

Where  leapln  joy  ihe  lorrenl  til^. 

Where  man  may  worship  God,  alone  anil  nee 
There  f  hall  an  allar  and  a  camp 

Therf  fffall  be  U(  a  q'uenchlesa  lamp. 

To  shine,  unwavering,  Ihrough  ihe  open  skies. 
And  song  ahaU  *midBt  the  to 

'b  holy  word, 

The  mounlain  pines  in  adorolion  bcuu. 
And  Ihere  lie  burning  lien n  no  more 

lis  deep  thooghi  aliall  suppress 
But  Ihe  long-buried  Irath  sliali  pour 

Free  currcnis  ihence,  amidst  the  wilderness. 
Then  lare  [hee  welt  my  mother's  bower, 

Farewell, my  Ihihcr a  hearth; 
Peri.*  my  home  I  where  lawless  power 

Hath  rent  llie  Ue  of  love  to  native  earth. 
Perish  !  let  deathlike  silence  foil 

Upon  the  lone  abode  : 
Spread  fasl,  dark  ivy,  ^nead  ihy  pall  J— 


Igo  up  to  ^  mountains  with  my  bod. 


THE  ENGLISH  BOY. 

rhoae  lacred  lighu  Hi  whlcli  iheiiiaelvea  ivere 

Look  from  ihe  ancient  mountains  doi 

My  noble  English  hoy  ! 
Thy  couniry'a  fields  around  Inee  giea 

In  snnli^t  and  in  joy. 
Ages  have  roU'd  since  tb^'man  s  man 

Paffi'd  o'er  that  old  firm  sod ; 
For  well  the  land  hath  fealty  held 

To  freedoui  and  lo  God  ! 
Gam  proudly  en.  my  English  boyl 

And  let  thy  kindling  mind 
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MISCELLANEOUa  POEMS 

Drink  in  ths  spiril  of  high  ihonghl 
From  tvery  ciiidnless  wind  ! 

Tliete,  in  tho  shadow  of  old  Time 
The  halls  beneath  Ihee  lie, 

Whi»h  poiir'd  forth  lo  the  fields  of  yors 
Our  t.ngland'3  chivalry. 

How  bravely  ond  how  solemnly 


And  round  their  walls  the  good  swords  hang 

Whose  faith  knew  no  alfcy, 
And  shields  of  knighthood,  pure  ftoin  stain — 

Gaze  on,  my  Engliali  boy  I 
Gaie  where  the  hamlet's  ivied  ebnreh 

Glciims  by  the  antique  elm. 
Or  where  the  minster  lifts  the  crfim 

High  tbrough  the  sir's  blue  realm. 
Martyrs  have  shower'd  their  free  heart's  blood 

That  England's  piayer  might  rise, 
From  those  grey  latiea  of  tliouglitliil  yean, 

Untetler'd  to  the  skies. 
Along  their  aisles,  beneath  theii  tiees, 

This  eartli's  most  glorious  dust. 
Once  fired  with  valor,  witdom,  aonft 

Is  laid  in  holy  trust. 
!e  on — gaze  farther,  Girther  yet — 
Y.S  


Those  waves  in  many  a  fight  have  closed 

Above  her  faithful  dead  ; 
That  red-croffi  Hag  victoriously 

Halh  floated  o'er  their  bed. 


They  periah'd— this  green  (utf  i 
By  hostile  tread  unslain'd  ; 

Thi-se  knightly  halls  inviolate, 
lliose  churunes  unproliined 


Shall  theie  be  kiadletfyet ! 
ijft  np  thy  heart,  my  Englisii  boy ! 

And  pi-ay,  like  thsm  10  stand, 
Should  God  su  summon  Ihec,  to  guanl 

The  altars  of  the  land. 
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ANTIQUG  GREEK  LAMENT.  ilV 

ANTiaUE  GREEK  LA■V!E^■T. 

Bv  the  blue  water»~-the  lealless  ocean  wolera, 

SeBtleas  33  Ihev  wjih  their  mnny-flashine  surges, 

Lonely  I  wandei,  weeping  for  my  lost  one ! 

I  pine  for  ihee  ihtough  all  the  joylesa  dav— 

llrouch  the  long  night  I  pine :  the  golden  sun 

Looks  dim  since  ihou  hast  left  me,  and  the  Spnng 

Seems  but  to  weep.     Where  art  thou,  my  beloved  I 

Night  after  night,  in  f.)nd  hope  vigilant, 

By  the  old  temple  on  the  breeiy  cliff  . 

lliese  hands  have  heap'd  ihe  watch-fire,  till  it  alreomd 

Red  o'er  the  shining  columns— darkly  red— 

Along  the  ciesled  billows!  butinvnm; 

Thy  white  sail  comes  not  from  the  distant  isles — 

Yet  thou  wcrtfeiihlul ever.    Oh!  the  deep 

Hath  shut  above  thy  head— that  grsceful  head ; 

The  sea-weed  mingles  with  thy  cluMenng  locks ; 

The  while  sail  never  will  bring  back  Ihe  loved ! 

By  the  blue  waters^-tho  reatlesi  ocean  watera, 

Restless  aa  they  with  tlieir  many-flashing  surges. 

Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lost  one  ! 

Where  an  thou  ?— where !— had  I  but  lingering  pre« 

On  thy  cold  lips  the  IeeI  long  kiss ;  hut  smoi.lh  d 

The  parted  tiuglcls  of  thy  shinma  hsir 

Wuh  love's  fond  touch  my  heart's  cry  bad  been  still  d 

Into  a  voicelcEB  grief;  I  would  have  slrew'd 

With  all  the  pale  flowers  of  the  vernal  wooda— 

White  violets,  and  the  mournful  hyacinth, 

In  slumber  beautiPii  !— I  would  have  heap'd 
Sweet  bouriia  and  precious  odois  on  thy  pyre. 
And  with  mine  own  shorn  tresses  hung  tJune  um. 
And  mtmy  a  gprlond  of  the  pi^lid  rose. 
Bui  thou  fiest  fer  awoy '.    No  flineral  diant 
Save  ilie  wild  moaning  of  the  wave,  is  Ihine : 
No  pyre— save,  haply,  some  long-buned  wreck ; 
Thou  that  wert  fuiieat— thou  that  were  most  loved ! 
By  the  blno  wa:crs^lhe  restless  ocean  waters, 
RestlcES  as  they  with  their  manj-flaahme  eurgca. 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lost  one ! 
Come,  in  the  dieamy  shadow  of  ibe  night. 
And  sneak  to  me  !-E'en  though  ihy  voice  be  cliauged. 
My  heart  would  know  it  still/   O^speak  to  ma. 
And  say  if  wt,  in  some  dim  far-off  world, 
Which  linows  not  how  the  festal  funshine  bums— 
■  L  s^mici  pale  mead  of  Asphodel,         ^ 
shall  nip'-t  again  !    Oli,  1  would  quit 
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M  MISCELLAKEIIUS  rOEMS. 

Tii^i?^^'  rejoicingly-ihe  rosy  lighl- 
All  Ihe  rich  flowers  and  fountains  inusici 
And  sweat  familiar  melodies  of  cnr'i' 

To  dwell  with  thee  beluw  !— Thou 

The  powers  whom  I  have  call'd  upon  are  mule: 
The  voices  buried  in  old  whis'pery  caves. 

The  gloom  and  mysl'ry  of  dark  ptophel-oaks, 
Ihe  wood-gods'  haunt— they  give  me  no  reply! 
All  silent— Jeaven  and  earlh! — for  evermore 
rVom  the  deserted  mountains  thou  art  gone— 
For  ever  from  the  molBnchoiy  groves, 
Whoso  lanrels  wail  thee  with  a  ehivering  sound  I- 
^i  1 — I  pine  ihrongh  nil  the  joyous  day, 
Through  ilie  Img  night  1  pine— as  fondly  pines 
The  oighefl  ownTjiiJrdis^olring  her  lorn  &e 
To  song  in  mooniiaht  woods.    Thou  hear'st  me  m 
The  heavens  are  nitilessof  human  ttars : 
The  deep  aea-daikneas  is  about  thy  head  ; 
The  white  sail  never  will  bring  back  the  loved ! 
By  the  blue  waters— the  restless  ocean  watera. 
Restless  as  thev  with  their  many-flashing  suiges, 
lionely  I  wonder,  weeping  far  my  lost  one '. 

TO  THE  BLUR  ANEMONE. 
Flower  of  slarry  cleamesB  bright, 
Qaivering  nrn  pf  color'd  light. 
Hast  thou  drawn  thy  cup's  rich  dye 
l^m  the  inlensoness  of  the  sky ! 
From  B  long,  long  ferrent  naze 
Through  the  yeur's  first  golden  days. 
Up  that  blue  and  silent  deep, 
Where,  Uke  things  of  sculptured  sleep. 
Alabaster  clouds  repose, 
With  the  sunshine  on  their  snows? 
Thither  was  thy  heart's  love  turning. 


Each  from  some  quick  glow  of  thought ! 

■So  much  of  bright  tout  there  seems 

In  thy  bendings  and  thy  gleams. 

So  mwh  thy  sweet  life  resembles 

Thai  which  teela,  and  weeps,  and  Irerablea, 

I  could  deem  ihee  ^iri[.fil?d, 

As  a  reed  by  music  thriil'd. 

When  thy  being  I  behold 

To  eneh  lo"ing  breath  unfold. 
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TEIE  SO.\G  Of  PENITENCE, 

Or  Uke  womnn'B  willowy  form, 

Shriiik  before  the  gathering  slotni; 

I  could  aalc  a  voice  auin  thee. 

Delicate  Anemoae! 

Flower !  thou  eeem'st  not  born  to  ilio 

With  thy  radiant  purity, 

But  to  melt  ill  air  away. 

Mingling  with  the  soft  Spring-day, 

When  the  crystal  heavens  are  siill, 

And  fnmt  azura  veils  each  hill, 

And  the  lime-leaf  dolh  not  move, 

Save  to  sonra  that  stir  the  grove. 

And  earth  bU  glorified  is  seen. 

As  imaged  in  some  lake  serene; 

—Then  thy  vanishing  should  be, 

Fnre  and  meek  Anemone ! 

Flower  I  the  lanrel  alill  may  shed 

Brightnesa  lound  the  violora  head  j 

And  the  rose  in  beauty's  hair 

Still  its  fealal  glory  wear ; 

And  the  willow  leaves  droop  o'er 

Brows  which  love  sustains  no  more : 

But  by  living  rays  refined, 

Thou,  the  trembler  oi  llie  wmd, 

Thoa,  the  spiritual  flower 

Sentient  of  each  breeae  and  shower. 

Thou,  rejoicing  in  the  akiea, 

And  transpierced  with  all  their  dyea ; 

Breathing  vase,  with  light  o'etHowing, 

Gem-like  to  th^  centre  Rowing, 


THE  SONG  OF  PENITENCE  • 

HEpass'd  (rom  earth 
Without  hia  fame,— the  ealm,  pure,  starry  fame 
He  might  have  won,  to  guide  on  radiantly 
Full  many  a  noble  Boulv--he  sought  it  not ; 
And  e'en  like  brief  and  barren  hghtning  pass  d 
The  wayward  child  of  geniua.    And  the  son^ 
Which.  &is  wild  spiiil,  in  the  pride  of  Ufe, 
Had  shower'd  forth  recklassly,  as  ocean  waves 
Fling  up  their  treasures  inuigled  with  dork  weed, 
They  died  before  him  j—lhey  were  winged  seed, 
Scattefd  afer,  and,  falliii^  on  the  rock 
Of  the  worid's  heart, ' 


fHllins  on  the ) 
t,  hotf  perish'd. 
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mnurnful.  sLipplicalir 
fchingof  a  at '  '" 

UU...TV..  . -jinly-gifted.    —  ._ . 

Of  Ihe  kind  few  that  loved  him,  with  a  love 

Faithful  to  evenilB  disappointed  hope, 

That  s  mg  of  leniB  found  root,  and  by  iheir  hearllia 

Full  oft,  in  low  and  reverential  tones, 

FlU'dwilh  the  piety  of  lenderness. 

Is  murmur'd  to  Iheu'  children,  when  hia  name 

On  some  fnini  harp-wring  of  romembronce  fells, 

Far  from  the  world's  rude  voices  fur  nwav. 

Oh !  hear,  and  judge  him  gently ;  'twoB  his  last, 

I  come  alone,  and  feint  I  come, 

Thp  green  woods  take  their  wanderer  home, 
But  Thou,  O  Father  ?  may  I  turn  to  Ihee  ? 

The  earliest  odor  of  the  flower, 
The  bird's  fiisl  sung  is  tliine ; 

Father  ill  heaven  1  my  day?pnng  a  hour 
Pour'd  its  vain  uioense  on  another  ^rine. 

Therefore  my  childhood's  once-loved  scene 
Around  me  faded  lies ; 

Therefore,  remembering  what  hath  been, 
I  ask,  is  ihia  mine  early  patadise  1 

It  is,  ii  is— but  Thou  art  gone. 
Or  if  the  irembling  shade 

Breathe  yet  of  ihee,  with  aller'd  tone 
Thy  sulemn  whisper  shakes  a  heart  dismay  d^ 


NATIONAL  LYRICS. 


THE  THEMES  OP  BONO. 


"Oftr 


id  melancholy  teat  suliiluea  by  fiillli,"- 
WiEM  dinll  the  minstrel  find  a  th^inr  I 

—Where'er,  for  IVeedom  shf  d. 
Brave  bliiod  hnth  dyed  Siime  ancient  slreni 

Amidst  the  mountains,  red, 
Where'er  a  roclt,  a  fount,  a  grove. 

Beats  record  to  the  foith 
Of  love— deep,  holy,  fervent  love, 

Victor  o'er  tear  and  death. 
Where'era  chieftain's  crested  brow 

'Too  soon  hath  been  struck  down, 


A.oot^lc 


Maivs  henrl,  and  bope,  and  proyer. 

Where'er  a  bleSBed  home  halh  been. 

That  IK      "   ■ 


Where'er,  by  some  forHaken  srave, 

Some  nnmeieffi  greensward  heap, 
A  bird  may  ain^  a  wild-flower  wave, 

A  etar  ila  vigii  keep. 
Or  where  a  yearning  heart  of  old, 

A  dream  oF  shepherd  men, 
With  forms  of  more  than  early  mould 

Hath  peopled  grol  or  glen. 
Thnre  may  the  bard's  high  ihenies  be  foun 

Wedie,wepaBBaWEiy: 
But  faith,  love,  piiy— theae  nre  bound 

To  earlh  wiihoiU  decay. 
The  heart  that  barns,  the  cheek  that  glows 

The  tear  from  hidden  spruigs. 
The  thorn  and  glory  of  the  rose^ 

These  are  undying  things. 
Wave  after  wave  of  mighty  strenm 

To  the  deep  sea  hath  gone : 
Yec  not  the  less,  like  voulh's  bright  di«imi 

The  exhaustleag  flood  rolls  on. 


E  GERMAN   SOLDIEBS  A 


t,  gloiioa. 


tlver,'  he  tuM.  'tliByKll  burst  fbrth  Into  Ibe  national  chaot  ^m 
Bheis!  jim  Man  I'  TliBy  were  two  itaya  pMslnenvBt;  and  the 
tocki  Bnillhe  castle  were  ringlDg  Id  the  sone  the  whnlo  time— fiir 
eneh  bHDil  reoewed  it  whtlo  cioadpg;  aniTeveo  the  Cossocka, 
with  tlie  clash  aad  Iho  elanR,  and  the  rail  of  llielr  atomy  wm- 

c'^ru9,'^aiii^ni'  ^mRicinl  "—JKinHatTirt Ltttirr.\ 

It  ia  the  Rhine !  our  mountam  vineyards  lavjne, 
I  see  the  blight  flood  aliine,  I  see  the  bright  flood  shine  ! 

SingonihemarGh,  with  every  banner  wnvinsr—  .  „, .  . 
Smg,  brothers,  'lis  tiie  Rhine !  Sing,  brothers,  'tis  the  Rhine ' 


The  Rhine  !  the  Rhine  !  our  own  imperial  ri' 

ir  thee  fieedom  back ! 

Hail '.  hail !  my  childhood  knew  ihy  rush  of  waler, 
Evenasniy  molhet'saong;  evenaa  mjimother'aHonei 

That  HOHtid  went  past  me  on  the  field  ol  slaughter,       [strong'. 
And  heart  and  arm  grew  strong !    And  heart  and  nrm  grew 

Roll  proudly  on  !— btave  blood  is  willi  thee  sweepuig, 
Pour'd  out  bv  eons  of  thine,  pour'd  out  hy  eons  ut  ihine, 

Where  sword  and  spirit  forth  in  joy  wen  lenphig, 
Like  thee,  vicloiious  Rhine !   TUke  Ihee,  viclorious  Rhine  ! 

Home  I— home !— thy  glad  wave  hath  n  tone  of  greeting, 
Thy  path  is  bv  my  home,  thy  path  is  by  my  home  : 

Even  now  my  eliiidren  count  the  hoara  till  meeting, 
O  ransom'd  onea,  I  come  I    O  ranaom'd  ones,  I  come  I 

Go,  tell  the  seaa,  that  chain  shall  bind  thee  nev.er,         [shrine ! 

Sound  on  by  hearth  and  ahrine,  sound  on  by  hearth  nnd 
Sina;  through  the  hill  that  thou  art  free  for  ever — 

Uii  up  thy  voice,  0  Rlune  !    Lift  up  ihy  voice,  O  Rhine  . 

A  SONG  OF  DELOS. 


A  sosa  was  heard  of  old — a  low,  sweet  song, 
On  the  blue  seas  by  Delos ;  from  that  isle, 
TTie  Bun-god's  own  domain,  a  oenile  oirl. 
Gentle— yet  all  inspired  of  ao 


i  oe  cniiu  Ol  oeauiy  una  oi  potsy. 
And  of  soft  Grecian  skies— oh !  who  may  dream 
Of  all  thai  from  her  changeful  eyo  fl:ish'd  forth. 
Or  glanced  more  quivcringly  through  slarry  leara. 
As  on  her  land's  rich  vision,  fane  o  er  fane 
Color'd  with  loving  light — she  gazed  her  last, 
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ANCIBST  GREEK  CHANT  OF  VlCniKY. 

Het  youna  life's  laat,  that  hour  1    From  her  pule  brov 
And  burning  cheek  sho  threw  the  ringletB  batk, 
And  bending  forward— fla  the  enirit  swny'd 
The  teed-like  form  Edll  to  the  aliore  beloved. 
Breathed  the  swan-music  of  her  wi!d  fiireweli 
O'er  dancing  navea; — "Oh!  linger  yet,"  she  cried, 
"  Oh !  linger,  linger  on  tl*  oar. 

Oh  !  pause  upon  the  deep ! 

That  I  may  gaze  yet  once,  once  more, 

Where  floats  the  golden  day  o'sr  fone  and  steep ; 

Never  so  brightly  siniled  mme  own  sweet  shore, 

—Oh !  linger,  liuger  on  the  parting  oar ! 

"  I  see  the  laurels  fling  back  showers 

Of  soft  light  Btill  on  many  a  shrino ; 

Through  the  aim  olives l^ad  its  glcamingline  ; 
I  hear  a  sound  of  flutes — a  sweU  ol  aong — 
Miiui  istoolow  to  reach  that  joyous  throng ! 

"  Oh  huger,  linger  on  the  oar 
Beneath  my  native  sky ! 

Let  my  ille  jinrt  tram  that  bright  shore 
With  day's  Ustet 
Thouharkglided-...^  . 
The  yoyager  that  never  shaLt  re 

"  A  fatal  gift  hath  been  thy  dower. 
Lord  of  the  Lyre !  to  ins  ; 

WitJiBong  and  wreath  from  bower  to  bower. 
Sisters  went  buuiiding  like  young  Otenda  free  ; 
While  I,  through  long,  lone,  voiceless  hours  apart 
Have  lain  andTisten'd  to  my  beating  heart. 

"  How,  wasted  by  ihc  iuhom  lire. 

The  ray  ihni  lit  the  ineense-pyie, 
Leaves  unto  death  its  temple  in  my  breast, 
— 0  sunahme,  afcifs,  rich  Uiiwere !  teo  soon  I  go. 
While  round  mc  thus  triumphantly  ye  glow  ! 

"Bright  i^e  !  might  but  thme  echoes  keep 
A  tone  of  my  Wrewell, 

One  tender  accent,  low  and  deep, 
Shrined  'midst  thy  founts  and  haunted  rocks  to  dwell . 
Might  my  last  breath  send  music  to  thy  bliore  ! 
—Oh!  linger,  seamen,  linger  on  the  oar  I" 
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They  have  ra 

Vineyard,  and  field,  and  ilood , — 
lo !  they  come,  they  come ! 


And  the  spenra  that  light  the  deep! 
How  [ha  feslal  sunshine  pouts 

Where  tlje  lords  of  battle  sweep  ! 
Each  bath  brought  back  liis  shield  ; — 

Maid  greet  thy  lover  home  . 
Molher,  trom  that  proud  field, 

lo !  thy  son  13  coine  1 
Who  mumiufd  of  die  dead  ? 


They  shall  have  iheir  praise  erelong. 
And  a  power  all  hearts  (o  away. 

In  ever-bimiing  song 
But  now  shed  flowers,  pour  ivlne. 

To  hail  the  conquerors  home ! 
Brins  wreathB  for  every  shrine— 

lo !  they  come,  they  come  ! 


NAPLES. 
"Then  geatlB  winds  aroM 


Stilt,  is  tho  Syren  warbllnn;  on  thy  sh 
Blight  dty  of  the  waves  ! — her  magic 


r y  graen."  -  Stdby 


""  H.™rbrC:.6bgTc ' 


Slill  with  a  dreamy  sense  of  ecslosy 
FiUstliysoflSummeroic;— and  while  my  gUnc 
Dwells  on  thy  pictured  loveliness,  Ihat  lay 
Floals  thus  o'er  fency'a  eat ;  and  ihus  lo  Ihee, 
Daughter  of  sunshine  !  doth  the  Syren  sing. 
"Thine  is  the  glad  wave's  flasliinc  plav, 
Thme  is  the  laugh  of  the  goliicn  Jny, 
The  golden  day,  and  the  glorious  iii^hl. 
And  the  vine  with  its  clusters  all  br.ihnA  in  light 
— Forgel,  forgel,  that  thou  art  not  fi-ee  ! 
Queen  of  the  Summer  sea. 


„ in  and  myiue  _-    —  , 

Hark!  how  tliey  melt  o'er  thy  glittering  sea  ; 
—Forget  that  thou  art  not  free  ! 
"  Let  the  wine  How  in  thv  msrlile  haila ! 
Let  the  lute  answer  thy  fountain  fells  I 
And  deck  ihy  feaats  with  the  myrtle  bough, 
And  cover  with  roses  thy  glowing  brow  I 
Queen  of  the  day  and  the  summer  sea. 

Forget  that  tbou  art  not  free  !" 
So  doth  the  Syren  sina,  while  sparkling  waves 
Tlani-p  to  her  chant.    But  stemJy,  niouriifuily, 
of  the  deep!  &om  Sybil  giols 


O  city  of 
And  Roi 


Take  up  the  cadence  of  her  strain  alone, 
Mumiuiing— "  Tknu  art  iiot  free .'" 


THE  FALL  OF  D'ASSAS. 


deni;  bu 


their  hBTCineu  at  his  breast,  he  rnlswi  liis  v 
m'.^JTlovi'l!]™^*' 
AloNE  through  gloomy  foreet-shadea 

No  moonbeam  pierccd'the  dusky  glad 
No  star  shed  guiding  light. 

Yel  on  his  vigil's  midnight  round 
The  yondi  all  cheerly  pnai'd  ; 

Uncheii'd  by  aught  of  boding  sound 
HiBt  mntler'd  in  the  blast. 
Vol.  11.-32 
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Where  '.veru  hie  lliuugliCe  lliat  lonely  hourl 

— In  bis  far  home,  perchance ; 
Eia  fadier's  hali,  liia  mother's  bower, 

'Midst  ihe  goyvinea  of  Ranee: 
Wandering  from  battles  lost  and  won. 

To  heat  and  blesa  o^in 
The  rollmg  of  the  wide  Garotme, 

Or  murmur  of  the  Seine. 
— Hush !  hark  ! — did  stealing  ate™  go  by, 

Came  not  feint  whiapera  near  I 
Ko !  the  wild  wind  hath  many  a  dgh, 

Amidst  the  loiiagc  sere. 
Hart,  yet  again ! — and  from  his  hand, 

What  grasp  hath  wrench'd  the  blade ! 
— Oh !  single  'midst  a  hostile  band, 

Young  soldier !  thou'rt  betray'd ! 
"  SQence  '■"  in  uiiiler-tones  they  cry — 

" No  whisper— not  a  breath! 
The  BOund  t^at  warns  thy  comrades  nigh 

Shall  sentence  thee  to  dooth."  > 
— Still,  at  the  bayonet's  point  he  stood, 

And  Eirons  to  meet  the  blow ; 
And  shootsdi  'midat  his  rushing  blood, 

"  Aim,  arm,  Ativergne !  the  foe!" 
The  Hlir,  the  tramp,  the  bogle-isill — 

He  heard  their  tumults  grow ; 
And  sent  his  dying  voice  through  all — 

"  Auvergne,  Aucergns  !  the  fae  I" 


THE  BURIAL  OP  WILLIAM  THE  COKaUEROR, 

AT  ClIN  IN  KORMXBIH— 1087. 

p  At  Ibe  [)ay  sppoLnled  for  Ihe  klnij's  iDtsrment.  Prince  Henry,  hia 
third  SQn,  ilie  Norman  nrolates,  and  a  nmlUtiiilB  of  cleify  and  pw 

Sad  liiundad.  The  nuws  bail  bean  pHrfbrmad,  Uio  corpse  wa« 
fflate '  on  Ihe  Mer.  aid  lbs  Blihnp  nf  Evreu  bnd  prononnced  lbs 

£d^-^e  whom  you  bave  pralBed  was  s  nblnr.    Tbs  very  Jond  on 

and,  in  iba  naius  of  Gnd,  I  fnrbJd  yon  la  biuy  talm  in  it,'  Ttie 
■peaher  waa  Ascellne  Fits  Arthur,  who  luiQ  often,  bat  rcuilLaisly, 
■OD(hl  reparation  from  lbs  Jastico  nf  Wllliain.  After  some  debate, 
tbe  prelates  called  bim  to  tbeni,  paid  blm  sixty  ibilluus  Ibr  Ibe 
grave,  and  proiaised  that  he  should  receive  the  foil  vafiie  of  his 
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THE  BUniAL  O 
Baron  and  eliief  Etood  neat. 

Silent  in  wat-array. 
Down  the  long  minsteffl  aisle 

Crowds  mulely  gazing  stream  d, 
Altar  and  lomb  the  while 

Through  misis  of  incenae  gleam  d. 
And  by  die  torches'  blaze, 

The  Etaieiy  priest  had  aoid 
High  words  ofpower  and  praise 

To  the  glory  of  the  dead. 
ThfV  lowet'd  him,  witli  the  sound 

Otreguiema,  to  repose; 
When  from  the  throngs  around 

"Forhear!  forbracl"  it  cried, 

"  In  the  holiest  name  forbear ! 
He  haih  comiuered  regions  wide, 

Bui  he  shall  not  slumher  (Sere.' 
"  By  the  violated  heorch 

Which  made  way  tor  yon  proud  tdirii 
By  ibe  harvest  which  this  earth 

Hath  borne  for  me  and  mine ; 
"  By  the  house  e'en  here  o'erthrown, 

On  my  brethren's  native  spot ; 


"  Wiil  my  sire  8  uniansom  a  neio, 

O'er  which  your  censers  wave, 
To  the  buried  spoiler  yield 

Soft  slumbeis  in  the  grave  I 
"  The  tree  before  him  fell 

Which  we  clierish'd  many  a  year, 
But  its  deep  roo:  yet  shall  swell. 

And  heave  against  his  bier. 
"  The  land  thai  I  have  tiU'd 

Hath  yet  its  brooding  breast 
With  my  home's  white  ashes  iilld. 

And  it  shall  not  give  him  rest ! 

"  Each  pillar's  maray  bed 

Hatli  been  wet  by  weeping  eyes— 
Away  !  bestow  your  dead 

Where  no  wrong  against  lum  cnea. 
—Shame  glow'd  on  each  dark  iace 

Of  those  proud  and  steel-girt  men. 
And  they  bought  with  gold  a  place 
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Whose  banner  (lew  so  for! 
And  a  poBBant'is  lale  could  dim 

One  deep  voice  thus  arose 
From  B  heart  which  wrongs  had  i 

Oh!  who  shall  number  [hose 
Thu!  were  but  heard  in  heaven '. 


LYRICS. 
SONGS  OF  A  GUARDIAN  SPIRIT. 

I,— NEAR  THEE,  8T1IJ,  NEAR  THEE  •* 
1  thee,  Etill  near  thee  !— o'er  thy  pathway  eliding, 
en  I  pass  Ihce  with  the  wind's  low  sigh : 
I  veil  enfold'B  thee  atill,  oar  eyes  divuiins, 
'lewless  love  floats  round  thee  mlently ! 


But  when  thy  thoughts  are  deepest. 
When  holy  teai^  thou  weepesl, 

Know  then  tAnf  love  is  nigh! 
Wben  the  night's  whisper  o'er  thy  harp-string  creeping. 
ur  tne  sea-music  on  ihe  eounjuig  shore, 
ft  breezy  anthems  through  the  firest  sweeping, 
SliaUraove  thy  trembling  spirit  to  Btlorc; 

When  oveiy  thought  and  prayer 

We  loved  to  breathe  and  share, 

On  thy  foil  heart  retaming, 

Shall  wake  its  voicekss  yearning  ■ 
Then  feel  me  near  onee  more  ! 
Near  thee,  siiii  nenr  thee  !-irnHt  thy  soul's  deep  dreaming 
— Uh !  love  IS  not  an  earthly  rose  to  die  !  " 

Even  when  I  soar  where  Ilery  staia  art  lieaminff 
rhme  image  wanders  with  me  through  the  sk^' 

The  field"  of  air  ore  free  ; 

Yet  lonely,  wanting  thee  ■ 

Bur  when  thy  choina  nra  felling. 

When  heaven  its  own  i,  oailing, 

Know  then  thy  guide  is  nigh  '. 

total  Ij^a^Es^,  hiwh^^^mV^Ln'^'Ll'^l\'^'i^l}^^''}J  ^y 
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II.— OH!  DROOP  THOU  MtT 

Nor  aTnriFS  Jd  the  THnlts  uf  hell.' 

The?  perish  where  Ihe;  irew  then  Urih. 

Oa!  droop  thou  not,  my  gentle  earthly  love! 

Mine  slill  (0  be ! 
I  bore  ihrougli  deoth,  to  btight^i  lands  above 

My  thoughts  of  thee. 
Yes !  the  deep  memory  of  our  holy  tears, 

Oar  snfiefine  love,  through  long  devoted  yesni. 

Went  with  me  tliere. 
It  was  tiol  vain,  the  hallow'd  atid  the  tried— 

From  our  own  paths,  our  love's  iitteating  bowera, 
In  the  deev  calm  o?  Midnight's  whispering  hours, 


the  def  p  cs 
Thot 


Not  lone,  when  by  the  haunted  stream  thou  wcepeat, 

Murmurs  of  thouabts,  the  riehest  and  the  deepest. 

We  IwoTiave  known : 
Not  lone,  when  mournfully  some  strain  awaiting 

Of  days  long  past, 
From  thy  soft  eyes  the  sudden  leais  are  breaking, 

Silent  and  fast : 
Not  lone,  when  upwards,  in  fond  visions  turning 

Thy  dreamy  glance,  . 

Thou  seek'st  my  home,  where  solemn  stats  are  buminj 

O'er  night's  expanse. 
My  home  is  near  thee,  loved  on'> !  and  around  thee, 

Where'er  thou  art : 
Though  still  mortality's  thick  cloud  hath  bound  thee. 

Doubt  not  thy  heart ! 
Hear  its  low  voice,  not  deem  thyself  foraaken— 

Let  foi^  be  Biven 
To  the  atiU  tones  which  oft  our  being  waken — 

-'hey  are  of  heaven! 
32* 
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MIGNON'S  SONG. 


ttally  imilalfld,)  haa  been  Btolen  n^^y  in  early  childhood,  from 
TMy.  Her  vaeue  recolleclLoDsofUiatliuid,  andof  ]»reru^yhojiie» 
wUa  it£  mceful  scalplures  and  plclured  rtalooDS,  are  perpetually 
hanntlDK  hei.  and  at  flme!  break  tbrlh  liilo  the  follnwing  song 
Ths  Diidnal  has  been  set  to  03:quiBi1a  muaic,  by  ZelleT,  the  fiiend 
oIGoif&e."] 

Kkow'st  thou  the  land  where  bloom  itie  citron  bowers, 
Where  the  gold-orange  li^la  the  duaky  grove  ] 
High  waves  the  laurel  there,  the  myrtle  floweis, 
Aud  through  a  still  blue  heaven  the  svreet  wiods  rove, 
Know'st  thou  it  well  t 

— Tliere,  (here,  with  lliee, 
Ofriend!  Oloredoiie!  fiiiii  my  steps  would  flee. 

Know'st  thou  the  dvi-eiling  1 — there  the  pillnis  liae, 

Soft  shines  the  hall,  the  painted  chambciH  glow ; 

And  forma  of  marble  seem  with  pitying  eyes 

To  say—"  Poor  child !  what  thus  halh  wrought  thee  woe ! " 

Know^st  thon  it  well  3 


Know'st  thou  the  moantninT — high  its  bridge  is  hang, 
Where  the  mule  seeks  through  met  and  cloud  hia  way ; 
There  lurk  the  dragon-rafie,  deep  caves  among, 
O'er  beetling  rocka  there  foanis  the  totrenl  spray. 
Know'st  thou  it  weU  ? 

With  then,  with  thee, 
There  lies  my  path,  O  fhUier !  let  us  flee ! 


THE  SISTERS.* 

"  I  GO,  Bweei  aiaicr ;  yet  mv  heiirt  would  linger  with  thee  fain, 
And  unto  eveiy  parting  gift  aom'e  deep  remembrance  chain  : 
Take  then  the  braid  of  Eastern  pearls  which  ouce  I  loved  to 

And  with  it  bind  for  festal  scenes  the  dark  waves  of  tliy  liair ! 
Its  pale  pure  brightness  will  beeeem  those  raven  tresses  well. 
And  I  shall  need  such  pomp  no  more  in  my  lone  convent  celL" 

lieved  by  rmisic.    II  ivas  thoj  performed  by  two  (racefiiL  and  highly 
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E  SiafEKS. 


ira 


■■  Oh,  speak  not  thus, my  Leonor !  why  part  from  lunilred  love ' 
riirough  festive  scenes,  when  thou  art   gone— my  steps  no 

more  shall  move!  ,,        . 

How  could  I  bear  u  lonely  heart  amid  a  reckless  ihroTK  f 
I  should  but  miaa  eatsh's  dearest  voice  in  every  lone  of  song  ; 
Keep,  keep  the  braid  of  Eastern  pearls,  or  let  me  proudly  twine 
Ita  wieolh  once  more  around  that  brow,  that  queenly  brow  ol 

"Oh,  would'al  ihou  strive  a  wounded  bird  from  shelter  lo  de- 

Or  vi-oulrl'st  thou  call  a  spirit  freed,  to  weary  life  again  ?— 
Bweet  sister,  take  the  golden  crOffi  tliat  I  have  worn  bo  long, 
And  badied  with  many  a  burning  tear  lor  secret  woe  and 

wrong. 
It  eould  not  still  my  beating  heart  ■  but  may  it  be  a  sign 
Of  peace  and  hope,  my  gentle  one  !  when  meekly  press'd  lo 

"  Take  back,  take  back  the  cross  of  gold,  out  moihei's  gift  to 

ral  spier 

Andlellofeaiiy  treasures  lost,  of  joy  no  longer  mme  I 
Oh  sister!  if  thy  heart  be  thua  wiihljuned  grief  oppresad. 
Where  would'sl  thou  pour  it  forth  so  well;  as  on  my  failhtt. 

breast  t" 
"Urge  me  no  more!  a  blight  hath  Men  npon  my  summc 


year 


IS  silvery  si 


id  guard  it  fur  my  at 


A  song  we  he 

Oh,  MSler,  sister  !  are  thet«  notes  amid  forgotten  things? 
Do  they  not  hnger  as  in  love,  on  the  familiar  airings  I 
Seema  not  out  sainted  mother's  voice  to  muniiur  in  the  Hn 
KJid  sjslet !  geudeal  Leonor  1  say  shall  it  plead  in  vaui  I 
SONG. 
"  Leave  us  not,  leave  us  not '. 


"  Take  not  thy  sunny  smile 
With  that  sweet  liglit  will  &■ 
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Can  thy  heart  ro 
Wilt  Chou  nol  pine 
Voices  from  nom 

to  hear 
el 

"Too  sod  our  love 
If  thou  wen  gon 

Turn  to  us,  leave  u 
Thou  an  our  ow 

would  be 

"Oh!  BLSter.huah  that  thrilling  lute,  oh!  CEape  that  haunting 

lay,  ,  (stay; 

Too  deeply  pierce  those  wild  sweet  notes— yet.  yet  I  cannot 
for  weaiy,  weary  is  my  heart !  I  hear  a  whisper'd  call 
In  every  breexe  mat  stirs  the  leaf  and  bids  the  blossom  &II. 
I  cannot  breathe  in  freedom  here,  my  spirit  pines  lo  dwell 
Where  the  world's  voice  can  reach  no  more  !— "ih  cabn  thee ! 

Fare  thee  well !" 


SonfiD  on,  thou  dark  unslambering  se 

My  dhge  is  in  thy  moan ; 
My  Epirit  finds  response  in  thee. 


Oh !  let  your  secret  caves  be  slirr'd, 
And  say,  dark  walera !  wUl  ye  give  me  peace  ? 
Away !  my  weary  soul  hath  sought 

In  vain  one  echoing  sigh. 
One  answer  to  consumine  thought 
In  human  hearts— ajid  will  ihe  wave  reply  1 
Sound  on,  thou  darfe  nnslumbering  sea  I 

Sound  in  thy  ecom  and  pride ! 
I  ask  not,  alien  woud,  from  thee, 
What  my  own  kindred  earth  hath  shll  denied. 
And  ypl  I  loved  that  earth  so  well. 

With  all  its  lovely  thinaa! 
-Was  it  for  this  the  deain  wind  fell 
On  my  rich  lyre,  and  qucnch'd  its  living  string? 
—Let  them  lie  silent  at  my  feel! 

Since  broken  even  as  they, 
The  heart  whose  music  made  them  sweet. 
Hath  pour'd  on  desert-sands  its  wealth  away 
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Yet  glory's  light  haih  louch'd  my  nan 

The  laurel-leal  ia- mine— 
—With  a  lone  heart,  a  wearv  frame— 
O  reallea  deep  !  I  come  to  moke  them  1 
Give  to  that  crown,  thst  burning  cron 

"'        n  thy  darktst  hold ! 


Wilhhiddei 


wreclis,  lost  gems,  and  wasted  gold. 


Thou  sea-bird  on  the  billow's  crest, 

Thoa  hast  ihy  love,  thj^  home  ; 
They  wail  thee  in  the  quiet  neet, 
And  I,  th'  unsought  unwatch'd-foi—I  too  i 
I,  with  this  winged  nature  fraught. 

These  visions  wildly  free, 
This  boundless  love,  this  fiery  thought— 
^iiine  I  coine— oh!  give  me  peace,  dark  ei 


Wheee  shall  we  make  her  gi 
—Oh !  where  the  wild-flowe 

In  the  ftee  air ! 
Where  Bl  '   '      "- 

'Midst  ih 

Theu    -,  - 
Horeh  wna  the  woild  to  her— 
Now  may  sleep  miniater 

Bahn  lor  each  ill ; 
Low  on  sweet  nature's  breast, 
Let  the  meek  heart  find  rest. 

Deep,  deep  and  still ! 
Murmur,  glad  waters,  by! 
Faint  gales,  with  happy  aigh, 

That  green  and  mossy  bed, 
Where,  on  a  gentle  head. 

Storms  beat  no  mote ! 
What  though  for  her  in  yain    _ 
Falls  now  the  bright  spnng-nun. 

Flays  the  soft  wmdl 
Yet  etilf,  from  where  slie  lies, 
Should  blessed  breatiiings  nae. 

Gracious  aiid  kind. 
Therefore  let  song  and  (lew 
Thence,  in  the  heart  renew 

Lilfa venial  glow! 
And  o'er  thnt  hiilv  earlli 
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Ill  the  free  ai 
Where  shower  and  singing-bird 
'Midst  the  young  leaves  «re  heard — 

Tliere,  lay  her  there! 


A  SONG  OF  THE  ROSE. 
'*Ciwl  fiardlv«rmi  ehe  nonBOfieJaee 
ALL  -iicqiH,  nL  geLn,  nl  venin  rf  aLLu  achmM 
S'  una  slHglon  vnluliils  i  fii^ce ; 


Rose  '.  wtiat  dosit  thou  heia  '. 

Bridal,  rayaj  rose? 
How,  'mijst  grief  and  fear, 
Cttnat  thuu  ihiia  discio^ 
TTial  fervid  hue  oflove,  which  to  thy  heart- leaf  glo' 
Rose !  too  much  airay'd 

For  triumphal  houra, 
Iiook'st  thou  llirough  the  shacle 
Of  these  mortal  bowels. 
Mot  to  dialutb  my  soul,  thou  crown 'd  one  of  all  Hdh 


So  dost  thou  kindle  thoughts,  for  earthly  hfe  too  high. 
Thoughts  of  rapture,  flushing 

YoBthful  poet's  clieek; 

Thoughts  III  glory,  rusliing 

Forth  in  song  to  br^k, 

But  findirtg  the  spring-tide  of  rapid  song  too  weak. 

Yet  oh,  festal  rose  '. 

I  have  seen  thee  lying 
In  diy  briulil  repo=e 
KlluWd  with  (he  dying, 
TJiy  crimson  by  the  lip  whence  life's  quick  hlood  was  flying. 
Summer,  hope,  and  love 
O'er  that  bed  of  paiEi, 
Mel  in  thee,  vet  wove 
Too,  too  frail  a  chain 
In  iu  embracing  links  the  lovely  to  detain. 
Stnilfst  thuu.  gorgeous  Rower  t 
— Oh '.  within  the  spelia 
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Of  thy  lienuty'a  power. 
Something  diinly  dwells, 
Al  ynriance  with  a  world  ot  sorrows  and  fkrewella. 

AIJ  the  soul  Ibrlh  floH 

A 
Hayelheync 


In  that  rich  pcri'urne, 
All  llie  protid  life  glowing 


vn"Bt  thou  but  the  daughtera 
Of  our  tearful  race? 
— Hcaveii'9  own  purest  waters 
Well  migbt  wear  the  ttnoe 
consuminate  form,  melting  lo  eofler  grace. 
Will  that  dime  enfold  ihee 

With  immortal  air  ? 
Shall  we  nf.1  behold  thee 
Bright  and  deyllili'sa  there  ? 
it-luslre  clothed,  tranacendently  more  fair  f 
Yeal  my  fancy  sees  thee 

In  that  lirfit  disoloac. 
And  its  dream  ihut!  frees  Ihee 
St  of  woes, 


NIGHT-BLOWING  FLOWERS. 
Chtltiren  of  nighl !  unfoldiug  raeekJy,  slowly 
To  the  sweet  hretithings  of  the  shadowy  hours, 
When  dark-blue  heavens  look  softest  and  most  hoi 
And  glow-worm  hght  is  in  the  forest  howete ; 

To  solemn  things  and  deep. 

To  spitit-haanted  sleep, 

To  thoughts,  all  purified 

From  earth,  ye  seem  sllied  ; 
0  dedicated  flowers ! 
Ye,  from  the  gaze  of  crowds  your  bcouty  veiling, 
Keep  in  dim  vestal  urns  the  sweetness  shrined  ; 
Till  the  mild  moon,  on  high  serenely  sailing. 
Looks  on  you  tenderly  anil  sadly  kind. 

—So  doth  love's  dreammg  heart 

Dwell  from  the  throng  apart. 

And  but  to  shsdes  disclose 
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Oo  aoth  lone  prayer  arise, 
Mingling  wiiS  secwi  sigha. 
When  grief  unfolds,  like  yon. 
Her  breaat,  for  heatenly  dew 
In  silent  boura  to  fill. 


THE  WANDERER  AND  THE  NIGHT  FLOWERS. 
Call  back  your  o Jots,  loviily  flowers, 

From  ilie  nialil  winds  calf  them  back  ; 
And  fold  your  leaves  till  the  laughing  honta 

Come  forth  In  the  sunbeam's  [rack  ) 
The  lark  lies  oouch'd  in  her  grasey  nest, 

And  the  honey  bee  is  gone. 
And  all  bright  rhings  are  away  to  rest, 

Why  walch  ye  here  alone? 
Is  not  your  world  a  mournful  one. 

When  your  sisters  close  their  eyes, 
And  your  soft  breath  meuls  not  a  line-erinn  ton- 

or  song  in  the  atatty  skies  7 
Take  ye  no  joy  m  the  dayapring's  birth 
When  It  kmdies  the  sparks  of  dew  ' 
And  the  thousand  strains  of  (be  fotesfa  mitlh. 

Shall  they  gladden  all  but  yoa  f 
Shut  your  sweet  bells  till  the  fawn  comes  out 

On  the  sonny  turf  to  play. 
And  die  woodland  child  wiih  a  fairy  shoul 

Gofs  dancing  on  its  way  ! 
"  ^?^-  '*'  ""'■  S'liniiowy  beauty  hloom 

When  the  atnra  give  qiuel  %h(. 
And  let  iis  ofier  out  feint  perfiune 

On  the  silent  shrine  of  night. 
"  Call  it  not  wasted,  the  scent  we  lend 
To  the  breeze,  when  no  step  is  nigh  ; 
Oh  ihua  for  ever  [he  earth  should  send 

Her  groleful  breath  on  high '. 
"And  lave  us  as  emblems,  night's  dewy  flowers, 

Ui  hopes  unto  sorrow  given 
That  spring  through  the  gloom  of  the  darkest  hours 
Lookmg  alone  to  heaven  !" 


ECHO-SONG 
In  (hv  cnvern-hall, 

Ecliof  art  thou  sleeping  t 
By  the  fountain's  M 

Dreamy  silunce  keeping? 
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Yet  one  soft  note  borne 
From  the  shepherd's  horn, 
Wafces  ihce,  Echo'  inlo  music  leaping!, 
— Strange,  Bweel  Echo!  iiiio  niuac  leopm 
Then  the  woods  rejoice, 

Then  glad  Bounds  are  BweUing 
From  caoh  sisler-voiee 
Round  thy  rocky  dwelling ; 
And  iheir  sweet  nosa  tiife 
M  the  hollow  hi!l5, 
With  a  thousand  notes,  of  one  life  lelUng ! 
—Softly  mingled  notes,  of  one  life  lellmg. 
Echo !  in  my  heart 

Thus  deep  thoughts  are  lying, 
Silent  and  apart, 
Buried,  yet  uniiying. 


THE  MUFFLED  DRUM.t 

uffledt 

In  the  Pvrci .  - 

With  a  dull  deep  rolling, , 

Which  told  the  banilitts  round 

01'  a  soldier's  bunal  lite. 
But  it  told  them  not  how  dear. 

In  a  home  beyond  ths  m'ain, 
Was  the  warrior  youth  laid  low  that  hoot, 

Bjr  a  mountain-stream  of  Spain. 
The  oaks  of  England  waved 

O'er  the  slutiibers  of  his  race, 
But  a  pine  of  the  Ronoeval  made  moan 

Above  Ais  last  lone  place; 
When  the  mufHed  drum  was  heard 

In  the  Pyrenees  by  raghl, 
With  a  dull  deep  rolline  sound 
Which  call'd  atronee  echoes  round 

•To  the  soldier's  Bunal  nte. 
Brief  was  the  sorowhig  t 


By  the  s 
And  tossii 


L  from  battle  red, 
n  its  wave  the  plume 
stalely  head : 
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But  a  melhep-fioon  to  die. 

And  R  eister—long  to  weep, 
Even  ihen  were  brealhins  prayera  for  him, 

In  that  home  beyond  the  deep ; 
While  the  muffled  dram  waa  beard 

In  the  Pyrenees  hy  nighi, 
With  a  dull  deep  rolling  sound, 


THE  SWAN  AND  THE  SKYLARK 
"Adlen.Bdieu!  thypLalnUveanilieni  ftuJei 

£i  Ibe  neil  yai\es-lii&iea,"— Seals. 
"  Higher  still  ana  higHor 
From  the  earth  thou  jjitlngwl 
Like  a  dona  of  Are ; 
And  singing  <U11  ilmt  soar,  and  soaring  ev«r  slngeal."— SfteU* 
Mvasr  the  long  reeds  that  o'er  a  Grecian  stream 
Unto  the  &int  wind  aigh'd  melodiously, 
And  where  the  aculpture  of  a  broken  ahrine 
Sent  out  Ihroush  shadowy  grasa  and  thick  wild  nonreis 

Warbled  his  death-chant ;  and  a  poet  stood 
Listening  to  that  elrange  music,  as  it  shook 
The  lilies  on  the  wave  :  and  made  the  pines 
And  all  the  laurelsof  the  haunted  Ehore 
Thtill  to  its  passion.  Oh '.  the  tones  were  sweet 
Even  painfiilly — as  with  the  sweelneaa  wrung 
From  parting  love ;  and  to  the  poeFs  lliought 
This  was  their  language. 

"Summer,  I  depart  I 
O  light  and  laufihing  Bummer,  fere  thee  well ! 
No  BOiJg  the  less  through  thy  rich  wooda  swell, 

For  one,  one  broken  heart, 

"  And  fare  ye  well,  yoting  flowers ! 
Ye  will  not  motirii !  ye  will  shed  odor  still. 
And  wave  in  glory,  colorin?  every  rill. 

Know  to  my  yontirs  ii-esh  houi^. 

"  And  ye,  bright  founts,  that  lie 
Par  in  the  whispering  forests,  lone  and  deep. 
My  wing  no  more  shall  stir  your  shadowy  sleep— 
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"  No,  ever  glad  and  free ! 
fe  no  Bounds  a  lale  of  death  to  tell, 
ijoyouB  waves,  flow  on,  andiare  ye  welll 

Ye  will  not  mourn  for  me. 

"  But  thou,  5WI 


In  tlie  daik  hour  of  (a 

"  Only  to  wake  the  sighs 
Of  echo  -Toicea  from  their  spQrry  cell ; 
Only  to  fay — 0  aundiine  and  blueskiea! 

O  life  and  love,  tirewell !  " 
Thus  flow'd  the  death-chant  on ;  while  monmiully 
Low  winds  and  waves  made  answer,  and  the  tones 
Bulled  in  rocks  alotiK  the  Grecian  etream, 
Rocta  and  dim  caverns  of  old  Prophecy, 
Woke  to  respond :  and  all  the  air  was  fill'd 
With  that  one  siting  sotmd — "  Farewell,  Farewell  !"* 
— Fiird  with  thai  sound )  hi^  in  the  cairn  blue  heaven 
Even  then  a  skylark  hung  ;  soli  summer  clouds 
Where  floating  loimd  hini  all  transpierced  with  ligbl. 
And  'midst  that  pearly  radiance  his  dark  wings 
Qoiver'd  with  song !— such  free  triumphant  Bong, 
As  if  tears  were  n5t,-aa  if  breaking  hearts 
Had  not  a  place  below — and  thus  that  scrain 
Spoke  to  the  Poet's  ear  exullingly. 
"  The  summer  is  come ;  she  hath  said, '  Rejoice !" 
The  wild  woods  thrill  to  her  merry  voice  ; 
Her  sweet  brcatli  is  wandering  around,  on  high  ; 

Sing,  sing  through  the  echoing  sky ! 
"  There  is  joy  in  the  mountains ;  the  briEht  waves  Icbb 
Like  Ihe  boimding  stag  when  he  breaks  Irom  sleep 
Mirthfiilly,  wildly,  they  flash  along — 

— Let  the  heavens  ring  with  song ! 
"  Tnere  is  joy  in  the  forests  ;  the  bird  of  nighl 
Hathtnade  the  leaves  tremble  with  deep  delighl  j 
But  imne  is  the  glory  to  sunshine  eiven— 

Sing,  «ng  through  the  echoing  heaven ! 
"  Mine  are  the  wings  of  the  soaring  morn. 
Mine  are  Ihe  Iresh  galea  with  dayspiing  born ; 
Only  yoimg  rapture  can  mount  so  high— 

—Sing,  sing  through  the  echoing  skyT' 
So  &ose  two  voices  mi-t ;  so  Joy  and  Death 
Mingled  their  accents  ;  and  amidst  the  rush 


MvMerious  Nature !    Noi  in  Ihy  free  raiiBe 
Of  woods  and  wilda  atone,  ihon  biendeel  thm 
Tbs  dirge-note  and  the  song  of  featival ; 
But  in  one  heart,  one  chaiigeliil  human  heart — 
Ay,  and  within  one  hour  oflliat  strange  worid — 
Thou  call'st  their  music  forth,  with  all  iM  tonea 
To  startle  and  to  pierce '. — the  dying  swan's. 
And  the  giad  skybrli's — triumph  and  despair  1" 


SONGS  OF  SPAIN,* 


Fltno  forth  the 

And  thouffte^ 
Pour  down  thy  dark  sons  to  the  vintage  ot  fight ! 
Wake,  wake !  the  old  soil  where  thy  children  repose 
Sounds  hollciw  and  deep  to  the  trampling  of  foes! 
The  yoicea  are  mighty  that  swell  from  tlie  past, 
With  Arragon's  cry  on  the  fhrill  mountain  blast ; 
The  ancient  sierras  give  strength  to  our  tread. 
Their  pines  murmur  eong  where  bright  blood  had  heen 
—Fling  forth  the  proud  banner  of  Leon  again, 
And  shout  ye  "  Castila !  to  the  reacnc  for  E5paui !" 

II.— THE  ZEGRI  MAID. 
[The  ZEgris  were  ore  nf  the  most  illuMriou!  Moorish  tribe!. 


AsitfilI'dth 

"  Alas  i  for  her  that  loveth 

Her  land's,  her  kindred's  foe  ! 
Where  a  Christian  Spaniard  roveth, 

Should  a  Zegri's  spirit  go  J 
"  From  thy  glance,  my  gentle  mother! 

I  bIiiIi,  with  shame  oppresa'd. 
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And  the  dork  eye  ol  my  brotUer 

— Where  eummei  leaves  were  raghing 

Thus  mag  the  Zegri  mniJ, 
While  the  criniaon  day  wi.s  dying 

In  ihe  ivhispery  olive  shade. 
"  And  for  all  thia  heart's  weallh  wasted, 

ThlBWoe  in  secret  home. 
This  flower  of  young  life  blasted, 

Should  I  win  back  aught  but  scorn  ? 
By  aughl  but  daily  dying 

Would  my  lone  ttuih^  repaid  1" 
— Where  the  olive  leaves  were  sighing, 

Thus  sang  ihe  Zegri  maid- 


ni,-THE  RIO  VERDE  SONG. 


id  CtailsIlHD.    Ttie  ba 


Win  her  that  weepelh 

To  slumber  from  woe  ; 
Bid  thy  wave's  muwc 

Boll  through  her  dreams. 
Grief  ever  loveth 

The  kind  voice  of  slreama 
Bear  her  lone  spirit 

Afar  on  ihe  sound 


Flow,  Rio  Verde  f 

Softly  flow  on ! 

Dark  glaeay  water 

Love,  death,  and  sorrow 
Know  ihy  green  shore. 

Thou  should'st  have  echoes 
For  grief's  deepest  tone — 

Flow,  Rio  Verde, 
Softly  llowoni 
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IV,— SEEK  BY  THE  SILVERY  DARRO. 


haSo"ll 


._    leleft  nofoolaleps) 
— Weep,  weep,  the  maid  is  gone 
S*ck  whets  our  lady's  image 

Smilea  o'er  the  pine-huny  steep ; 
Heat  yenonhere  her  vespera  ! 

— Weep  tot  tlie  patted,  weep  I 
Seek  in  the  porch  where  vine-leaven 

O'eishade  her  father's  head! 
— Ate  his  grey  haitB  left  lonely  1 
—Weep  '.  hct  bright  soul  is  fled. 


v.— SPANISH  EVENING  HYMN. 
Ave  !  now  let  prayer  and  music 
Meet  in  !ove  on  earth  and  sea ! 
Now,  sweet  Mother !  may  the  weary 
Turn  from  this  cold  world  to  Ihee ! 
From  the  wide  and  tearless  waters 

Heat  the  sailor's  hymn  arise  ■ 
From  his  watch-fire  midat  tht 

Lo '.  to  thee  the  shepherd  cries  '. 
Yet.  when  thus  full  hearts  find  voices 

If  o'erbutden'd  souls  [liere  be. 
Dark  and  silent  in  their  anguish, 

Aid  those  captives  eel  them  Iree  ! 

Touch  them,  every  fount  unaeslina. 

Where  the  frozen  teota  he  deep ; 


ffl.—BIRD,  THAT  ART  SINGING  ON  EURO'S  SIDE. 
BiBD,  that  art  singing  on  Ebta's  side  I 
Where  myrtle  shadows  mslie  dim  the  tide. 
Doth  sorrow  dwell  'midst  the  leaves  with  thee ! 
Doth  song  avail  iby  full  heart  to  free  7 

— Bhd  o(  the  midnight's  purple  eky  ! 

Teach  me  the  qiell  of  thy  melody. 

Bird!  ia  it  blighted  aflection's  pain, 

""■ the  sad  sweetness  fiows  through  thy  strain  I 


When  thy  [one  music  the  leaves  hath 
—Bird  of  the  midnight's  purple  sky! 
Teach  me  the  spell  of  thy  melody. 
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MOORISH  GATJIERINO   SONG,— ETC.— ETC.  3 

VII.— MOORISH  GATHERING  SONG, 

Chaihs  on  the  cities '.  eloorn  in  tlie  air ! 
Come  to  the  hills !  fresh  breozes  are  there. 
Silence  and  fear  in  the  ricii  orange  bowers . 
Come  to  the  rocks  where  Ireedom  hath  lowers. 
Come  from  the  Darro !— changed  is  ila  lone ; 
Come  where  the  streams  no  bondage  have  known ; 
Wildly  and  proudly  foaming  they  leap, 
Singing  of  ireedom  fromsteep  to  ateep. 
Come  from  Alhambra !  garden  and  grove 
Kow  may  not  slielter  beauty  or  love. 
Blood  on  the  waleia,  death  'midst  the  floweral 
— -Only  the  epear  and  the  rock  are  oure. 

VIIL— THE  SONG  OF  MINA'S  SOLDIERS. 
We  heard  thy  name,  0  Mina '. 

Far  through  our  hills  it  rang ; 
A  Bound  more  strong  than  tempests, 

More  keen  than  amior's  clang. 
The  peasant  left  hts  vintage, 

The  shepherd  grasp'd  the  spear— 
— Wc  heard  lily  name,  O  Mina ! 

The  mountain  bands  ate  here. 
As  eagleB  to  the  dayspring. 

As  torrents  to  the  sea. 
From  every  dark  sierra 

So  rash'd  our  hearts  to  thee. 
Thv  spirit  is  our 

T|- 

Thy^ 


Thine  eye  our  beacon^^.^ 


in  bands  are  thine. 


IX.-MOTHER,  OH !  SING  ME  TO  REST. 

Mother  !  oh,  sing  me  to  rest 
As  in  my  bright  days  departed: 
Sing  to  thy  child,  the  siek-heatted. 

Songs  for  a  spirit  opptess'd. 
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-Muihoi,oh,3ingmeioreli! 

Takf  back  thj  bin)  lo  its  nest ! 
Weary  is  young  life  when  blighted, 
Heavy  this  love  untequiled  ;— 

—Mother,  oh  1  sing  me  lo  rest ! 


X— THERE  ARE  SOUNDS  IN  THE  DARK  RON'CblSVJ 

There  are  sounda  in  the  dark  Ronceavallea, 

There  are  echoes  onBiscay's  wild  shore - 
There  are  murmura— but  not  of  the  torrent. 

Nor  the  wind,  nor  the  piiie-Ibrest'fl  roar. 
'Tis  a  day  of  the  spear  and  the  banner, 

or  armings  and  hurried  fareivclls  ; 
Rise,  tise  on  your  mountains,  ye  Spaniards ; 

Or  start  from  your  old  ballle-dells. 
There  are  streams  of  unconquer'd  Astarias, 

That  have  roU'd  with  your  lather's  free  blood ; 


THE  CURFEW-SONG  OF  ENGLAND. 
Hare  !  from  the  dim  chun;h  tower. 

The  deep  sJow  ci  "    '     ' ' 
— A  heavy  r — '  - 

InEnglan 

Sadly  'twas  heard  bv  him  w 

From  the  fields  of  his  lo  ' 


vho  miuht  not  see  hi 
lis  children's  eyes  m 


Which  had  cheer'd  the  hoard  with  the  mirlhfiil  woid 

And  the  red  wine's  fbuniing  flow  I 
Uutil  that  sullen  boding  kne if 

Flung  out  from  every  fane. 
On  harp,  and  lip,  and  spirit,  fell, 

With  a  weight  and  witli  a  chain. 
Woe  for  the  pilgrim  then. 

In  the  wild  deer's  fcrcst  far  1 
No  colioge-lamp,  to  the  haunts  of  men. 

Might  guide  him,  as  a  star. 
And  woe  for  him  whoan  wDkefii!  soul. 

With  lone  aspiriniis  fill'd, 
Would  hiive  lived  u'ei-  some  immortal  scroll, 

While  (he  sounds  of  eonli  were  siiU'd ! 
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Ajid  yel  a  deeper  woe 

For  the  watcher  by  the  bed. 
Where  the  fondly  loved  in  pcin  lay  low. 

In  pain  and  sleepless  dread  ! 
For  the  mother,  Joom'd  tinsoen  to  keep 

By  ihe  dying  babe,  her  place, 
And  to  leelits  flitting  pulse,  and  weep, 

Yet  not  heboid  its  face  ! 
Darkness  in  chieftain's  hall ! 

Darkness  in  peasnnt's  cot ! 
While  freedom,  under  that  shadowy  pall, 

Sal  mouminff  o'er  her  lot. 
Oh  1  the  fire-side's  peace  we  well  may  prij« ! 

For  blood  hath  flow'd  like  rain. 
Fonr'd  forth  to  make  sweet  sanctuaries 

Of  England's  homes  agoin. 


Gather  ye  round  the  holy  hearth. 

And  by  its  eladdening  blaze, 
IJnto  thankfurbllK  we  will  change  our 

With  a  thou^l  of  the  olden  days ! 


THE  CALL  TO  BATTLE. 


The  vesper-bell,  frotn  ehurch  and  tower, 

Had  si-nt  its  dying  sonnd  ; 
And  the  household,  m  the  hush  of  eve, 

Were  met,  their  porch  around. 

A  voice  rang  through  the  olive-wood,  with  a  sudden  tnimpel's 
powe^—  [thering  liouiw 

"We  rise  on  all  our  hills!  come  forth  !  'tis  thy  country's  ga- 

There's  a  gleam  of  spears  by  every  stream,  in  each  old  bottle- 
dell—  [well ! 

Come  forth,  young  Juan  !  hid  thy  home  a  brief  and  proud  fete- 
Then  the  fother  gave  his  sim  the  swoid, 

Which  a  hooihed  fight'  had  seen— 
"  Away  !  and  bear  it  Isick,  my  boy '. 
All  Siat  it  still  hadi  been! 
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The  lion-like  awakening  of  Ihe  rouseil  indignanl  land  X 
OaTchaee  GhaU  sound  llirough  eacli  delib  where  Bwept  the 

Wi(h  the  flying  foolstepB  of  the  Moor  in  elorniy  ajjes  past," 
Then  the  mother  kiss'd  her  eon  with  trara 

That  o'er  his  dark  locks  fell : 
"I  bless,  1  blera  thee  o'er  and  o'et, 
Yet  I  stay  thee  nol~Farewell  !" 
"  One  moment !  but  one  moment  give  to  pnrtUig  thought  or 


And  a  maiden's  fond  adieu  was  heard, 

Though  deep,  yet  brief  and  low: 
"  In  the  vigil  in  the  conflict,  love ! 
My  prayer  shall  with  thee  go '." 
"  Come  forth !  come  as  the  torrent  comes  when  the  winter's 

chain  U  burst! 
So  tHShes  on  the  land's  revenge,  m  night  and  ailence  nursed- 
The  night  is  past,  the  silence  o'er — on  all  our  hills  we  rise — 
We  wait  thee,  youth!  sleep, dream  no  more !  the  voice  of  bal 
lie  cries.'* 
There  were  sad  hearts  id  n  darften'd  home. 

When  the  brave  had  left  their  bower; 
Bat  the  slrength  of  prayer  and  sacrifice 
Was  with  iTiem  in  that  hour. 


SONGS  FOR  SUMMER  HOURS. 


wiiU  various  emoUnns,  by  ilieajBhl  of  alomb  wti 

The;  have  wander'd  in  their  glee 
With  the  butterfly  and  bee  ; 
ITiey  have  clirab'd  o'er  heathery  swells. 
They  have  wound  through  forest  dells; 
Mountain  mos  hath  felt  their  tread. 
Woodland  streams  their  way  have  led ; 
Flowers,  in  deepest  shadowy  nooks, 
NmBlings  of  the  loneliest  brooks. 
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THE  W ANDEREKG  WIND. 

Unto  them  have  yielJed  up 

Fragranl;  bell  and  Elany  cup : 

ChapletB  are  on  every  brow— 

What  halh.Htaid  the  wand'rera  nowT 

Lo  !  a  grey  and  raslic  tomb, 

Bower'd  amidst  the  rich  wood  gloom ; 

Whence  these  words  tiieir  slnc&en  spmlB  melt. 

— "  I  too,  Shepherds !  in  Arcadia  dwelt." 

There  is  many  a  Bummer  sound 

That  pale  sepulchre  aroundj 

Through  tlie  shade  younc  birds  are  glancing, 

Kiaecl'Wings  in  aun^atreaks  dancing ; 

Glimpses  oT  bine  feslal  skies 

Fourmg  in  when  soft  winds  rise ; 

Violets  o'er  the  turf  below 

Shedding  out  their  warmest  glow ; 

Yet  B  spirit  not  its  own    , 

O'er  the  greenwood  now  la  thrown ! 

Something  of  an  undcr-note 

Through  Its  music  seems  to  float. 

Something  of  a  silliness  grey 

Creeps  across  the  laughing  day : 

Somethuig,  dimly  from  those  old  words  felt, 

— "  I  loo,Bheplierds  !  in  Arcadia  dwelt." 

Was  some  gentle  kindred  maid 

In  that  grave  with  dirges  laid  ? 

Some  fcir  creature,  with  the  tone 

Of  whose  voice  a  jov  is  gone. 

Leaving  melody  and  mirth 

Poorer  on  this  aller'd  earlhl 

[s  it  thus  I  that  90  they  stand, 

Dropping  flowers  from  every  hand  I 

Flowera  and  lyres,  and  gather  d  store 

Of  red  wild-fniil  priied  no  more ! 

—No!  from  that  bright  band  of  morn. 

Not  cne  link  halh  yet  been  torn; 

'Tis  the  shadow  of  the  tomb 

Falhng  o'er  the  summer-bloom, 

O'er  the  flush  of  love  and  life 

Pusdng  with  a  sudden  strife  ; 

'TiB  the  low  prophetic  breath 

Murmuring  from  that  house  of  death, 

Whose  fiiint  whisper  thus  their  hearts  can  melt, 

"  1 100,  Shepherds !  in  Arcadia  dwelt." 


II.— THE  WANDERING  WIND. 
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Wlience  ia  the  tbiilling  iiiaaic 

Of  ila  tones  nmongat  the  leaves  I 
Oh !  iH  it  from  the  waters, 

Oi  from  the  long  tall  grass '. 
Or  is  it  from  the  hollow  rocka 

Through  which  its  breathings  paml 
Or  is  it  from  the  coicea 

Of  all  in  one  conibined, 
Thm  it  wins  the  tone  of  miislery  1 

The  Wind,  the  wandwing  Wind  ! 
No,  no !  the  strange,  sweet  accents 

Thnt  with  it  come  and  go, 
They  are  not  from  the  osieis, 

Nor  the  fir-treea  whispering  low. 
They  are  not  of  the  waters, 

Noroftheeavem'dhid: 
'Tia  the  human  love  within  as 

That  gives  them  power  lo  thrill, 
They  touch  the  links  of  memory 

Around  our  spirits  twined. 
And  we  start,  and  weep,  and  tremble. 

To  the  Wind,  the  wandering  Wind! 


Ht.— YE  ARE  NOT  Misa-D,  FAIR  FL0WER8. 

Ye  ate  not  miss'd,  tair  flowets,  that  late  were  spreadrng 

The  summer's  glow  by  tbunl  and  breezy  grot ; 
There  falls  the  dew,  its  iairy  lavors  shedding. 

The  leaves  dance  t>n,  the  young  birds  nii£8  you  not. 
Still  plays  the  sparkle  o'er  the  tippling  water, 

Olil];!  whence  thy  cup  of  pearl  is  gone  ; 
The  bright  wave  mourns  not  for  its  loveliest  daughter, 

There  is  no  sorrow  in  ihe  wind's  low  lone. 
And  ihon,  meek  hyacinth !  afar  is  roving 

The  bee  that  oft  thy  Uembling  bells  hnth  kiss'd  ; 
Cradled  ye  were,  liiir  flowers!  'midst  all  things  lovin", 

A  joy  lo  all— yet,  yet,  ye  ara  not  mias'd  ! 
Ye,  that  were  bom  to  lend  Ihe  sunbeam  gladness, 

And  the  winds  fragrance,  vrandeting  where  ihpy  list. 


IV.— WILLOW  SONG. 
Willow!  in  thy  breezy  moan. 
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Through  Ihy  leaves  com 

Fainl  sweet  sounds  of  Ion 

Willow 

whispering  low 
sighiaif  willow  I 

Many  a  mnurnful  tale  of  old 
Heart-aick  love  to  thee  bath  told, 
Gathering  from  ihy  golden  bough 
Leaves  to  cool  bia  burning  brow. 

WiUow,  sighing  willow  1 

Many  a  awan-like  song  lo  thee 
Hath  been  song,  ihoa  gentle  tree  ! 
Many  a  lute  its  last  laraenl 

Willow,  sighhig  willow! 

Therefore,  w 
Si^forswee 
And  for  tune 
And  for  love 

ve  and  tnu 
a  tree  lions 
ul  voices  II 
whose  hea 

t  hath  bled. 

V.-LEAVE  ME  NOT  Y"ET. 
Leive  me  not  yet — chrough  rosy  skies  from  fa 


Not  yet!— oh,  hark!  low  tones  from  hidden  streanu. 
Piercing  the  shivery  leaves,  even  now  arise  ; 

Their  voices  mingle  not  with  daylieht  dreams, 
They  ate  of  vespei's  hymns  and  Tiarmonies  : 

Leave  me  not  yet ! 


VI.— THE  ORANGU  BOUGH. 

Oh!  bring  me  one  sweet  orange-bough 
To  fen  my  cheek,  to  cool  my  brow ; 

And  hmd  it,  molher !  on  my  breast ! 

Go,  seek  the  grove 
Whose  odors  1  mu 

along  the  ^ore, 
St  breathe  no  more  i 

Cioo^lc 


The  grove  where  every  scented  tree 

Tiaiib  U>  the  deep  voice  of  the  sea. 

Oil  1  Love's  fond  sifha,  and  fervent  prayer. 

And  wild  farewell,  are  lingering  there  ■ 

Each  leofB  light  whigier  hath  a  lone,  ' 

My  taint  heart,  eveti  in  deoth,  would  own. 

Then  bear  me  t 

Liies  parting  sv 

And  bmd  il,  mou.=. ;  on  in. 

When  I  am  laid  in  lonely  re 


VJl.— THE  STREAM  SET  FRKC. 


„      .ing stream  set  free. 
The  troubled  iiaunis  of  care  and  atrife 

Were  not  for  thee ! 
The  woodland  ia  thy  country, 

Thoa  art  all  iia  own  again  ; 
The  wild  birds  are  thy  kmdred  race, 

Tiiat  fear  no  chain, 
flow  on,  rejoice,  make  tnudc 

Unto  the  glistening  leaves ! 
Thou,  the  beloved  ofbalmy  winda 

And  golden  eves. 
Otice  more  the  holy  Btarlighl 

Sfeepa  calm  upon  thy  brsasl. 
Whose  brightncs  beats  no  token  more 

Flow,  and  lei  freeborti  mueio 

Flow  with  thy  wavy  line, 
While  the  stock-dove's  linirering,  loving  vt 

Comes  blent  wiih  iMne. 
And  the  green  reeds  quivering  o'er  thee 

Strings  of  the  forest-lyre. 
All  fill'd  with  answering  spirit-sounds. 

In  joy  respire. 
Ye". 'midst  ihy  song's  gjad  changes, 

On !  keep  one  pitying  tone 
Foraentle  hearts,  that  tear  to  thee 

Their  sadness  lone. 
One  sound,  of  all  the  deepest. 

To  bring,  like  healing  dew, 
A  sense,  that  nature  ne'er  forsakes 

Ine  meek  and  true. 


tA^OOt^lC' 


Vill.— THE  SUMMER'S  CALL. 

Come  away !  Ihe  Bonny  hours 
Woo  iheefer  to  founts  and  boweiB. 
O'er  the  very  waters  now. 

In  their  play, 
Flowers  are  shedding  beauty's  glow- 
Come  Bway ; 
Where  the  lily's  tender  Rleam 
QuiveiB  on  the  glancing  stream- 
Come  away ! 

ound, 

Mnrmara  through  the  shadowy  grasa 

Lightly  stray : 
Faint  winds  whi^r  as  they  pass- 


In  the  skies  the  sapphire  blue 
Now  hath  won  its  richest  hue ; 
In  the  woods  the  breath  of  song 

Night  and  day 
Floats  with  lealy  scents  along— 

Where  the  boughs  with  dewy  gloom 

Darken  each  thick  bed  of  bloom— 

Come  away '. 

In  the  deep  heart  of  the  rose 
Now  the  crimson  lose-hue  glows  j 
Now  the  glow-worm's  lamp  by  mght 

Sheds  a  ray, 
starry,  greenly  b 

Come  away ! 
Where  the  fairy  cup-mess  lies, 
With  the  wild-wood  ettawbemcs. 

Come  away  I 
Now  each  tree  by  summer  crown'd. 
Sheds  its  own  rich  twilight  round ; 
Glancing  there  from  sun  to  shade, 

Bright  wings  play ; 


There  the  deer  its  couch  hath  made— 

Where  the  Bmoolh  leaves  of  the  lime 
Glisten  in  their  honey-tinie — 
Come  owav— -away! 


IX,-OH!  SKYLARK,  FOR  TilY  WING. 

Oh'.  Skylark,  for  thy  wing! 
Thou  bird  of  joy  and  light. 
That  I  might  soar  anil  sing 
At  heaven's  empyreal  height '. 

With  tlie  heoltiery  liilla  henealh  me. 

Whence  the  sireama  in  glory  spring, 
And  the  peai  iy  clouds  to  wreath  me, 
Oh,  Skylark !  on  ihy  wing ! 
free,  free  from  earth-bom  fear, 

I  would  nuige  the  bleaaod  akiea. 

Through  the  blue  divinely  clear. 

Where  thf' '" ' 


n  thy  wing. 
But  oh  '.  tlie  silver  chords, 

That  around  the  heart  are  spun. 
From  gentle  tones  and  words, 
And  kind  eyes  that  malic  our  snn '. 
To  Home  low  sweet  neat  returning:, 
How  soon  my  love  would  bring, 
There,  *Acre  the  dews  of  moining. 
Oh,  Sl;ylatk !  on  thy  wing ! 


GENIUS  SINGING  TO  LOVE. 

Whatever  tnues  and  nieTanctioly  pleasures 

Or  where  the  lall  arasa  'mid  ihe  beatb-plaal  waves. 

MuTjnar  and  musit  thin  of  sudden  breeze."— Cslervlga. 
I  BEiBD  a  Bong  npon  the  wandering  wind, 
A  song  of  many  tones — though  one  fiitl  soul 
Breathed  through  them  all  implorin^y ;  and  made 
All  nature  aa  they  paaa'd,  all  quirenng  leaves 
And  low  tespotuive  reeds  wnd  waters  Ihnll, 
As  with  (be  consciouSHess  of  human  prayer. 
—At  limes  the  passion-kindleil  melody 


Cloot^lc 


Might  seeni  ro  gush  ("roiii  Sappho's  fcrvein  hearl, 
Over  ihe  wild  sea-wave  ;— al  times  the  strain 
FInw'd  with  more  plaintive  sw^etn^sa,  as  ii  bom 
Of  Pelrarch's  voice,  beside  Ihe  lone  Vaucluse  i 
And  eomelimeB,  with  its  melancholy  swell, 
A  eraver  aoand  was  mingled,  a  deep  note 
OfTaBSo'B  holy  lyre-yet  still  the  tones 
Were  of  a  suppliant ; — ''Leave  lae  ■OBt.'"  was  sliU 
The  burden  of  their  music;  and  I  knew 
The  lay  which  Genius,  in  ila  loneliness, 
Its  own  still  world  amidst  th'  o'erpeopled  woilci 
Hath  ever  breathed  to  Love. 
They  crown  me  with  the  glistening  crown 
Borne  &om  a  deathless  tree ; 
I  hear  the  pealing  music  of  renown — 

0  Love '.  forsake  me  not ' 
Mine  were  a  lone  dark  lot 

Bereftofthee! 
They  lell  me  tnat  my  soul  can  tlirow 
A  glory  o'er  the  earth  ; 
From  thee,  from  (See,  is  caught  tJial  golden  glow! 
Shed  by  thy  gentle  eyes 
It  gives  to  flower  and  sides, 
A  bright  new  birth! 
Thence  gleams  the  path  of  morning 
Over  the  kindling  hills,  a  sunny  zone : 

Thenee  to  its  heart  of  hearts  the  rose  is  burning 
Wilh  lustre  not  its  own ! 

Thence  every  wood-recess 
Is  filled  with  lovelinss, 
Each  bower,  to  ring-doves  and  dim  violeiH  known 

I  see  all  beauty  by  the  ray 
That  streameth  from  thy  smile  ; 
Oh !  beor  it,  bear  it  not  owny ! 
Can  that  sweet  light  besuile  T 
Too  pure,  too  spirit-lite,  it  seems, 
To  linger  long  by  earthly  streams  ; 

1  elasp  it  with  th'  alloy 

Of  fear  'midat  quivering  joy, 
Yet  must  ]  peiish  if  the  gill  dcpan— 
Leave  me  not,  Love  !  to  mine  own  beating  heart ! 

The  music  from  my  lyre 
With  thy  swift  step  would  flee  ; 

The  world's  cold  breath  wonid  quench  the  fltairy  fi» 
In  my  deep  soul— a  temple  fill'il  wilh  thee  1 
SeBl'd  would  the  fountains  lie, 
The  waves  of  harmony, 
Which  thou  alone  canst  fiee  ! 
Uke  a  shrine  'midst  rocks  forsaken, 
Whence  the  orjicic  lialh  fled  ; 
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Idke  a  harp  whjfih  none  nuffht  w 

But  a  mjghly  iiiasier  dead  ; 
Ijike  the  vase  of  o  perfume  soalte; 

Such  would  my  spirit  be  ; 
So  mute,  so  void,  so  ahatler  d, 

Bereft  of  thee! 
Leave  me  not,  Love  !  or  if  iliia  et 

Yield  not  tor  thee  a  home, 
Ifthebr-  ■  

Send 


■right  Bummer-lsnd  oi  thy  pi 
.  iHeea  ■' 


Over  iie  pi , 

With  all  th'  Elvsian  hues 

Thy  pathway  that  suffuse, 
With  joy,  with  muBic,  from  the  feding  grove, 


VVahtob  JVnB  F.ari 
Bema  music !  stir  the  brooding  air 

With  an  ethereal  breath  I 
Bring  sounds,  my  stru^hng  soul  to  bear 

Up  from  the  eouch  of  deslh ! 
A  voice,  a  flute,  a  dreamy  lay, 

Such  a£  the  southern  breeze 
Might  wDfl,  at  golden  fall  of  day. 

O'er  blue  transparent  seas  f 
Oh  no !  not  such  that  lineerin?  spell 

Would  lure  me  back  to  (ifoT 
When  my  wean'd  heart  hath  said  farevrell. 

And  passed  the  gates  of  strife. 
Let  not  a  Eiah  of  human  love 

Blend  with  the  song  its  tone ! 
Let  no  disturbing  echo  move 

One  that  must  die  alone  1 
But  pour  a  solemn-breathing  stisin 

Fill'd  with  the  soul  of  prayer  I 
Let  a  life's  conflict  fear  and  pain, 

And  trembling  hope  be  therei 


MARSHAL  SCHWEKIN'S  GRAVE. 
Deeper,  ysf  deeper!  in  my  thought 

Lieamora  prevDiling  sound, 
A  harmony  intensely  Ttauglit 

Wirfi  pleading  moip  priabund : 
Apite^on  unto  inuazc  given, 

A  flweet  yet  piercing  cry : 
A  breaking  heart's  appeal  to  Heaven, 

A  bright  faith's  victory ! 
Deeper!    Oh!  may  no licher power 

Be  in  those  notea  enshrined  ? 
Can  all,  which  crowds  on  earth's  last  honr. 

No  fuller  language  find  1 
Away !  and  hush  the  leeble  song. 

And  let  the  chord  be  etill'd  I 
For  in  enoiher  land  erelong 

My  dream  shall  be  fuliilUi. 


MARSH4L  cifllWFPIK'S  CRAVE 


Thod  duJst  fall  m  the  field  with  thy  silver  hair, 

And  B  banner  in  thy  hand , 
Thou  wert  hid  to  rost  Irom  thy  battles  there. 

By  a  proudly  mournful  bond 
In  the  camp,  on  the  steed,  to  the  bugle's  blast 

Thy  long  bright  yeara  had  Eped  : 
And  a  waiiior'a  bier  whs  diine  a:  last. 

When  the  snows  had  crown'd  thy  head, 
Many  had  fallen  by  thy  side  old  chief! 

Brothers  and  friends,  perchance ; 
But  thou  wert  yet  ns  the  fiideless  leaf, 

And  hght  was  in  lliy  glance. 
The  soldier's  heart  at  Ijiy  step  leap'd  high 

And  tliy  voice  the  wai'-hoite  knew : 
And  the  first  to  arm,  when  the  foe  was  nigh, 

Wert  tiiou  the  bold  and  true. 
Now  mny'st  thou  slumber — thy  work  is  done — 

Thou  of  the  well-worn  sword ! 
From  the  alonny  fight  in  thy  feme  thou'rt  gone. 


vas  In  fte  lea^ 
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A  quiet  home  from  the  noonday's  glare, 
And  the  breath  of  the  winlry  blsisi— 

Diilet  thoa  (oil  through  the  days  of  thy  silvery  hair. 
Towinlheebutt&atlaat! 


THE  FALLEN  LIME-TREE, 
Oh,  joy  of  the  peaaont !    O  stately  lime  ! 
Thou  art  fall'n  in  Iby  golden  honey-time. 
Thou  whose  wavy  shadows, 

Lon^  and  long  ago, 
Screen'd  oar  grey  ftirefathera 
From  the  noontide's  glow ; 
Thou,  beneath  whoao  branelies, 

Touch'd  with  nJBralignt  gleams, 
Lajjonr  early  poeis, 

fauy  drcoms. 


Where  shall  now  the  weary 
Real  through  summet  eves  ! 

Or  the  bee  find  honey, 
As  on  lliy  sweet  leaves? 

Where  fhall  now  the  ringdove 

_^  Build  again  her  neat  1 

thy  iregrant 
re  than  the  ringdovi 
These  may  yet  find  eovei 
Leafy  aiicf  profound. 


Clinging  all  to  thee, 

When  shall  they  be  gatli 

Round  another  tree! 


SOWGS  OF  CAPTIVITY. 


3se  hour  for  diatant  homea  to  weep 
'Midst  Aftlc's  burning  aande, 

Jne  silent  sunset  hour  was  given 
To  the  davoB  of  many  lands. 


j^t^ogtc 


They  sQjr  beneath  a  lonely  palm. 

In  ihe  gnrden'a  of  their  \oti; 
And  mingling  wilh  ihe  fiiunlmn  b  tone, 

Their  eongs  of  exile  jiuur'd. 
And  Btxangely,  sadiv,  did  those  lays, 

Ctf  Ahi  and  iioean  sound, 
With  Afrlc^B  wild  red  skies  aixiTC, 

And  HoteuiQ  wastea  around 
Broken  wilh  tears  wer(^  oft  their  tones. 

And  most  when  moat  thuy  tritd 
To  hrcathe  of  hope  and  liheny, 

From  hearts  that:  inly  died. 
So  met  the  sons  of  many  hinds. 

Parted  by  mount  and  main  : 

Made  kiniired  by  Ihe  chain. 

1,-THE  BROTHEil'3  IJIRGB 
In  the  proud  old  fanes  of  BiiglDnd 

My  warrior-falhers  lie, 
Banners  hang  droonins  o'er  their  dust 
With  gorgeoas  blnmnry. 
Bui  thou,  but  thou,  my  biolhor ! 
O'er  thee  dark  billows  sweep 
The  beat  and  btavesl  heart  p!  oil 
Is  shrouded  by  the  deep. 
In  the  old  high  wars  of  England 

My  noble  lathers  bled  ; 
For  her  lion-kings  of  lance  and  spenr, 
They  went  down  to  the  dead. 
Bui  ihou,  but  thou,  my  brother  I 
T/m  life-drops  flow'd  lor  me— 
WouU  I  were  wilh  thee  in  thy  rest. 
Young  sleeper  of  the  sea. 
In  a  ^elter'd  home  of  England 

Our  sister  dwells  alone, 
Willi  quick  heart  listening  for  the  sound 
Of  footsteps  that  are  gone, 
She  littfe  dreams,  my  brother! 

Of  the  wild  fiiie  we  hnve  found; 
I,  'midst  the  Afric  sands  a  slave 
Thou,  by  (he  dark  seas  bound. 


II.-THE  ALPINE  HORN. 
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6  I.YRKS. 

Once  more — bul  onco — and  die '. 
Yet, no!  'midal  breezy  hills  thy btealli. 

So  full  of  hope  and  mom, 
Would  win  ine  from  the  bed  of  death — 

O  joyous  Alpine  horn ! 
Bat  here  the  echo  of  that  blast. 

To  many  a  battle  known, 
Seema  mournfully  to  wander  paal, 

A  wild,  shrill,  wailing  lone  I 
Haunt  me  no  mote  !  for  davery'a  air 

Thy  croud  notes  were  not  bnrn  - 
The  dr. 

Be  hi 

III.— 0  YE  VOICES. 

O  T£  voices  round  my  own  hearth  singing '. 

As  the  winds  of  May  to  memory  sweet. 
Might  I  set  return,  a  worn  heart  bringing. 

Would  those  vernal  tones  the  wanderer  ^reet, 
Once  again  I 
Never,  never.  Spring  baih  smiled  and  parted 

Oft  since  then  your  fond  farewell  was  said  ; 
O'er  (be  green  turf  of  the  gentle-hearted 

Summer's  hand  the  rose^eaves  may  have  shed. 
Oft  again? 
Or  if  fl^Il  around  my  heart  ye  linger, 

Yet,  aweet  voices !  there  must  chunge  have  com. 
Yeara  have  queli'd  the  free  soul  of  ihe  singer. 

Vernal  tones  shall  greet  che  wanderer  home, 


IV.— I  DREAM  OF  ALL  TIIIUGS  FREE. 

I  SREtii  of  all  things  free  •■ 

Of  a  gallant,  gollant  bark. 
That  sweeps  through  storm  and  sea, 

Like  an  arrow  to  its  mark  ! 
Of  a  Blaa  that  o'er  the  hills 

Goes  founding  i 


toes  Gbundiiw  in  his  glee ; 
a  thousand  Bashing  rilla — 

ir  _ii  .•-■--p  gjjij  j^  Cfgg^ 
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FAR  O'ER  THE  SEA 

On  whose  breast  no  sail  may  be  ; 
Dailt  woods  around  it  shiver— 
—I  dream  of  all  things  free ! 
Of  a  happy  forest  child. 

With  ths  fawns  ond  flowers  al  play  , 
Of  an  Indian  'midst  the  wild, 

With  the  Btais  to  guide  hia  way . 
Of  a  chief  his  warrioia  leading, 

Of  an  archcr^s  greenwood  tree  :— 
Mv  heart  in  chaina  is  blficding, 

kndI-dreamofaUlhir.g8ftee! 

v.— FAR  O'ER  THE  SEA. 


Where  dante  the  peosam  bands 

Joyous  and  free  ! 
Under  a  kind  blue  sky. 
Where  doth  my  birthplace  he  . 

—Far  o'er  the  sea. 
Where  floats  the  myrlle-scenl 

O'er  vale  and  lea. 
When  evening  colb  the  dove 

Homewards  to  tiee  ( 
Where  doth  the  orange  gleam 
Softon  my  native  stream  1 

—Far  o'er  the  seal 
Where  are  sweet  eyes  of  love 

Watching  for  me! 
Where  o'er  the  cabin  tool 
Waves  the  green  tree  1 
Where  speaks  the  ycspet-chime 
Still  of  a  holy  time  7 
—Far o'er  the  sea! 
Dance  on  ye  vintage  bands, 

Fearless  and  free  1 
Still  fresh  and  greenly  wave, 
StKeleS'blne  skies' 
Though^.^^lo^Pr^'""''''^ 

VJ— THE  INVOCATION. 


,C.oot^lc 


I  Bee  ihee  wilh  ihy  e'eaming  hair, 

Inmidnighldreamg! 
Bui  told,  and  clear,  nnd  spiril-like, 

Thy  soft  eye  seems. 
Peace  in  ihy  raddest  houi-.  my  love  ' 

Dwell  on  thy  hrow  ; 
But  Gomettung  mourntully  divine 

There  Bliinelh  now ! 
And  Bilenl  over  ia  thy  lip, 

And  pale  thy  cheek  f— 
Oh !  art  thou  ennii'B.  or  ar:  Ihou  heoie 


VII,— THE  SONG  OF  HOPE. 

Droop  not,  my  hroihera !  I  hear  a  glnd  aitain 

We  shall  burs:  forth  like  slreama  from  the  winter  nl-hfa 

A  flag  13  unfurl'd  a  hright  star  of  llie  sea, 

A  ransom  approaches— we  yet  shall  be  free ! 

Where  the  pines  waTO,  where  the  lieht  chanioia  leaps, 

Where  the  lone  eagle  hath  bnilt  on  %e  steeps  r 

Where  the  anows  gliateii,  the  monnlain-rilia  loam. 

irte  as  the  lalcon  s  wing,  yet  sliall  we  foam. 

Where  the  hearth  shines,  where  the  kind  looka  are  met, 

where  the  smiles  mingle,  our  place  shall  be  yet! 

Crossing  Ihe  desert,  o'ersweepmg  ihe  aea — 

Droop  not,  my  Brothers  we  yel  ehall  be  free ! 


THE  BIRD  AT  SEA. 
BiBD  of  the  greenwood  ! 

Oh;  why  arc  thou  here  1 
Leaves  dance  not  o'er  thee, 

Flowers  bloom  not  near. 
All  the  sweet  waters 

Far  hetice  are  at  play- 
Bird  of  the  greenwood ! 

Away,  away! 
Where  the  mast  quivers. 

Thy  place  wiU  not  be. 
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As  'iiiidat  the  waving 

Of  wild  rose  and  tree. 
How  should'sl  tlioD  bBtlle 

With  atorm  and  with  spray  ! 
Bird  of  the  greenwood  1 

Away,  away ! 
Or  art  thou  seeking  , 

Some  biiahler  Intid, 
Where  hy  llie  south  wind 

Vine  leaves  are  fann'd' 
■Midst  ihe  wild  billows 

Why  then  delay  ? 
Bird  of  the  grsen wood! 

Away.Hway! 
"Chide  not  my  lingering 

A  hand  that  hath  nursed  nte 

Is  in  the  bark: 
A  heart  that  hath  cheiish'd 

TliTOUcii  winter's  long  day, 
So  I  lura  from  the  greenwood. 

Away,  away!" 


I  no  likeneBt!,  no  tirchetyin  In  the  world  ia  wli 
n  be  cut!  or  wtielhcT  they  hanc  Ihslr  inugi 

Beau  them  not  from  graeay  delJs 
Where  wUd  bees  have  honey-cells : 

ThriU  the  greenwood  to  its  hounds. 
Not  to  waste  their  scented  breath 
On  the  silent  room  of  Death! 
Kindred  to  the  breeze  f  bey  are, 
And  the  glow-worm  s  emerald  star, 
And  the  bird,  whose  song  is  free 
And  the  many-whispering  tree . 
Oh !  too  deep  a  love,  andvain. 
They  would  win  to  earth  again. 
Spread  Aem  not  before  the  eyes, 
CJosiiig  fast  on  summer  skies ! 
Woo  thou  not  the  spirit  back 
From  its  lone  and  viewleas  tr 
With  the  bright  things  w'  ■  ' 
Wide  o'er  alTtlie  oolor'd 
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i.vuics. 

With  the  viokl'a  breath  woutj  rise 
Thoughts  loo  sad  for  her  who  dies ; 
From  the  lily's  pearl-cup  shed, 
Dreams  too  sweet  woulil  haunt  her  be. 
Dreama  of  youth — of  spring-time  evea 
Muac— beauty— all  she  leaves ! 
Hush !  'tis  thou  that  dreaming  art, 
Calmer  Is  her  gentle  heart. 
Yes  !  o'er  fountain,  vale,  and  erove 
Leaf  and  flower  liath  gushed  her  love 
But  that  passion,  deep  and  true, 
Knowsnot  of  a  last  adieu. 
Types  of  lovelier  forms  than  these, 
In  their  fragile  mould  she  sees ; 
Shadows  (f  yet  richer  things. 
Born  beside  immortal  spriags, 
Into  fuller  glory  wrought. 
Kindled  by  surpa^ing  thought ! 
Therefore,  in  the  lily's  leaf, 
"' ead  no  word  of  grief ! 


Therefore  once,  and  yet  again, 
Strew  them  o'er  her  bed  of  pain , 
From  her  chamber  take  the  glooi 
With  a  li^t  and  flush  of  bloom . 
So  rfiould  one  depart,  who  goes 
Where  no  death  can  touch  the  ro 


THE  IVY -BONG* 


Ou !  how  could  fancy  erown  with  tkee. 

In  ancient  days,  the  God  of  Wine, 
And  bid  thee  al  the  banquet  be 

Companion  of  the  Vine ) 
Ivy !  thy  home  is  where  each  sound 

Of  revelry  hath  long  been  o'er 
Where  song  and  beaker  once  went  round 
bulnow  are  known  no  more. 

Where  long-fallen  gods  recline, 
There  the  place  is  tlijne. 
The  Roman  on  his  battle-plains. 
Where  kings  before  his  eagles  bent, 
*  This  long,  as  oriElnalty  written,  the  reader  will 
In  an  ea(Jier  psnoflliLs  putiLlcation.    Belnx  ofterw 
lemoddiea  liy  Mrr4.  Heinnps,  perh^pa  no  a^l(^>'  i» 
n-lnierUon  here. 
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With  ihee,  amidsl  exulting  slrains, 

Shadow'd  the  violet's leiil: 
Though  ahining  there  in  dealhleES  green, 

Triumphautiy  Ihy  boughs  might  wave. 
Better  thou  lovest  the  mleiit  scene 

Around  the  victor's  grave— 

[Jn)  nnd  scolpture  half  divine 
Yield  their  place  to  thirte. 
The  cold  halls  of  (he  regal  Jead, 

Where  lone  the  Italian  Eunbeams  dwell, 
Where  hollow  Hounds  the  lightest  ttead— 

Ivy !  ihey  know  thee  well! 
And  6r  above  ibe  festal  vine. 

Thou  wavest  where  once-proiid  banners  hung 
Where  mouldering  tnrteTa  crest  the  Rhine, 

—The  Rhine,  aiili  fresh  and  young  ! 
Tower  and  rampart  o'ct  the  Rhine, 
Ivy  !  oH  are  ihine ! 
High  from  the  fields  of  air  look  down— 

Those  eyries  of  a  vanished  race, 
Where  harp,  and  batlle,  and  renown, 

Have  passed,  and  left  no  trace. 
But  thou  art  there !— serenely  bright. 

Meeting  the  mountain  storms  with  bloom. 
Thou  that  wilt  climb  the  loiliest  height. 


„  ^, ^ ....ough  deaeris  frei 

On  the  mute  path  of  agea  fled, 

Still  meets  decay  and  thee. 
And  Bldl  let  man  his  &brio9  rear, 

August  in  teanty,  stem  in  power, 


Temple,  pillar,  shrine ! 


inonuioeDIBl  elligiet 
ognlie  it  as  a  fitting  scene  fui  high 
•  "  Ye  myrtle!  brown,  and  Ivj  do' 


I  church  Itaelf ;  whlcli  though  mnall, 
'k,  kQightly  holmels  nnd  banner^  and 
^nis  all  lined  nnd  overshadowed  by 
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Again  !  oh,  send  that  anthem  peal  again 

Througli  the  arch'd-roof  in  triumph  to  the  sky '. 

Bid  the  old  tomha  ringproadlj'  to  the  attain. 

The  banneis  thrill  aa  if  witli  victory ! 

Suoh  sounds  the  warrior  awe  struck  might  have  heard, 

While  arni'd  for  fieldaofchivnlrous  renown  ; 

Such  the  high  hearts  of  kings  might  well  have  stirr'o, 

While  ihroEbing  still  henealh  the  recent  crown  < 

Those  notes  once  more !  they  hear  my  soul  away, 

They  lend  the  wings  of  morning  to  its  flisht  i 

No  earthly  passion  in  Ih'  exulting  iay, 

Whiskers  one  tone  lo  wui  me  from  tlial  height, 

All  is  of  Heaven !— Yet  wherefore  to  mine  eye 

Gush  the  vain  tears  unbidden  from  their  source  T 

Even  while  the  waves  of  that  strong  liarmony 

RoU  virith  my  spirit  on  their  sounding  coarse ! 

Wherefore  must  rapture  its  full  heart  reveal 

Thoa  hy  the  bural  of  sorrow's  token-shower  T 

— OhI  isit  no:  that  humbly  we  may  feel 

Our  nature's  limit  in  its  proudest  hour' 


KEENE,  OB  LAMEMT  OP  AN  IRISH  MOTnER  OVER  HER  SON. 
(Tliis  lament  Ik  inlendcd  lo  imitate  the  weullar  styls  of  the  Irtsh 
KeBnea.nwnyofwIiicIi  are  distinguished  by  a  HiJd  and  deep  jiathoi 

comes  rolling  on 
iu:-hflir'd  eonT 
Silent  and  dark ! 
There  is  blood  upon  the  threshold 

Whence  thy  step  went  forth  at  mom, 
Like  a  dancer's  in  its  fieemets. 

Oh,  my  hri^l  first-born  '. 
At  the  glad  sound  of  that  footttep, 

My  heart  within  me  smiled  ; 
—Thou  wert  brought  me  back  ail  eilenl 
On  thy  bier  my  child  I 
Darkly  the  cloud  of  iiifihl  comes  rolling  on  ; 
Darker  ia  thy  repose,  my  faii-hair'd  son  '. 

Silent  and  dark  t 
I  thought  to  see  thy  children 

Laugh  on  me  with  thine  eyes ; 

But  my  sorrow's  voice  is  lonely 

Where  my  life's  flower  lies 
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Darkly  the  cload  of  nighr  comes  rolling  on  i 
Darker  is  ihy  repose,  my  feir-hait  d  son . 

Silent  and  dark ! 
And  I  loo  eholl  find  slumber 

Wiih  my  lost  ore,  in  the  earth ; 
—Let  none  lighl  up  the  aehea 

Agsinonourheurinl 
Let  the  roof  go  down !— let  silence 

On  the  home  for  ever  fall. 
Where  my  boy  lay  cold,  and  beard  not 
His  lone  mother's  cnll '. 
Darkly  the  cloud  of  night  cpnnes  rolling  on ; 


Dnrter  is  thy  rupoae,  my  fa 


Silent  and  daA  I 


FAR  AWAY. 


Far  away !— my  home  is  far 
Where  the  blue  ■ —  '"'""'  " 


Far  away  !  my  dreama  are  far  away, 

When  at  midnight,  stara  and  shadows  reign  ; 
"  Gentle  child,"  my  mother  sceinB  to  say, 

"  Follow  me  where  home  shall  aimle  again : 
Far  away ! 
far  away !  my  hone  is  far  away. 

Where  love's  voice  young  gladness  may  resto 
—0  thou  dove !  now  soaring  through  the  day. 

Lend  me  wings  to  reach  mat  better  shore. 


THE  LYRE  AND  FLOWER. 
-?-wno 

"— 5h,"chlldofBong! 

Bear  hence  to  heaven  thy  hre ! 
What  hupest  thou  from  the  reokleSB  throng  ; 
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On  B  swift  rolling  wave ; 
Th'  unhwding  torrcnl  darkly  pasa'd. 
And  back  no  Ireaanre  gave. 
--Oh !  heart  ot  love ! 

Waste  not  ihy  precious  dower 
Turn  10  ihine  only  home  above, 
Ce  not  like  tliBD  lost  flower! 
Mot  like  tiiat  flower! 


SISTER!  SINCE  I  MET  THEE  LAST. 

O'er  lliy  brow  a  change  halh  past, 
In  the  soilness  of  thine  eyes, 
Deep  Hnd  still  a  shadow  ilea ; 
From  thy  voice  there  thrills  a  lone. 
Never  to  thy  childhood  known ; 
Through  thy  aoul  a  storm  hach  moved, 
— Getille  Bister,  Ibou  hast  loved  ! 


Far  along  the  \ , 

Thou  art  foliow-d  by  a  dream : 
In  the  wooda  and  valleys  lone 
Music  haunts  thee,  not  thine  own: 
Wherefoie  lall  ihy  (ears  like  ram] 
— Sister,  thou  bast  loved  in  tarn ! 
Tell  me  not  the  tale,  my  flower ! 
On  my  bosom  pour  that  ahower! 
TeU  me  nor  ofkind  thoughts  wasted ; 
Tell  me  not  of  youna;  hopes  blasted ; 
Wring  not  foilli  oneT)urnine  word. 
Let  ihy  heart  no  more  he  aurr'ti ! 
Home  alone  can  ^ve  ihee  real. 
—Weep,  swetl  sister,  on  my  breasl ! 


THE  LONELY  BIRD. 
FfiOTTL  a  ruin  thou  itrl  singing, 

Oh  !  lonely,  lonely  bird  ! 
The  soft  blue  air  is  ringing 

By  Ihy  summer  niusie  slirr'd ; 
Bat  all  IS  dark  and  cold  beneath,- 

Where  liarpa  no  more  are  heard : 
Whentis  winn'si  thou  thai  exultmg  biealL 

Oh!  lonely,  lonely  bird) 
Thy  song  flows  richly  awetlmg. 

To  a  triumph  of  glad  sounds. 


As  tiran  iu  casern  Jwelling 

A  stream  in  glory  houndB '. 
Thoagh  the  castle  echoes  catch  no  lone 

Of  naman  step  or  word, 
Thougli  the  fires  be  qiiench'd  End  the  feasting  done, 

Oh!  lonely,  lonely  bird! 
How  cnn  that  flood  of  gladness 

Rush  through  that  fiery  lay, 
From  the  haunted  place  of  sadness 

From  the  bosom  of  decay  1 
While  dirge-notes  on  the  bteeie's  moan. 

Through  the  ivy  garlands  heard. 
Come  blent  witli  fhy  rejoicing  tone. 

Oh '.  lonely,  lonely  bird ! 
There's  many  a  heart,  wild  anger. 

Like  thy  forsaken  lower. 
Where  joy  no  more  may  linger. 

Where  We  hath  left  his  bower : 
And  there's  many  a  spirit  e'en  lika  thee. 

To  minh  as  Imhtly  stirr'd. 
Though  it  soar  irora  ruins  in  its  glee. 

Oh  T  lonely,  lonely  bird ! 

DIRUE  AT  SEA. 
Sleep  ! — we  give  the  to  the  wave. 
Red  with  life-blood  from  the  brave. 
Thou  shall  find  a  noble  grBve. 

Fare  thee  well  I 
Sleep  thy  billowy  field  is  won, 
Proudly  may  the  funeral  gun, 
Midst  the  hush  at  set  of  sun, 

Boom  thy  knell ! 
Lonely,  lonely  is  thy  bed, 
Never  there  may  flower  be  shed. 
Marble  rear'd  or  brother's  head 

Bow'd  to  weep. 
Yet  thy  record  on  the  sea. 
Borne  through  battle  high  and  free, 
Long  the  red-crns  flog  shall  be. 

Sleep  1  oh,fJeep! 


nLGRIM'S  SONG  TO  THE  EVENING  STAR 
O  SOFT  star  of  the  west! 

Gleaming  far, 
Thou'rl  guiding  all  thmga  home. 
Gentle  star ! 
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Thou  bring'Bl  from  rock  and  wave. 

The  sea-bird  lo  her  nesl, 
The  hunter  iiom  [he  bills, 

Tho  fisher  hack  lo  real, 
Light  of  a  [housand  sireamB, 

Gleaming  far ! 
O  soft  Hlar  of  the  west, 

Blessed  star  • 
No  bowery  roof  is, mine, 

Ho  hearth  of  love  and  rest. 
Yet  guide  me  to  my  shrine, 

O  soft  star  of  llie  west! 
There,  there  my  home  Ehall  be 

Heaven's  dew  shall  cool  my  breaM, 
When  prayer  and  tear  gush  dee. 


Thou'rt  gniJing  ali  things  home, 

Shine  from  tliy  rosy  heaven. 
Pour  joy  on  earth  and  ana  I 

Shine  oa,  though  no  sweet  eyes 
Look  forth  to  watch  for  me! 

Light  oi'a  thousand  streams, 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  SHIPS. 
"We  lake  each  other  by  the  linnJ,  :ui4  wc  exchange  a  few  word* 
id  lix^B  ikrklii'Eiiese,  ami  we  reji^ce  fii^ellier  fur  a  few  short  mi> 

low  nothing  of  each  other." — ITuAlit^taH  Irving. 
Two  barks  met  on  the  deep  mid-sea. 

When  cahns  had  still'd  the  tide  ; 
A  few  bright  days  of  suniiniir  glee 

There  found  ihein  aide  by  side. 
And  voices  of  the  fair  and  brave 

Rose  mmgling  thenci  m  mirdi ; 
And  sweetly  floated  o'er  the  wave 

The  melodies  of  earth. 


While  dancing  step,  add  festive  straia 

Each  deek  in  triumph  swept. 
And  bands  were  iink'il,  and  anaweiing  eye* 

With  kindly  meaning  shone  ; 
Oh  !  brief  and  [lassiiig  sympatbiei^ 

Like  leavie  togetlier  blown. 
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B  AWAY.-ETC. 

A  little 

while  mc 

cast 

Till  the 

Like  trumpet  it 

usicrose 

udly,  freely  on  the 

Ton 

let— oh, 

Never  t 

0  blend  in 

irictory's 

clieer, 

Such 

"""' '"' 
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COMK  AWAY, 
Come  away  !— the  child  where  flowers  are  springing. 

Round  its  footatepa  on  the  mountain  elope. 
Hears  a  glad  voice  from  the  upland  ainging, 
Like  the  skylark's  with  Its  tone  of  hope  ; 
Come  away! 
Bounding  on,  with  sunny  lands  before  him, 
All  the  wealth  of  glowing  life  outspread, 
Ere  the  shadow  of  a  cloud  comes  o'er  him, 
By  that  Eiiain  the  vouili  in  joy  is  led ; 
Come  away ! 
Slowly,  sadly,  heavy  change  is  Mini 

ffef  the  sweetness  of  the  voice  withm  ;. 

Yet  its  tones,  on  restless  manhood  callmg. 

Urge  the  hunter  still  to  chase,  to  win : 

Come  away '. 

Come  oway ! — the  heart,  at  last  forsaken. 

Smile  hy  smile,  hath  proved  each  hope  untrue  ; 
Yet  a  breath  can  edll  those  words  awaken. 
Though  to  odier  shores  far  hence  they  woo : 
Come  away ! 
In  the  light  leaves,  in  the  reed's  feint  dghing. 

In  the  low  sweet  sounds  of  early  spring, 

Still  their  muwo  wanders— till  the  dying 

Hears  tl.em  pass,  as  on  a  spirit's  wmg ; 


FAIR  HELEN  OF  KIRCONNEL. 

..r.Lv  ihinwine  hereelf 'belK'een  her  temtliBii  lover  and  a  rival 
iyihim  hli  tife  was  assailed,  received  a  n.ortal  wound,  and  died 
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Beloved  !— yet  Hub  is  deolh  ( 
Look  on  me  siill  i— let  that  kind  eye 

Be  Ihe  lost  light  1  see  1 
Oh !  sad  it  is  in  spring  Co  die. 

But  yet  I  die  tor  thee ! 
For  thee,  ray  own !  thy  stalely  head 

Was  never  thus  to  bow — 
Give  (eata  when  with  me  love  hath  fled, 

True  love,  thou  know'st  it  now ! 
Oh  the  free  atreams  look'd  bright,  wher«'«< 


When  this  young  heart  ia 

Surely  my  blood  thy  life  hati 

Clasp  me  once  more— I  gi 


MUSIC  FROM  SHORE, 
A  souBD  comes  on  the  riaing  breeie, 

A  aweet  and  lovely  sound  ! 
Piercing  the  tumuli  of  the  seaa 

That  wildly  dash  around. 
From  land,  from  sunny  land  it  comas. 

From  hilla  with  mumiaring  trees. 
From  paths  by  slill  and  happy  homes— 

That  sweet  sound  on  the  breeze. 


Yet  blessing,  blessing  on  the  spot 

Whence  those  rich  hrealhinga  floi 
fCnd  hearts,  although  they  know  mi 

Like  mina  there  Beat  and  glow. 
And  blesFiing.  from  the  bark  that  roB 

O'er  Boliiary  seas. 
To  those  that  fjr  in  liappy  liomea 

Give  sweet  sounds  to  ihe  breeze  ! 


LOOK  ON  ME  WITH  THYCLOtTDLBSa  BTBB. 
Look  on  me  with  thy  cloudless  eyes, 
Truth  in  their  dark  transparence  lies ; 


IF  THOU  HAST  CRUSH'D  A  FLOWER. 

Their  eweemeee  gives  me  back  the  teara, 
And  the  fiee  trust  of  early  years — 

My  gentle  child ! 
The  spiiit  of  my  infant  prayer 
Shines  in  the  depths  of  quiet  there ; 
And  home  and  love  once  more  are  mine. 
Found  in  that  dewy  cnim  divine. 

My  gen  tie  child! 
Oh !  heaven  is  with  Ihee  in  Ihy  dreams, 
ItH  light  by  day  around  thee  gleams: 
Thy  smile  hath  gifts  from  vemal  skies ; 
Look  on  me  with  Ihy  cloudless  eyes. 
My  gentle  chdid '. 


:f  thou  hast  crosh'D 


WaldL— fiusrd  11— sulftr  not  ft  breath  to  dim 

The  brigfil  gem's  purity  i" 
If  thou  hast  crush'd  a  flower. 

The  root  may  not  be  blighted ; 
If  thou  hast  quench'd  a  lamp. 

Once  more  it  may  be  lighted : 
But  on  thy  harp  or  on  thylute, 

The  siting  which  thou  hast  broken. 
Shall  never  m  sweet  sound  again 

Give  to  thy  touch  a  token  f 
If  thou  hast  loosed  a  bird 

Whose  voice  of  song  cotdd  cheer  thee. 
Still,  Btill  he  may  be  won    . 

Fmm  tlie  skies  to  vrarble  near  tliee : 
But  if  upon  the  troubled  sea 

Thou  hast  thrown  a  gem  unheeded, 
Hope,  not  that  wind  or  wave  will  bring 

The  treasure  back  when  needed. 
If  diou  hast  bruised  a  vine, 

net's  breath  is  healing, 

Shall  earth  give  back  that  laiish'd  weallh 
To  cool  thy  parch'd  lip's  fever  1 

Tbe  heart  is  hke  that  cup, 
If  tliou  waste  the  love  it  bore  thee  j 

And  like  that  jewel  gone, 
Which  the  deep  »dU  not  restore  Ihee  ; 


BRIGHTLY  HAST  THOU  FLED. 

TLi,  brigh 

le  grief  hs _  ...^ 

Brightlv  did'sl  thou  pi 
With  thy  young  ihoughts  piira  & 
With  thy  fond  rove  waEted  not. 


_th  dual  o'erspread : 

Lilies  ne'er  by  tempest  blowiij 

White  cose  which  no  elam  tialh  knovm. 

Be  about  thee  shed  '■ 
So  we  give  thee  to  the  earth, 
And  the  primrose  sliall  have  birth 

O'er  thy  gentle  head ; 
Thoo,  that  hke  a  dewdrop  borne 
On  a  Budden  breeze  of  motii, 

Brightly  thus  hast  Sed  1 


THE  BED  OF  HEATH. 
SotDiEB,  awake !  the  night  if  past; 
Heai'st  thou  not  the  bugle's  blast  I 
Feel'sl  thou  not  the  dayspting"!!  breath! 
Kouse  thee  &om  thy  bed  of  heath '. 

Arm,  thou  bold  and  strong ! 
Soldier,  what  deep  spell  hath  bound  thee  ? 
Fiery  steeds  are  neighing  round  thee  j 
Banners  to  the  fresh  wind  play, — 
Kise,  and  arm  j  'tis  day,  'as  day '. 

And  thou  hast  elumber'd  Ion; 
"  Brother,  on  the  heathery  lea 
Ixinger  yet  my  sleep  must  be ; 
Thoush  the  mom  of  battle  tiae, 
Dark^  night  rolls  o'er  my  eyes. 

Brother,  this  is  death  1 
**  Call  me  not  whm  buglea  sound, 
Call  me  not  wtien  wine  flows  round  ; 


FAIRY  SOKG.— WHAT  WOKE  THE  BUKIED  SOUND,    lai 

FAIRY  SONG. 

Have  ye  left  the  greenwood  lone? 
Are  your  steps  for  ever  gone  J 
Fairy  King  and  Elfin  Queen, 

From  your  dim  and  dislant  shore, 

Never  more  t 
Shall  ihe  pilgrim  never  hear 
Wilh  a  IhrilTof  joy  and  fear. 
In  the  hnsh  of  moonlight  houra, 
Voices  from  the  folded  flowete, 
Faini  eweel  ilule-noles  as  of  yore, 

"  Mortal !  ne'er  shall  howpra  of  earth 
Hear  again  our  midnight  mirth : 
B^  our  brooks  and  dingles  green 
Smce  unhallow'd  steps  hav^  heen, 
Oura  shall  thread  the  forests  hoar 

"  Ne'er  on  carthbom  lily's  slem 
Will  we  hang  the  dewdrop'a  gem ; 
Ne'er  diall  reed  ot  cowslip's  head 


WHAT  WOKE  THE  BtJIlIED  SOUND, 

What  woke  the  buried  sound  that  ley 

In  Memnon's  harp  of  yore  ? 
What  spirit  on  its  viewlefs  way 

Along  the  Nile's  green  shore ! 
Oh !  not  the  night,  and  not  the  storm, 

And  not  the  lightning's  fire, 
Bui  simlighre  torch,  the  kind,  the  warm, 

This,  this  awoke  the  lyre. 


Loie  is  the  gifted  and  the  st 
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d  Lhine  imafte 
id  leave  me  Toi 

I  would  nol  from' 


Letm 


la  deep  truth 
Can  aught  so  fond, 

Through  yeais  w 
Oh  if  lhine  hean  *■- 

Give  me  a  though  I 


LOOK  ON  ME  THUS  NO  MORE. 
It  is  thy  pity  makee  me  weep. 
My  60ul  was  strong  before  ; 
Silem,  yet  strong  its  griels  to  keep 

From  vainly  gushing  o'er ! 
Turn  from  me,  turn  those  gentle  eyes — 
In  this  tond  gaze  my  spirit  dies. 

Look  on  me  thua  no  mon 
Too  lat«  that  eofuiess  comes  to  blen, 


Which  CI . 

The  lyre-Etrings  have  been  jan 
Winter  hath  touch'd  the  soui 


SING  TO  ME,  GONDOLIER  ! 


While  blue,  and  still,  and  clear, 
NigKt  seems  but  sofler  day 

The  ^le  is  gently  falling, 
Ag  rf  it  jjaused  to  hear 

Some  strain  the  past  recalling — 


The  flilence  of  the  i 


O'ER  THE  PAR  BLUB  MOUNTAINS. 
O'SR  the  far  blue  raountains, 

O'er  the  while  aea  foam, 
Come,  Ihou  Jong  parted  one, 

Back  to  thuie  home ! 
When  the  bright  fire  ahineth. 

Sad  looks  tny  place, 
While  the  true  heart  pinedi 

Missing  thf  tkce. 


Hark !  the  home  voices  call 

Back  to  thy  rest; 
Come  to  thy  fether'a  haU, 

Thy  motber's  breaat ! 
O'er  the  far  blue  mountains, 

O'er  tiie  white  sea  foam, 
Come,  thou  iong  parted  one. 


O  THOn  BEEEZE  OF  SPRINOI 
O  Taoo  breeze  of  B(>ring '. 

Gladdening  sea  and  wore. 
Wake  the  woods  to  sing, 

Wake  my  heart  no  mote 
Streams  have  felt  the  sighing 

Of  thy  scented  wing. 
Let  each  fount  replying 

Hail  thee,  breeze  of  spiing. 

O'er  long  buried  flowers 

Pasing  not  ui  vain, 
OdoiB  in  soft  Bhoweis 

Thou  bast  brought  again. 
— Let  the  primrose  greet  thee, 

^t  the  violet  pour 
Incense  forth  to  meet  thes^ 

Wake  mr  heart  no  more! 
No  mora! 
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LYRica. 

From  a  funeral  urn 

Bowor'd  in  leafy  gloom. 
Even  thy  soft  return 

Calls  not  sang  or  btonm. 
Leave  my  spirit  sleeping 

Like  lliat  eilent  thing  ; 
Stir  ihe  founts  of  weeping 

There,  0  breeze  of  spring, 


COME  TO  ME,  DREAMS  OF  H 
Come  to  me,  dreams  of  heaven ! 

My  fainting  spirit  be  aj 
On  your  bright  wings,  by  morning  given, 

JJp  to  celestial  air. 
Away,  lar,  far  nway, 

From  bowers  by  lempesta  liven, 
Fold  me  in  blue,  still,  cloudlet  day, 

0  blessed  dreams  of  heaven ! 
Gonie  but  for  oi^e  brief  hour, 

Sweet  dreams !  and  yet  again. 
O'er  burning  thought  and  memory  ^ower 

Your  soft  effacing  rain ! 
Waft  me  where  gales  divine. 

With  dnrk  clouds  ne"er  have  striven. 
Where  UvinB  founts  for  ever  shine — 

O  blessed  dreams  of  heaven  '. 


GOOD-NIGHT. 
Uiviapast! 


rough  the  deep  woi 

__._[mnds.  unheard  till 

Flowers  have  shut  with  feding  light- 
Good- niglit  ! 
Go  to  reft! 
Sleep  sit  dove-like  on  thy  breast! 

One  dark  form  of  memory  dwell. 
Be  it  mantled  from  thy  aiahl— 
Good-nigb  t ! 
Joy  be  thine ! 
Kind  looks  o'er  \iiy  slumbeis  shine ! 
Gk),  and  in  the  spirit-land 
Meet  thy  home's  long  parted  band; 
Bo  their  eyes  all  love  and  light — 
Good-night  ^ 
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LET  HBK 

DBPAHT 

-ETC. 

Dreams  of  heave 

Biile 

o'er  Ihv , 

iiirh 

Bard 

irirl« 

gilt 

LET  HER  DEPART. 
Her  home  in  far,  oh !  '■ 
"'       lear  light  in  hi 

.ughtlodnwil , 

indletl  from  llie  skies. 

Let  her  depart ! 
She  looka  upoa  the  things  of  earth, 

Even  as  some  gentle  siar 
Seems  gazing  down  on  Brief  or  mirlh. 
How  softly,  yet  how  tsr ! 

Let  her  depart! 
Her  spiril's  hope — her  bosom's  love- 

Oh^  could  they  mount  and  fly '. 
She  never  sees  a  wandering  dovCj 
But  for  its  wings  to  sigh. 

Let  her  depart ! 
She  never  heats  a  soft  wind  bear 

But  deems  it  sent  liom  Mavenly  air, 
For  her  who  catinol  stay. 
Let  her  depart  I 
Wrapt  in  a  cload  of  gloriotis  dreams, 

She  breathes  and  moves  alone, 
Pining  tor  those  bright  tiowers  and  strea 
Where  her  beloved  is  gone. 
Let  her  depart '. 


HOW  CAN  THAT  LOVE  80  : 
How  can  tliat  love  so  deep,  t 

So  faithful  unto  death, 
Thus  fitliilty  in  laughing  torn 
In  airy  word,  find  breath  1 
tlie  dark  w 


Nay,  aek  how  on  tlie  dar, 
The  lily's  cup  may  glei 

Though  many  a  moumfu 
Low  in  the  unfathom'd 

That  stitam  is  like  my  hi 
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WATER-LILIES. 


Come  away,  elves !  while  the  dew  ia  sweet. 

Come  to  the  dingles  where  feiriea  meet ; 

Know  thai  the  lilies  have  spread  their  bella 

O'er  all  the  pools  in  otir  Torest  dells ; 

Stilly  and  hghUy  their  vases  rest 

On  the  quivering  sleep  of  the  water's  breast, 

Catching  the  sunshine  through  leaves  that  throw 

To  their  ecenced  bosomij  an  emerald  glow  ; 

Ajid  a  star  from  the  depth  of  each  pearly  cup, 

A  ^Iden  star  nnto  heaven  looks  up, 

Ah  if  seeking  its  kindred  where  bright  they  lie. 

Set  in  the  blue  of  the  mmmer  ehy. 

— Come  away !  under  arching  boughs  we'll  float. 

Making  those  urns  each  a  &iry  boat ; 

We'll  row  them  with  reeds  o'er  the  fbuntains  free. 

And  a  tall  flag-leaf  shall  our  streamer  be, 

And  we'li  aend  out  wild  muaic  so  sweet  and  low. 

It  shall  seem  ftom  the  bright  flower's  heart  to  flow, 

Ab  if  'twere  a  breeie  widi  a  flute's  low  sigh, 

Or  water  drops  train'd  into  melody. 

And  ^liie  of  tho  lily  may  not  be  long  ° 


THE  BROKEN  FLOWER. 
Oh  !  wear  it  on  thy  heart,  my  love ! 

Still,  still  a  little  while ! 
Sweetues  is  lingerii^  in  its  leaves. 

Though  faded  be  their  smile. 
Yet,  for  the  sake  of  what  hath  been. 

Oh,  cast  it  not  away! 
'TwBs  bom  to  grace  a  summer  scene, 

A  long,  bright,  golden  day, 
My  love ! 

A  long,  bright,  golden  day ! 
A  little  while  around  thee,  love ! 

Its  fragrance  yet  shall  cling. 
Telling,  that  on  thy  heart  hath  lain, 

A  lair,  though  faded  thing. 
But  not  even  that  warm  heart  hath  power 

To  win  it  back  from  fate : 
—Oh  !  /  am  like  thy  broken  flower, 

Cherish'd  loo  lute,  too  late. 
My  love ! 

Cherish'd  alas  !  too  late! 
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r  MET  AGAIN.— ETC. 


1  WOULD  WB  HAD  NOT  MET  AGAIK. 

I  WOULD  we  had  nol  met  aeain ! 
- 1  had  a  dieam  of  ihee. 
Lovely,  though  sad,  on  desert  plain, 

Mouniiul  on  midnight  aea. 
What  though  it  haunted  me  h;  night 

And  iroubled  through  the  day  1 
It  tcuchetl  all  eailh  wiih  spirit-light, 

it  glorified  my  way  I 
Oh !  what  shall  now  my  faith  restore 

In  holy  things  and  fair  ? 
We  ttiel— I  saw  thy  soul  once  more^ 

The  world's  breath  had  been  there  ! 
Yes!  il  was  sad  on  desert-plain. 

Mournful  on  midnight  sea. 
Yet  would  I  buy  with  life  again 

That  one  deep  dream  of  thee ! 


While  the  BOiiest  shadows 
On  the  greensward  lie. 

While  the  moonlight  slumben 
In  the  lily-a  nm. 

Blight  elves  of  the  wild  wood ! 

Round  the  forest  fountain. 

On  the  river  shore. 
Let  your  silvery  laughter 

Echo  yet  once  more ; 
While  the  joyous  bounding 

Of  your  dewy  feet 
Rings  to  that  old  chorus : 

"  The  daisy  is  so  sweet  !"• 
Oberon,  Titania, 

Did  your  starlight  mirth. 
With  the  song  of  Avon, 

Quit  this  work-day  earth! 
yel  while  green  leaves  glisten. 

And  while  bright  stars  burn, 
%  that  magic  memory, 


THE  ROCK  BESIDE  THE  SEA, 
Oh  1  tell  me  no!  the  wouds  are  fair. 


How; 

Th..    . 

Mj-  lone  rock  by  Ihe  sea. 
The  wild  wave's  thunder  oi 

The  curlew's  restless  criei 
Unio  my  watching  heart  an 

Than  nil  earth's  melodies. 
Come  back  my  ocean  rover 

There's  but  one  place  for 


O  YE  VOICES  GONE. 
Oh  I  ye  voices  gone, 

Sounds  of  other  years! 
Hush  thai  haunting  lone, 


O'er  my  soul  ye  awell. 
With  the  winds  of  swing, 

With  the  breath  offloweiB. 
Floating  back,  ye  bring 

Thoughts  of  vanish'3  honrs, 
Henco  yonr  music  lake. 

Oh !  ye  voices  gone  ! 


We  foand  the  warrior  lying, 
And  around  his  noble  breast 
A  banner  claap'ci  in  dying: 
Dark  and  still 
Was  every  liill. 
And  the  winds  of  night  wete  sighitig. 
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LiHt  of  hia  noble  race 

To  a  lonely  bed  we  bore  him ; 
TwBs  a  green,  siill,  solemn  place, 
Where  the  moainain-healh  waves  o'er 
Woods  alone 
Seem  to  moon. 
Wild  stiesms  lo  deplore  him. 
Yet,  Irom  festive  hall  and  lav 

Oar  sod  ihouehs  ofl  are  flying. 
To  those  dark  Eill9  &r  away. 
Where  in  death  we  found  him  lying ; 
On  bis  breast 
A  banner  press'd. 
And  the  night-wind  o'er  hini  sighing. 


IB  THERE  SOME  SP[R1T  ai 
Is  there  some  spirit  ^ghing 

Wilh  sorrow  in  the  air. 
Can  weary  liearta  be  dying. 

Vain  love  repining  there  ? 
If  not,  then  how  can  that  wild  wai), 

O  sad  ^Eolian  lyre  I 
Be  drawn  forth  by  the  wandering  gale. 

From  thy  deep  thrilling  wire  7 
No,  no !— thou  dost  not  borrow 

That  sadness  from  the  wind. 
Nor  are  those  tones  of  sorrow 

In  thee,  O  liarp '.  enshrined  ; 
But  in  our  own  hearts  deeply  set 

Lies  the  true  quivering  lyre, 
Whenee  love,  and  memory,  and  regiel. 

Wake  answers  from  thy  wire. 


THE  NAME  OF  ENGLAND. 
The  trampet  of  the  battle 

Hath  a  high  and  thrilling  tone  ; 
And  the  first  deep  gun  of  an  ocean  fight 

Dread  masic  all  its  own, 
Bnl  a  mightier  power,  my  England ! 

lamthat  name  of  thine, 
To  strike  the  fire  from  every  heart 

Along  the  banner'd  line. 
Prondly  it  woke  the  spirits 

Of  yore,  the  brave  and  true, 
When  the  bow  was  bent  on  Cresey's  fielil 

And  the  yeoman's  arrow  flew. 


And  proudly  hath  it  floated 

Through  Ihe  batiks  of  the  sea, 
When  :he  led-oroas  flag  o'er  Bmoke  wrenlha  p\afd, 

Ijke  ihe  lightning  m  jia  glee. 
On  rock,  on  wave,  on  baaiion, 

lis  echoes  have  been  known. 
By  a  thousand  streams  (be  hearts  lie  low. 

They  hiivs  answer'd  lo  its  tone. 
A  thousnnd  ancient  mountains 

Its  pealing  note  hath  slirr'd  ; 
—Sound  on,  and  on,  for  evermore, 


OLD  NORWAY. 


Ahjse  !  old  Norway  sends  the  word 

or  battle  on  the  blast; 
Her  voice  the  forest  pines  hath  slirr'd. 

As  if  a  storm  went  past ; 
Her  thoufiai\d  hilla  the  coll  have  heard. 

And  forth  ti^eir  lice-flags  cast. 
Arm,  arm,  free  hiinlera !  for  the  chase. 

The  kinglr  chase  of  foea ; 
'Tis  not  the  tear  or  wild  wolf's  race, 

Whose  trampling  shakes  the  snows ; 
Arm,  arm!  'ub  on  a  nobler  trace 

The  northern  spearman  goes. 
Our  hills  have  dark  and  strcne  dcQles. 

With  many  an  icy  bed; 
Heap  there  the  rocks  for  luneral  piles. 


THE  LEAGUE  OF  THE  ALPS. 


COMB  TO  ME,  GENTLE  SLEEP. 
Coke  to  me,  genile  sleep  1 
I  pine,  I  piiie  iot  thee ; 
Come  with  ihy  spells,  Ibe  aofi,  Iho  deep. 


Sleep,  genile  sleep !  yet  bring 
No  voice,  love's  yearning  to  renew, 

No  vision  on  thy  wing ! 
Come,  aa  to  folding  floweis, 

To  binls  in  forests  deep  ; 
—Long,  dark,  and  dreamless  be  thine  hools, 

O  genile,  gende  sleep  ! 


FIELD  OF  GKUTU.* 

he  l>all^  Ki^intcd  over  ihem  by  Albert  of  Ausuia.  ThTL"!! 
^leil  Ihs  Giulll,  SI  the  foot  of  the  Seellsherg,  and  near  Ihr  boun 
Laries  or  Uci  sod  UBtenmUen,  wu  flied  npon  by  Ihree  sp  r  tel 
reomen,  Waller  FiinL',ilHthUisi4i>-LBW  of  Willlaoi  Tell)  Wer 
ler  SlauOikehei.  and  Eml  (or  Anudd)  Ualehtiial,  as  their  place  of 
aieetlDA  lo  deliberate  en  lbs  aceomiuihiDaBl  oT  Iheir  projec  9 

^*  Hither  came  Funt  md  Malchthal,  aMu^  secret  paths  over  the 
lieighls.  and  Siau&cbar  la  bla  boat  .across  the  Lake  of  tbe  Fnar 
l^tODs.    On  the  night  preceding  the  Ilth  of  November  1307  they 

vhile  at  fhlB  Kilemo  tioLir  they  were  wrapl  in  Ihe  coDtemplat  on 
hat  on  their  aucceiB  depended  the  fate  of  their  whole  poster  ty 

Id  the  name  of  the  Almighty,  who  has  cr 

I  on  ofietlDg  up  the! 

.    They  thea  calmly  agreed 

.  -fittoru  of  the  Heivttic  dntfetteracff' 

Oa  the  flnl  day  of  the  year  1308,  Ibey  succeeded  hi  thronilnK  aif 

nor  had  one  proprietor  lo  ^eal  the  logs  of  a  claim,  a  privilege  or 
once  more  conllnned  by  oath  their  ancient,  and  (ns  thej  fondly 

•In  point  of  chronoloay.  this  poem  shonld  have  follovrad  "The 
Vsipers  of  Palermo  "and  "Boms  of  Ihe  Cld."    Having  been  hiad- 


m  THE  LEAGUE  OF  THE  ALPS. 

TwiB  n^bt  upon  the  Alps.     The  Senn'a  wild  horn,' 
Like  a  wind's  voice,  had  pour'd  its  last  long  tone, 
Whose  pealing  echoes,  thiough  the  larch-woods  borne. 
To  the  low  catiins  of  the  glens  marie  known 
That  welcome  BleiH  were  nigh.    The  flocks  had  gone. 
By  cliff  and  pine-hridge,  to  their  place  of  rest ; 
Toe  chamois  sluniher'd,  for  the  chase  was  done ! 
Ha  cavem-bed  of  mo«  the  hunter  jjress'd. 
And  the  rock-eagle  couch'd  high  on  iiis  cloudy  nest. 

Did  the  land  slfep  1 — the  woodman's  8ie  had  ceased 
lis  ringing  notes  upon  the  beecb  and  plane  ; 
The  grapes  were  ^ther'd  in  ;  the  vintage  feast 
Whs  closed  upon  the  hills,  the  reaper's  strain. 
Hush'd  hy  the  streams;  the  year  was  in  its  wane 
The  night  in  iia  mid-watch  ;  i(  was  a  time 
E'en  mark'd  and  haiiow'd  unto  slumber's  reign, 
But  thoughts  were  stirring,  restless  and  anblime, 
And  o'er  his  while  Alps  moved  the  spirit  of  the  clime. 

For  diere,  where  snows,  in  crovraing  glory  spread 
High  and  numark'd  hy  mortal  footstep  lay  ; 
And  there,  where  torrents,  'mid  the  ice-cavea  fed. 
Burst  in  their  joy  of  light  and  sound  away; 
And  there,  where  treeilom,  as  in  scornful  play, 
Had  bung  man's  dwellings  'midst  the  realms  of  air, 
O'er  cliffi  the  very  bir Ih-piace  of  the  day — 
Oh!  who  would  dream  tnal  lyrHnnycuuld  dare 
To  lay  her  withering  hand  on  God's  bright  works  e'en  there  1 

Yet  thus  it  was — amidst  the  ^eet  streams  gushing 
To  bring  down  rambows  o'er  their  sparry  cell. 
And  the  glad  heights,  through  mist  and  temjieat  rushing 
Up  where  the  aun'a  red  fire-glance  earliest  fell, 
Aiid  the  fresh  pastures  where  the  herd's  sweet  bell 
RecalI'd  such  hte  as  Eastern  patriarch's  led : 
There  peasant  men  their  free  thoughts  might  not  tell 
Save  in  the  hour  of  shadows  and  oT  dread; 
And  hollow  sounda  that  wake  to  Guilt's  dull  stealthy  tread. 

But  in  a  land  of  happy  shepherd  homes. 

On  its  green  bills  in  quiet  joy  reclinina, 

With  their  bright  hearth-hres  'midar  the  twilight  glooms. 

From  bowery  lattice  through  the  fii*woods  shining — 

A  land  of  legends,  and  wild  songs  enlwming 
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Their  ra 

S 

TV  wiih  all  momoriea  loved  and  blest— 
d  there  dwells  a  power,  combining 
ol  many  a  calm  bul  fearless  breast ; 

m  who  breeliB  the  Sabbatb  of  its  rest! 

A  Bound 
On  Uri'a 
or  man 

went  up— the  wav 
lake  was  heard  a 
briefcouraealro 

e-s  dark  eloe 
nidnight  oa 
bled  rnomen 

p_was  broken- 

Th'  eternal  wati_ , 

And  then  Iheir  gloom  a  flashing  image  wore 
Of  loreh-firea  alresniing  out  o'er  otag  and  wood, 
And  the  wild-lalcon'B  wins  was  heard  to  Boar 
In  startled  haste — and  by  mat  moonljghl  flood, 
A  band  of  patriot  men  on  Grutii's  verdure  stood. 

They  Btood  ui  arms :  the  wolf-spear  and  the  how 
Had  woiged  their  war  on  things  of  mountain  race: 
Might  not  their  bwUI  stroke  reach  a  mail-clad  foe  I 
—Strong  hands  in  iiarveat,  daring  feet  m  chase. 
True  hearts  in  fiRht  were  gather'd  on  that  place 
Of  secret  council.— Net  for  fame  or  spoil 
So  met  those  men  in  Heaven's  majealio  feee  ; — 
To  guard  free  hearths  they  rose,  the  sona  of  toil. 
The  hunter  of  the  rocks,  the  tiller  of  the  soil. 

O'er  their  low  pastoral  valleys  might  the  tide 
Of  yeais  have  How'd,  and  still,  from  sire  to  son, 
Tlieir  names  and  records  on  the  green  earth  died, 
As  cottage-lamps,  espiring  one  by  one 
In  the  dim  sladea,  when  midnight  hath  begtm 
To  hush  alfsound. — But  silent  on  its  height. 
The  Bnow-maa3,  fiill  of  death,  while  ages  ran 
Their  courae,  may  dumber,  bathed  in  rosy  light, 
rill  some  ra^  voice  or  step  disturb  its  brooding  might. 

So  were  they  roused— th'  invading  step  had  pace'd 

Their  cabin  ihreaholda,  and  the  lowly  door. 

Which  well  had  stood  against  the  Fohnwind's  blast,' 

Could  bar  Oppression  from  their  homes  no  more, 

Why,  what  had  she  to  do  where  all  things  wore 

Wild  grandeur's  impress  1 — In  the  storm's  free  way, 

How  dared  a/ie  hll  her  pageant  crest  be£>re 

Th'  enduring  and  magnifSenl  arrgji 

Of  sovereign  Alps,  that  wing'd  their  eagles  with  the  daj  ! 

This  might  not  lona  be  home- the  lameleas  liilla 

Fraught  Willi  His  name,  whose  awhil  presence  Slls 

Their  deep  lone  places,  and  for  ever  teiling 

That  He  hath  made  mati  free!  and  ttiey  whose  dwelling 
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Was  in  those  ancient  faatnesses,  gave  ear  i 
The  weight  of  eutierance  from  their  hearts  repelling. 
They  rose — the  forester  the  moHntaineer — 
Oh  '.  nhat  hath  earth  more  strong  than  the  good  peasant-apenr  T 


Sacred  be  Gmlli's  iield — their  vigil  keeping 
Through  manv  a  hlue  and  starry  summer  night. 
There,  while  the  sons  of  happier  landa  were  sleeping, 


Now  liad  endurance  reaoh'd  its  hounds ! — They  came 
With  courage  set  in  each  bright  eartiest  eye, 
TTie  day,  the  eignol,  and  the  honr  to  name, 
When  they  should  gather  on  then-  hills  to  die, 
Or  shake  the  glacieia  with  their  joyous  cry 
For  the  land's  freedom, — 'Tvraa  a  scene  combining 
All  g^ory  in  itself— the  solemn  sky. 
The  stars,  the  waves  their  soften'd  light  enshrining. 
And  man's  high  soul  supreme  o'er  mighty  Nature  shmii 

Calmly  tliey  stood,  and  with  collecteil  mien, 
Breathing  their  eoula  in  voices  tirni  but  low 
As  if  the  spirit  of  the  hour  and  scene, 
With  the  woods'  whisper  and  the  waves'  sweet  flow, 
Hod  temper'd  m  then-  thouehtrul  hearts  the  glow 
Of  bU  indignant  feeljig.    To  the  breath 
Of  Dorian ^ute,  and  lyre-nols  auft  end  slow, 
E'en  thus  of  old,  the  Spartan  from  its  ahemh 
Drew  his  devoted  sword,  and  girt  himself  for  death. 

And  three,  that  eeem'd  as  chieftains  of  the  band, 
Were  gather'd  in  die  'midst  on  that  lone  shore 
By  UrPs  late— «  father  of  the  land,' 
One  on  his  brow  the  silent  record  wore 
Of  many  days,  whose  shadows  had  pass'd  o'er 
His  path  among  the  hills,  and  quendi'd  the  dreams 
Of  youth  with  sorrow. — Vet  from  memory's  lore 
Still  his  life's  evitning  drew  its  loveliest  gleams. 
For  be  had  waik'd  with  God,  beaide  the  mountain  slrea: 

And  his  grey  hairs,  in  happier  times,  might  well 

To  tbeu-lDSl  pillow  silently  have  gone, 

As  melts  a  wreath  of  snow,— But  who  shall  lell 
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And  reap'd  his  harvest,  and  his  vintage  preae'd, 

Fearless  of  wrong ;  and  now,  at  set  of  sun. 

He  bow'd  nol  lo  hia  years,  for  on  the  hreast 

Of  a  aim  chainless  land  ho  deem'd  it  much  to  rest. 

But  for  such  holy  real  strong  hands  mnal  toi!, 
Strong  hearts  endure ! — By  that  pala  elder's  side. 
Stood  one  that  seem'd  a  monarch  of  [he  soil. 
Serene  and  stately  in  his  manhood's  pride, 
Werner,*  the  brave  and  true !— If  men  have  died. 
Their  hearths  and  shrines  inviolate  to  keep. 
He  was  a  male  for  such.—The  voice  that  cried 
Within  his  hreast,  "Arise  ! "  came  still  and  deep 
tVom  his  &r  home,  that  smiled  e'en  then  in  moonligb 

It  Vf&s  a  home  to  die  for ! — As  it  rose 
Through  its  vine-foliage,  sending  forth  a  sound 
Of  mhthful  childhood,  o'er  the  green  repose 
And  langhing  sunshine  of  the  pastures  round  ; 
And  he  whose  life  lo  ihatsweet  spot  was  bound 
Raised  unto  Heaven  a  glad  yet  thoughtjhl  eye. 
And  Get  his  free  step  ^rmer  on  the  ground, 
When  o'er  his  soul  its  melodies  went  hy 
As  through  some  Alpine  pass,  a  breeze  of  Italy. 


jrou.ier  and  more  fiery  bear 
■)r  [yranl  hearts  In  fear. 


Within  the  shadow  o.'  itB  dark  lodis  wearing 
That  which  they  may  not  lame — a  soul  declaring 
War  against  earth's  oppressors.    Midst  that  throng. 
Of  other  mould  he  secin'd,  and  loftier  daring, 
One  who've  blood  swept  high  impulses  along. 
One  that  should  pass,  and  leave  a  name  for  warlike  song 

A  memory  on  the  mountains! — one  to  stand. 
When  the  hills  echo'd  with  the  deepening  swell 
Of  hostile  tnunpels,  foremost  lor  the  land. 
And  in  some  rock  defile,  or  savage  dell, 


er  peasant-children  lo  repel 
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Ot  his  quick-n  ashing  eye  ;  a  something,  bort 
Of  the  fee  Alp?,  and  beautifully  bright, 
And  proud,  and  tameless,  laughing  leal  to  bci 
It  well  might  be ! — Young  Erni's  step  had  w 


Tlie  mantling  enowa  on  Iheir  most  regal  steeps, 
And  U-ack'd  tlie  lynx  above  the  clouds  of  morn, 
And  follow'd  where  the  flying  chamois  leaps 
Across  the  dark-bine  riflB,  Ih'  uiifalhom'd  glacier  deepa. 


A  being  whose  brishl  spiril  had  been  led 
'Midsl  ine  crown'd  heighls  of  joy  and  liberty, 
And  ihoDgbts  of  power.    He  knew  each  path  which  leu 
To  the  rock-s  treBHure-caves,  whose  crystal  shed 
Soft  light  o'er  secret  fountainB     At  tho  tone 
Of  hisHoud  hom,  the  Lammer-Geyer  had  spread  ' 
A  startled  wing  ;  for  oft  that  peal  had  blown 
Where  the  free  cataiact*B  voice  was  wont  to  sound  alone. 

ElisUep  had  track'd  the  waste,  bb  soul  had  stirr*d 
The  ancienc  soUtudes— his  voice  had  told 
Of  wnmffii  to  call  down  Heaven.'      That  tale  was  beam 
In  Haali^  dales,  and  where  the  Bhepberds'  fold 
Thair  Boeke  in  dark  ravine  and  craggy  hold 
On  the  bleak  Oberland  ;  and  where  the  light 
Of  day's  last  fbolstep  bathes  in  burning  sold 
Great  Right's  ctifls ;  and  where  Mount  Pilate's  lu^ighi 
Casts  o'er  Us  glassy  lake  the  darkness  of  his  might. 

Not  was  it  heard  in  vain.    There  all  things  pre=3 
High  thoughts  on  man.  The  fearless  hunter  pass'd 
And,  Irom  Ibe  boaum  of  the  wilderness. 
There  leapt  a  spirit  and  a  power  to  cast 
The  weight  of  bondage  down— and  bright  and  fast, 
Ab  the  clear  waters,  joyously  and  free, 
Burst  from  the  deaert-n>ck,  it  rush'd  at  last, 
Through  the  lar  valleys ;  tiU  the  patriot  three 
Thuawiththeurbrethern  stood,  beside  the  Forest  Sea.^ 

They  tink'd  their  bands,  they  pledged  their  stainlc^  liiiib, 
In  the  dread  presence  of  attesting  Heaven, 
They  bound  their  hearts  to  suffering  and  to  denili, 
With  the  severe  and  solemn  transport  given 
To  bless  such  vows.    How  nobly  mannad  slrivni. 
How  man  might  airiw,  and  vainly  strive,  they  knew. 
And  cali'd  upon  theit  God,  whose  arm  had  riven 
The  crest  of  many  a  tyiant,  since  He  blew. 
The  loaming  sea-wsve  oo,  and  Egypt's  might  o'ertbtew 

They  knelt,  and  rose  in  strength.    The  valleys  lay 
Still  in  their  dimness,  bnl  the  peaks  whiohdarted 
Inio  the  bri^t  mid-air,  had  caught  from  day 
A  flush  of  Are,  when  those  true  Switzera  psned, 
Each  to  bis  glen  or  forest,  eteadlsst-hearted. 
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THE  LHA< 
And  full  of  hope. 


So  far  v/aa  hetttd  the  blast  of  freedoi 

The  ice-vatUts  trembled,  when  that  peal  came  rending 
The  frozen  BtUlnesa  which  around  them  hung ; 
From  cliff  to  cliff  the  avalanche  descending, 
Gave  answer,  till  (he  sky's  hine  hollow  rung ; 
And  the  flame-signalB  through  the  midnight  sprung 
From  the  Surennen  rocks,  liSe  batinera  streaming 
To  the  far  Seeliaberg !  whence  lidil  was  flung 
Ou  Gruth's  add,  till  all  the  red  lake  gleaming, 
Shone  out,  a  meleor-beaven  in  ils  wild  ^lendor  seeming. 

And  the  winds  to!a'd  each  summit's  blazing  crest, 
Aa  a  host's  plumage ;  and  the  giant  pines, 
FelI'd  where  they  waved  o'er  crag  uiid  eagle's  nest, 
Heap'd  up  the  flames.    The  clouds  grew  fiery  signs, 
As  o'er  a  city's  burning  towers  and  shrines. 
Reddening  the  distance.     Wine-cups,  crown'd  and  brig! 
In  Werner's  dwelhng  flow'd  ;  tijrough  leafless  vines 
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SCENES  ANr  HYMNS  OP  LTFE. 
Nolo  4,  page  435,  Une  9. 

M  Blauffiichcr,  who  had  heen  nrgsd  by  his  wife 


—  The  Lammer-  Oeyer  had  spread,  J-t 

rha  Limmer-Osyet,  the  latest  kind  of  Alpine  eagl 
Nole7.page43S,liiialfl. 

The  eyes  of  his  aged  falher  h»d  been  pal  oal  by  the 
AOBttlaii  Oovprnor. 


which  1  have  here  made  lo  enlarge,  lo  some  ilegree,  Ihe  sphere  of 
Beligioui  Poetry,  by  assoclatinif  with  ils  Iheniea  more  of  Ihe  emo- 
Uons,  the  aiibcUons,  and  even  Iho  purer  imaj^ioafive  enjoymenla  of 
daily  life.  Ihan  may  have  besn  hllheilo  admilied  within  Ihe  hallowed 
dicle. 

It  hai  been  my  lirish  (o  poilniy  Ihe  leli^ons  Epiiit.  not  alone  In  Ita 
tnedilalive  Joya  and  ■olltsry  aapiralloni.  {the  poelle  embodTiogof 
which  seeon  lo  require  firm  the  reader  a  inua  of  mind  alieady  sep- 
BiBlsd  and  eialled,)  bnt  Ukewlas  in  Ihoae  active  infiuences  apon  hu- 
man 111^  BO  oAen  called  Into  vistorUnis  eneriy  by  Mai  and  condici, 
thomh  too  often  also,  Ilka  the  npward-Blrtvlrig  mune  of  a  modotain 
watch-fin.  borne  down  by  tempeaC  showei9»  or  awayed  by  the  cur- 
mil  of  cfipoalDg  winds. 

I  have  aouglil  to  represent  that  spirit  as  penelrattng  the  gloom  of 
theplionaiHtlheitaathbed.  bearing  "healing  on  lis  wlng^"  lo  Ihe 
(fUlT  of  parlii^  love— slrenolhening  the  he«n  of  Ihe  wayfarer  fbr 
"  pnlll  In  the  wlldornesa  "—gladdening  the  domeslic  walk  lhrou(h 
flddand  woodland— and  springing  loTlfb  In  Ihe  soul  of  childhood, 
ftloag  with  its  earliest  rejoicing  preceptions  nf  natural  beauty. 

tarcnmslances  nolalK^ther  under  my  own  control,  have,  forlhe 
Dtsseiit,  iBterRired  lo  prevent  the  fullerdevelopment  of  apian  which 
f  yet  hope  roore  worthily  to  mature ;  and  I  lay  this  little  volume  be- 
Ibre  the  public  with  thai  deep  tense  of  deSciency  which  cannot  be 
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THE  ENGLISH  MARTYRS. 


Scene  ia  a  Prison. 
Edith  oIdim. 

Edith,  Morn  once  again !  Moin  in  (li^  lone  dim  cell, 
The  cavern  of  ihe  priaonet's  fever  dream, 
And  morn  on  all  Ihe  green  rejoicing  hilts. 
And  the  bright  waters  round  [he  prisoner's  home, 
Far,  far  away '.    N  ow  wakes  the  early  bird 
That  in  the  Ume's  iranepaient  tbiiage  sings, 
Close  to  my  cottase  lattice — he  awakcB, 
To  Btir  the  youngleavea  with  hia  gushing  soul, 
And  to  call  Ibrth  rich  answers  of  delight 
From  voices  buried  in  a  thousand  trees, 
Through  the  dim  starry  hours.    No*  doth  the  lake 
Darken  and  flash  in  rapid  interehange 
Unto  the  matin  breeze  :  and  the  blue  mist 
Rolls,  )ike  a  furling  banner,  from  the  brows 
Of  the  forth-gleaming  hills  and  woods  (hat  rise 
As  if  new-horn.    Bright  n  orld !  and  I  am  here '. 
And  thou,  O  ihon  !  Ihe  awukening  thought  of  whom 
Was  more  than  dayspring,  dearer  than  the  sun, 
Herbert !  the  very  glance  of  whose  clear  eye 
Made  my  soul  melt  away  to  one  pure  fount 
Of  livitig,  bmindina  gladness ! — where  art  tkou  ? 
My  friend !  ray  only  and  my  blessed  love  1 
Herbert,  my  soul's  companion ! 

[Gomez,  a  r^wnisA  Prieal  en. 

Goth.  Daughter,  hail! 

I  bring  thee  tidings. 

Ed.  Heaven  will  aid  my  soul 

Calmly  to  meet  whate'er  thy  hpa  annoimce. 

Gom.  Nay,  lift  a  song  of  thankaiiving  to  Heaven, 
And  bow  thy  Imee  down  for  deliverance  won  '. 
Hast  thou  not  prayid  for  life  )  and  would'st  thou  not 
Oiice  more  be  free? 

Ed,  Have  I  not  pray'd  for  life  1 

I,  that  am  so  beloved '.  that  love  again 
With  such  a  heart  of  tendrils  T  Heaven !  thou  know'w 
The  guahings  of  my  prayer!    And  would  Inot 
Once  more  be  free  f  I  that  have  been  a  child 
Of  breezy  hills,  a  playmate  of  the  fawn 
In  ancient  woodlands  Irom  mitie  infancy ! 


^TTootpc 


A  watcher  oi  Ihe  clouds  and  of  the  stars, 
Beneath  the  adorins  ailence  of  the  night ; 
And  a  etad  wanderer  with  the  happy  streams 
Whoselaoghteriillsthemouataina:    Oh!  to  hear 
Their  blessed  sonnds  again  I 

G«m,  Rejoice,  rejoice! 

Our  Queen  hath  pity,  maiden,  on  thy  yotith  ; 
She  wills  not  thou  should'ai  perish,— I  am  come 
To  loose  thy  honds. 

M.  AndshdlIseeA.-s6ce, 

And  shall  I  listen  to  hia  voice  n^in, 
And  lay  my  head  upon  his  feiihful  breaat. 
Weeping  there  in  my  gladness!     IViHthisbe?  - 
Bleasmgs  upon  thee,  lather !  my  quick  heart 
Hath  deem  d  thee  stem — aay,  wift  thou  not  fotaivB 
The  wayward  child,  too  lon^  in  sundime  rear'd — 
Too  long  unused  to  chastening  '.     Wilt  thon  noli 
Bui  Herbert,  Herbert !  Oh,  my  aoul  halh  rush'd 
On  a  swift  gust  ofaudden  joy  away. 
Forgetting  all  beside!     Speak,  father,  apeak! 
Heilert-48heloairee) 

Gom.  His  freedom  lies 

In  his  own  choice— a  boon  like  thine, 

Ed.  Thy  words 

Fall  changed  and  cold  upon  my  boding  heart. 
Leave  not  this  dim  suspense  o'erahadowing  me. 
Let  all  be  lold. 

Gob*  The  monarcha  of  the  earth 

Shower  not  their  mighty  gifts  without  a  claim 
Unto  some  token  of  true  vaasalage. 
Some  mark  of  homage. 

Ed.  Oh  :  unlike  10  Him, 

Who  freely;  pours  the  joy  ol  sunshine  fbrlh. 


That  thine  own  hand  should  set  the  crowning  seal 
To  thy  dEliverance )    Look,  thy  task  is  here! 
Sign  bat  Ihcpe  words  for  liberty  and  life. 

Ed.  (examining  and  then  ihToaiag  it  from  her.) 
Sign  but  these  words!  and  wherefore  saidat  thou  not 
"  Be  but  a  traitor  to  God's  light  within  V— 
Cruel,  oh,  cruel !  thy  dark  sport  hath  been 
With  a  young  bosom's  hope !    Farewell,  glad  life ! 
Bright  opening  path  to  love  and  home  farewell '. 
And  thou — now  leave  me  with  my  God  alone ! 
Gom,  Dost  thou  reject  Heaven's  mercy  t 
Ed.  Heaven's !  doth  Heonen 

Woo  the  free  spirit  for  dishonor'd  breath 
/To  sell  its  birthright  1  doth  Heaven  set  a  price 
On  the  clear  jewel  of  unsullied  faith. 
And  the  bright  calm  of  conscience !    Priest,  awaj' ! 


THE  ENGLISH 

God  hflth  been  with  me  'midst  the  holiness 

Of  Enelond's  mountains.    Not  in  sport  Klone 

I  trod  their  henth-flowera  ;  but  high  thoughts  rose  up 

From  the  broad  shadow  ol  the  enduring  roclta, 

And  wander'd  with  me  into  solemn  glens, 

Where  my  snul  felt  the  btauty  of  his  word. 

I  have  heard  voices  of  immortal  truth, 

Blent  with  the  everlasting  torrent-aounds 

That  make  the  deep  hills  tremble.— Shall  I  quail  !— 

Shall  England's  daughter  sink !— No !     He  who  then 

Spoke  to  my  heart  in  silence  and  in  storm. 

Will  not  foiaake  his  child! 

Gom.  (turning  from  her.)  Then  perish!  lost 
In  thine  own  blindness  ! 

Ed.  (suddenly  throuiijig  herself  at  hie  feet.) 
Father  1  hear  me  yet '. 
Oh!  ifthe  kindly  touch  of  human  love 
Hath  ever  warm'd  thy  breast 

Gnm.  Away — away! 

Ed.  '  Yet  hear !  if  Ihou  hael  known 

The  lender  sweetness  of  a  mother's  voice— 
If  the  Iroe  vigil  of  aftection's  eye 
Hath  watch'd  thy  childhood— if  fond  teats  have  e'er 
Been  shower'd  upon  ihy  bead — if  parting  words 
pp ; J  ,u..  gpiri,  ^j[|j  (iigjf  tenderness— 


And  I  will  ble»i  (hee 


ell,  my  soul's  beloved! 


Gom.  {aeide.)  Her  bouI  may  yield, 

Beholding  him  in  fetters:  woman's  fkilh 
Will  bend  to  woman's  love— 

Thy  prayer  is  heard  ; 
Follow,  and  I  will  guide  thee  to  his  cell. 

Jid.  Oh!  stormy  hour  of  agony  and  joy  ! 
But  I  shall  see  hini — I  shall  hear  his  voice '.         [Then  go  oal, 

Scene  U.—Anotker  Fart  of  the  Frison. 
Herbekt — EmTB. 

Ed.  Herbert,  my  Herbert !  ia  it  thus  we  meet  ? 

Her.  The  voice  of  my  own  Edith !  Can  such  joy 
Light  up  this  place  of  death  1    And  do  I  feel 
Thy  breath  of  love  once  more  upon  my  cheek, 
And  the  soft  floating  of  thy  gleamy  hair. 
My  blesed  Edith  I    Oh,  so  pale  !  so  changed  I 
My  flower,  my  blighted  flower  1  thou  that  wert  made 
For  the  kind  fostermg  of  sweet  summer  airs. 
How  halh  the  storm  been  with  thee  !— Lay  thy  head 
On  this  true  breast  again,  my  gentle  one ! 


;"'"l"Ton<f!?^- 
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Fotlamwpaiy,  weary!    Oh!  that  heart ! 
The  kind,  ihe  brave,  lUe  tender ! — how  my  eonl 
Hath  sickea'd  in  vaic  yearnings  far  the  balm 


Her.  They  cannot  day 

One  young,  and  meek,  and  beautiful  ae  thou, 
My  broken  lily !     Surely  tiie  Ions  days 
Of  the  dark  cell  have  been  enou^  for  thee .' 
Oh !  that  thou  ehalt  live,  and  raise  tliv  aracioua  head 
Yet  in  calm  sunshine 

Ed,  Herbert !  I  have  cast 

The  anare  of  profiei'd  mercy  from  my  bouI, 
This  very  hour.    God  to  the  weak  hath  given 
Victory  o'er  lite  and  deadi ! — Tiie  tempter's  price 
Hath  been  rejected— Herbert,  I  must  die. 

Her.  O  Edith !  Edith '.  I,  that  led  thee  first 
From  the  old  path  wherein  thy  falheis  trod — 
I,  that  received  It  as  an  Bneel'staek, 
To  pour  the  fresh  Ught  on  thine  ardent  soul. 
Which  drank  it  as  a  sun fiower—J  have  beea 
Thy  guide  to  death! 

Sa.  To  heaven  l  my  guide  to  heaven, 

My  noble  and  my  blesa'd '.    (Jh !  look  up. 
Be  strong,  rejoice,  my  Herbert !    Bat  for  thee. 
How  could  my  spirit  havo  sprung  up  lo  God, 
Through  the  dark  cloud  which  o*er  its  vision  hung. 
The  night  of  fear  and  error  1—lhy  dear  hand 
First  raised  that  veil,  and  ehow'd  the  glorious  world 
My  heritage  beyond. — Friend !  love,  and  friend  ! 
It  was  aa  ff  thou  gay'st  me  mine  own  Boul 
In  tliose  bright  days  I     Yea  I  a  new  earth  and  heaven, 
.  _  J  _  .       -    je  for  all  their  aplendors  born. 


Even  for  thy  sake  {    Yes,  iilrd  with  nobler  life 

■*--  ■'-- -urelove,  m--'-  ■--' -'-    —  ■■- 

J  . upon  the  al 

The  first  fruits  of  thy  m 
Thy  work,  thine  own ! 

Her.  My  love,  my  sainted  love  I 

Oh!  I  can  almost  yield  thee  unto  heaven  : 
^arlh  would  but  sully  thee !    Thon  must  depart. 
With  the  rich  crown  of  thy  celestial  gifts 
Untainted  by  a  breath !    And  yet,  alas  I 
Edith!  wliBt  dreams  ufholy  happuifss. 
Even  for  (its  world,  were  ours !— the  low,  sweet  home 
The  pastoral  dwelling,  with  its  ivied  porch. 
And  lattice  gleaming  through  the  leaves — and  than, 
li!j  life's  corapa^ion !— Thou,  beside  my  hearth, 
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AgainBl  the  unutterable  tenderness 

Or  earthly  love,  my  God !  in  the  eiok  hour 

Of  clyine  human  hope,  farsake  me  not  I 

Herfcttrmy  Herbett!  even  from  thai  aweel  home 

Where  it  had  been  too  much  of  Paradise 

To  dwell  with  thee — even  thence  the  oppresor's  har 

Might  soon  have  torn  us  i  orlhe  touch  of  deoth 

Might  one  day  there  have  left  a  widovi^d  heart, 

PiiSng  alone.    We  wiU  go  hence,  beloved ! 

To  the  brieht  country,  where  the  wicked  cease 

From  troubling,  where  the  spoiler  hath  no  sway  ; 

Where  no  haiSi  voice  of  worldliness  disturbs 

The  Sabbath-peace  of  lose.    We  will  go  hence. 

Together  with  our  wedded  EOuls,  to  heaven : 

No  Bolitsry  lingering,  no  cold  void. 

No  dving  of  the  heart !     Our  lives  have  been 

Lovely  through  faithful  love,  and  in  our  deaths 

We  will  not  he  divided. 

Her.  Oh  !  the  peace 

Of  God  is  lying  fer  within  ihiiie  eyes, 
Far  underneath  the  mist  of  human  teara. 
Lighting  those  blue  still  depths,  and  inking  thence 
On  my  worn  heart.    Now  am  1  girt  with  strength, 
Now  I  can  bless  thee,  my  true  bnde  for  Heaven  ! 

Sd.  And  let  me  falesa  l/tee,  Herbert  •  in  this  hour 
X<et  my  soul  bless  thee  with  prevailing  might '. 
Oh  I  thou  hast  loved  me  nobV  '■  thou  didst  tak> 
Ap  onihan  to  thy  heart,  a  thing  unprized 
'id  desolate:  and  thou  didst  guard  he  "' — 


That  lone  anJ  lowly  creature,  as  a  pearl 
Of  richest  price  :  and  thou  didst  fill  her  aou. 
With  the  high  sifts  of  an  unmortal  wealih.- 
I  blesa,  I  hleas  thee  I    Never  did  thine  eye 


Look  on  me  but  in  gliaU „ 

My  gentle  Herbert  f  Never  did  thy  vi 
Bui  in  aliectian's  deepest  mueic  speak 
To  thy  -  '^- 
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Her  Sweet  Edith,  no!  mjf  heart 
Win  feii  no  more  ;  God  beats  me  up  through  thee. 
And,  by  ihy  words,  and  by  the  heavenly  light 
Shining  around  thee,  throaah  thy  yery  teara, 
WiU  yet  Buslttin  me !  Let  us  call  on  Bin  ! 
Let  UB  lineel  down,  ae  we  have  knelt  bo  oft. 
Thy  pure  cheek  touching  mine,  and  call  on  Him, 
Th'  all-pitying  One,  to  aid.  [They  kaerl. 

Father  above !  in  tender  mercy  look 

On  us,  thy  children  !  through  th'  o'eiBliad  owing  cloud 

Of  sorrow  and  mortality,  send  aid — 

Save  or  we  peilsh !     We  would  pour  our  lives 

Forth  as  a  joyous  offering  to  thy  truth, 

But  we  are  weak— we,  the  bruifed  reeds  of  earlh. 

Are  sway'd  by  every  gust.    Forgive,  O  God ! 

The  blindness  of  our  passionate  de»res, 

The  fainting  of  our  hearts,  the  lingering  thoughts. 

Which  cleave  to  duS  !    Forgive  the  strife  :  accent 

The  sacrifice,  though  dim  wilh  mortal  tears, 

From  mortal  panga  wnmg  forth  I    And  if  oar  souls. 

In  all  the  fervent  dreams,  the  fond  excess, 

Of  their  long-clasping  love,  have  wander'd  not, 

HolicBt  1  Irom  thee  ;  oh  I  take  them  to  thyself, 

AJler  the  fiery  trial,  lake  them  home 

To  dwell,  in  that  imperishable  bond 

Before  thee  iink'd  for  ever.    Hear,  through  Him 

Who  meekly  drank  the  eup  of  agony, 

Who  pass'd  through  death  to  victory,  hear  and  save! 

Pity  us,  Father !  we  are  girt  with 


rengthen'd 


no  help  but  ihee.  [T.\ey  ri 

beloved  or    " 


O  Edith  •  couldst  thou  lift  up  thy  sweet  voice. 
And  sirLg  me  that  old  solemn-breathing  hjfmn 
We  loved  in  happier  days — the  strain  which  1 
Of  the  dread  conflict  in  the  olive  shade  1 

He  knelt,  the  Saviour  knelt  and  pray'd. 

When  bat  his  Father's  eye 
Look'd  through  the  lonely  garden's  shad* 

On  that  dread  agony  ; 
The  Lord  of  All  above,  beneath, 
Waa  bow'd  with  sorrow  unto  death. 


When  thia  mortality  haf  power 

So  to  o'etshadow  Him  '. 
That  he  who  gave  man's  breath,  n 
The  very  depihs  of  human  woe. 


0  MUSIC,  KTC 

e  misls  thai  hang  o'er  parting;  life, 
ill  aather'd  round  his  head  ; 
d  Ina  Deliverer  knek  to  ptay — 


-. -thou„ „„. 

dad  yielded  up  its  dead. 
But  there  woe  eeiit  him  from  on  high 
A  gift  of  elrenglh  for  man  to  die. 

With  angui^  and  dismayl 

onflict  yet, 


Diigh  Him, 


HKrit,  harit!  the  parting  signal. 

[Frimn  attendants 
Fare-lhee-well  l 
0  thou  uiiutterablj'  loved,  farewell ! 
Let  our  hearts  bow  to  God  '. 

Her.  One  last  embrace. 

On  earth  the  last !— We  have  ereniity 
Forlove'acommnnioii  yet  ^-Farewell— farewell! 

[She  ia  led 
'Tia  o'er— the  bitteraeas  of  death  is  past! 


FLOWEES  AND  MUSIC  II 

Up  the  litae  besTena,  and 
Joyfully  ringing  with  the  i 
I  wept !  and  thought  how 

But  Christ  li=^  csll'd  me 
Delighlful  thongh  It  be." 


her.    Her  Sister  enltre  with  Jhweri 

Mother.  Hu^,  lightly  tread '.  Blill  tranquilly  she  Bleeps, 
As,  when  a  hahe,  I  rock'd  her  on  my  heart. 
I've  watch'd,  suspending  e'en  my  hreath,  in  tear 
'To  break  the  heavenly  spell.     Move  silently  !  < 
And  oh  !  those  flowers '.  dear  Jeaay,  bear  them  hence— 
Dost  ihoa  forget  the  paedon  of  quick  teats 
That  shook  her  trembling  frame,  when  last  we  brought 
The  roses  to  her  eoach !    Dost  thou  noi  know 
What  sadden  longings  for  the  woods  and  hills, 
Where  once  her  Cee  steps  moved  so  huoyanay. 


ftc 


These  leaves  and  cxloiB  witb  slmnge  liiHuence  wake 
In  hei  fast-kindled  aon)  i 

Jesiff.  Oh!  she  would  pine, 

Were  ihe  wild  Bcenls  and  glowing  hues  withheld, 
Mother  I  far  moie  than  nam  her  spirit  yeama 
For  the  blue  sky,  the  singing-birds  and  brooks, 
And  swell  of  breathing  tur^  whose  lightsome  spring 
Their  blooms  recall, 

Lilian,  (faiaing  heraelf.)  Is  that  my  Jessy's  voice  I 
It  woke  me  nol,  sweet  mother!    I  had  lain 
Silently,  viated  by  waking  dreams, 
Yel  conscious  of  thy  brooding  walchfulneM, 
Long  ere  I  heard  the  sound.    Hath  she  brought  floweii 
Nay.  fear  not  now  Ihy  fond  child's  waywardness. 
My  thoughtful  mother !— In  her  chasteo'd  soul 
Tlie  paasion-color'd  images  rflife. 
Which,  with  their  sudden  etanlino;  flash  awoke 


,     Btanlingfl 

So  oft  those  burning  leats,  have  died 
And  tiiffht  is  there — still,  solemn,  hoi 
With  all  her  stats,  and  with  the  gent 


"Si 


»'  many  fbuntaina 
[iy  day  unheard. 

MntAtT.  And  wherefore  nigAI,  my  child  1 
Thou  art  a  creature  all  of  Ufe  and  dawn, 
.And  ftom  thy  cotich  of  si«knes9  yet  shall  rise, 
And  walk  forth  with  the  dayspriag, 

JJlian.  Hope  jt  not ! 

Dream  it  no  more,  my  mother ! — there  are  things 
Known  but  to  God,  and  to  the  parting  soul, 
Which  feels  his  thrilling  summons. 


Brins  me  thy  floweis,  dear  Jesay  j     Abl  idy  step, 

Well  do  I  see,  hath  not  alone  explored 

The  garden  bowers,  hut  freely  visited 

Our  wilder  haunts.    This  iiiam-like  meadow 

Is  from  the  cool  green  shadowy  river  nook, 


Still  doth  the  golden  willow  bend,  and  sweej} 
The  clear  brown  wave  with  every  passing  witid  I 
And  through  the  shallower  waters,  where  they  lie 
Dunpling  in  hght,  do  the  vein'd  pebbles  gleam 
Xdke  bedded  gems  ?    And  the  white  hutieriliea. 
From  shade  to  sun-streak  are  they  glancing  still 
Among  the  poplar  boughs? 

Jessy.  All,  all  is  there 

Which  glad  midsummer's  wealthiest  hours  can  bring; 
All,  save  the  soul  of  all,  thy  lightening  smile  ! 
Therefore  I  stood  in  sadness  'midst  the  leaves, 
And  caujijil  an  under-music  of  lament 


A'.oot^lc 


Uf  richest  m 

Lilian  Alas  l  il  may  not  be .' 

My  Boul  hath  sent  her  farewell  voiceiereiy, 
To  all  [hese  bJEEsed  hauiils  ot  eongand  ihought; 
Yet  nol  the  less  I  love  to  look  an  these. 
Their.  ■ 
Till  it 

All  flush'd  with  violets  and 

Ah !  the  pale  brier  rose  t  touch'd  so  tenderly. 
As  a  pure  ocean  shell,  with  faintest  red, 
Mellingaway  topearlinees!— Iknow 
How  its  long  light  festoons  o'eiarehing  hung 
From  the  grey  rook,  that  rises  altar-liSe, 
With  its  high  >™vuig  crown  of  mountain  ash 
'Midst  the  lone  grassy  dell.    And  this  rich  bough 
Of  honey'd  wooTlhine,  tdls  me  of  the  oak 
Whose  deep  midsummer 


,f „ _  stirring  of  its  leaves 

Uiito  the  intense  blue  ciyslal  firmament. 
The  ringdove's  wing  is  flildne  o'er  my  bead, 

'Midst  the  laifie  water-lilies.  Beau:itul ! 
How  heautifull  js  all  this  fiiu-free  world 
Under  God's  open  sky  I 

Mother.  Thou  art  o'erwroupbt 

Once  more,  my  child!    "The  dewy  itemhllng  light 
PresagiiiB  tears,  again  is  in  thine  eye. 

0  hu^,  dear  Lilian  \  turn  thee  to  repose. 

Lilian.  Mother.'  I  cannot.    In  my  sou!  the  Ihoughla 
Burn  with  too  subtle  and  too  swift  a  fii« ; 
ImportuDBlely  to  my  lips  they  throng, 
And  with  iheit  earlhly kindred  seek  lo  blend 
Ere  the  veil  drop  between.    When  I  am  gone— 
(For  I  mvst  go)— then  Ihe  remember'd  words 
Wherein  these  wild  unamnings  fJow  forth, 
WiU  to  thy  fond  heart  be  as  amulets 
Held  there  with  life  and  love.    And  weep  nol  thiu 
Mother!  dear  sister!  kindest,  gentlest  once ! 
Be  comforted  that  now  /  weep  no  more 
For  the  glad  earth  and  all  the  golden  light 
Whence  I  depart 

No !  God  hath  purified  my  Epirit's  eye. 
And  in  [he  folds  of  this  consummate  rose 

1  read  bright  prophesies.    I  see  nol  there, 
Dimly  and  moumfully,  fhe  word  "farcaeW 
On  the  rich  petals  traced :  No — in  soft  vems 
And  characters  of  beauty,  I  can  read — 

"  Lsok  up,  look  keaveiuBord  I" 
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Blessed  God  of  Lave 
I  (hank  (bee  for  these  gifts,  the  precious  linka 
Whetebym  - '  ■ 


Ji'  imiii*TlBl  St  . 

The  lily  of  the  field,  the  Saviour'a  fl< 
In  the  serene  and  never-tnoaning  ai~ 
And  the  clear  fllairy  light  of  angel  e 

A  thonaand  fold  m '"■ — "    "■ 

Willnc     " 

When  it  hath 

A  record  of  lost  love  t 

Mother.  My  Lilian !  ihon 

Surely  in  thy  bright  iiG-  hast  liitle  known 
Of  last  things  or  of  changed '. 

Lilian.  Oh!  little  yet, 

For  thou  hast  been  my  shield  ;    But  had  it  bt 


So  perilouaiy  Wiion'd,  that  for  them 

God's  touch  alone  hath  eenlleneas  enough 

To  waken,  and  not  break,  their  thrilling  atiinga ! — 

We  will  not  speak  of  this ! 

By  what  strange  epell 
la  it,  that  ever,  when  1  gaze  on  flowera, 
I  dream  of  music  ?    Something  in  their  bnes 
All  melting  into  color'd  harmonies, 
Wafta  a  swilt  thought  of  interwoven  chorda. 
Of  blended  aineing  tones,  that  swell  and  die 
In  lendereat  falls  away. — O,  bring  ihy  hafp. 
Sister '.  a  gentle  heaviness  at  last 
Hath  touch'd  mine  eyehds  ;  sing  to  me,  and  sleep 
Will  come  again. 

Jests-  What  would'st  thou  hear  1    The  Italian  peasant's  lay 
Which  makes  the  desolate  Campagna  ring 
With  "  Rmita,  Romar'  or  the  madrigal 
Waibled  on  moonlight  seas  of  Sicily! 
Or  the  old  ditty  left  by  Troubadours 
To  girla  of  Languedoc ! 

iSiian.  Oh.no!  not  these. 

Jesm/.  Whotlhen?  the  Mooiish  melody  still  known 
Within  the  Alhamhra  city !  or  those  notes 
Bom  of  the  Alps,  which  pierce  the  eiile's  heart 
Even  unto  death! 

Lilian.  No,  aster,  nor  yet  these — 

Too  much  of  dreamy  love,  of  taint  regret. 
Of  passionately  fonif  remembrance,  bieathes 
In  the  caressing  sweelnes  of  their  tones, 
for  one  who  dieH ;— They  would  but  woo  me  back 
To  glowing  life  with  those  Arcadian  sounds — 
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And  vainly,  vainly— No !  a  loftier  Btrain, 
A  deeper  music !  — Sometliinff  thnl  may  bear 
The  apiril  upon  dow  yet  migniy  winge, 
Unsway'd  by  gusts  of  earih :  something  all  fill'd 
Witil  solemn  adoraaon,  tearful  prayer.— 
Sing  me  that  antique  strain  which  once  I  deem'd 
Almost  too  sternly  simple,  too  austere 
In  its  ^ve  majesty  !  I  love  it  now — 
Woio  It  seems  frau^l  widi  holiest  power,  to  hush 
All  billows  of  the  soul,  e'en  like  his  voice 
That  said  of  old—"  Be  still  P'- Sing  me  that  strain, 
"  The  Saviout's  dying  hour."  [Jessv  sings  (o  the  Harp 

OSotiof  Man! 
In  thy  last  mortal  bour 
Shadows  ot  earth  closed  ronnd  thee  fearfiillv ! 
All  that  on  us  is  laid, 
All  the  deep  gloom. 
The  desolation  and  the  abandonment. 
The  dark  amaze  of  death; 
All  upon  thee  too  fell. 
Redeemer  !  Son  of  Man  '. 
But  the  keen  pang 
Wherewith  the  silver  cord 
Of  earth's  afleotioii  from  the  soul  is  wrung ; 
The  uptearing  of  those  tendrils  which  have  grown 

ilto  the  quiet  strong  heart  \ 
This,  this,  the  passion  and  the  agony 
Of  battling  love  and  death. 
Surely  was  not  for  thie. 
Holy  one!  Son  of  God! 
Yes,  my  Redeemer ! 
E'en  this  cup  was  thine  ! 
Fond  wailing  voices  call'd  thy  spirit  back : 
E'en  'midst  the  mighty  thoughts 
Of  that  last  crowning  boui ! 
E'en  on  thine  awful  way  to  victory, 
Wildly  they  call'd  thee  back! 
And  weeping  eyes  of  love 

Pierced  through  the  folds  of  death's  mysterious  vnt 
Sufferer!  thou  Son  of  Man! 
Mother-tears  were  mingled 
With  thy  costly  hlood-dropa. 
In  the  shadow  of  tiie  atoning  cross ; 
And  the  friend,  the  faithliil, 
He  that  on  thy  tn 

He  a  pale  s 

Met  with  looks  of  anguish. 
All  the  anguish  in  thy  last  meek  g' 
Dying  Son  of  Man  ! 


"X,oTigK: 


CATHEDRAL  HYMN 

Oh  !  therefore  unto  thee, 
Thou  that  hast  known  all  woee 
Bound  in  the  girdle  of  mortality  ! 
Thou  thai  will  lift  the  reed 
Which  storms  have  bruised, 
To  thee  may  Borrow  through  ench  conflict  cry, 
And,  in  that  tempest-hour,  when  love  and  life 


^he 


When  tearful  eyes 
re  passionately  bent 
To  drmk  earth's  last  tond  meaning  from  our  gi 
Then,  then  forsake  Qs  not ! 
Shed  on  our  apiriis  (hen 
The  fejth  and  deep  aubmis^Tenessttf  thine  t 
Thou  ihal  didst  love. 
Thou  that  didal:  weep  and  die— 
Thou  that  didst  rise  a  victor  glorified ; 
Conqueror!  iliou  Son  of  Godl 
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Or  grovelling  Ihougbl,  10  •eok  a  lefugo  here,"—  WaritvBnt 
A  DJH  and  mighty  mitiBter  of  oid  tune ! 
A  temple  shadowy  with  remembrances 
Of  the  majestic  past !— the  very  light 
Streams  with  a  coloring  of  heroic  days 
In  every  ray,  which  leads  Shroush  arch  and  aisle 
A  path  of  dreamy  lustre,  wandering  back 
To  other  years :— and  the  rich  fretted  rout. 
And  the  wrought  coronals  of  summer  leaves. 


Thete 


r?: 


Clns 

Tell  of  a  race  that  nobly,  fearlessly. 

On  their  bean's  worship  pour'd  a  wealth  of  love! 

Honor  be  with  the  dead  !—  the  people  kneel 

Under  the  helms  of  antique  chivalry, 

And  in  the  crimson  gloom  from  banners  thrown, 

Aad  '[Htdst  the  forms.  In  pale  proud  slumber  carved. 

Of  warriors  on  their  tombs.— The  people  kneel 

Where  mail-clad  chiefs  have  knelt ;  where  jewell'd  crowns 

On  the  flush'd  brows  of  conquerors  have  been  set ; 

Where  the  high  anthema  of  old  vjctoiies 

Have  made  the  dust  give  echoes.— Hence,  vain  thoughdl 

Memories  of  power  and  pride,  which,  long  ago, 

Like  dim  processiona  of  a  dream,  have  sunk 

In  twilight  depths  away.— Return,  my  soul ! 

The  croaa  recalls  thee— Lo  !  the  blessed  cross! 


A'.oot^lc 


CATHEDRAL  HYMN. 


All  lheir_ _ „ ,_, 

Gsthei*d  before  their  God  !— Hark  !  how  the  flood 

Of  ihe  ricb  organ  haimany  bears  up 

r-u-;.-.-: ,._  u- ....  j'—aDiighljr  bnist! 


Id  minsler — fo.„ 

Wilt  its  long  avenues  of  piUor'd  shade, 
Seems  quivering  all  with  spirit,  as  that  strain 
O'ertlowB  lis  Him  recesses,  leaving  not 
One  tomb  unthrili'd  by  the  strong  eympathy 
Answering  the  electric  notes.— Join,  join,  my  bo 
In  thine  own  lowly,  tterabling  conacionsness. 
And  thine  own  solitude,  tiie  glorioos  hymn. 
Rise  like  an  altar-fire  ! 
ilemn  joy  aspire. 


'  passion  still,  O  choral  strain '. 
.  thy  strong  rushing  wind 
;ar  up  from  humanKind 


On  thy  strong  rushing  wind 

Bear  up  from  humanEi    ' 
Thanks  and  unplorings — be  they 

Father,  which  art  on  tiigh ! 

Weak  is  the  melody 
Of  harp  or  song  to  reach  thine  awfiil  e 

"-' —  the  heart  he  there, 

I^l,  then,  thy  spirit  brood 

Over  the  mnltitude— 
Be  thou  amidst  them  through  that  heavenly  Uneat 

So  shall  their  cry  have  power 

To  win  from  thee  a  shower 
Of  healing  gifis  for  every  wounded  breast. 

What  griefs  that  make  no  sign. 

That  ask  no  aid  but  thine. 
Father  of  mercies  1  here  before  thee  swell ! 

As  to  tbe  open  sky, 


The  sorrow  for  the  dead, 

Mantlina  its  lonely  head 
From  the  world's  g&re,  is,  in  thy  sight,  set  &«•( 

And  the  fond  aching  love, 

Tbyminiotcr.lomove 
All  the  wrung  spirit,  softenini;  it  for  thee. 
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And  dolh  not  thy  dread  eye 

Behold  the  agony 

In  that  mosl  hidden  chamber  of  the  heart. 

Where  darkly  sits  remorse,                                         i 

Beside  the  secret  source                                                    ; 

Of  feaiful  visions,  beeping  vi-atcti  apart  1 

Yea  r  here  before  thy  ihrone 

Many — yet  each  alone — 

To  thee  that  terrible  anveiling  make : 

And  still  Email  wh^peis  clear 

Ab  if  a  trumpet  bade  tSe  dead  awake' 

How  dreadful  is  this  place  I 

The  glory  of  thy  face 
Fills  it  too  sear^lingly  for  moria)  aighl: 
Where  shall  the  guilty  fee? 
Over  that  far  off  sea!                                                 ' 

What  hills,  what  woods,  may  shroud  him  from  that  hghl  t 

Nollo  the  cedar  shade 

Let  his  vain  flight  be  made  ; 

Nor  the  old  mountains,  nor  the  desert  sea ; 

What,  but  the  cross,  can  yield 

The  hope— the  stay— the  shield  ? 

Tience  may  the  Aloner  lead  him  up  to  Thee? 

Betbon.belhouhisaid! 

0  lei  thy  love  pervade                                                       ' 
The  haunted  caves  of  self  accusing  ibmighl ;                                    ! 

There  let  the  living  atone 
Be  cleft—the  seed  be  sown— 

The  song  of  Ibuntaina  from  the  silence  brought ! 

So  Bhali  thy  breath  once  more                                     [ 

Withm  the  scul  restore                                                      ' 

Thine  own  finit  unage— Holiest  and  Most  High ! 

As  a  clear  lake  is  fill'd 

With  bnea  of  Heaven  bistill'd                                          i 

Down  to  the  depths  of  ils  calm  purity. 

And  if,  amidst  the  throng 

Link'd  by  the  ascending  song, 

There  are,  whose  thouehta  in  treinbling  rapture  soar  i 

Thanks,  lather '.  that  the  power 

Of  joy,  man's  early  dower, 
Thus,  e'en  'midst  tears,  can  fervently  adore  1                                     : 

Thanks  tor  each  gifl  divine! 

Elertiai  praise  be  thine, 
Bleasuig  and  love,  0  Thou  that  hearesi  prayet !                            i 

Let  the  hymti  pierce  the  sky, 

And  let  the  tomlH  reply!                                                   ( 

For  seed,  that  waiffl  the  hatvesi-lime,  is  there.                                  ! 

! 
..    i 
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FiTiiEK— Child. 
Child.  There  are  the  aBpena,  will)  their  silvery  leaves 
Trembling,  for  ever  trembling ;  though  (he  lime 
And  chestnut  boughs,  and  those  long  ntching  spreys 
Of  eglantine,  hang  s^U.  as  if  the  wood 

Father.  Hast  thou  heard,  my  boy, 

The  peosant'a  lerend  of  that  quivering  tree  % 

Child,  No,  father ;  doth  he  say  the  laities  dance 
Amidst  the  branches  ? 

Father,  Oh !  a  cause  more  deep. 

More  solemn  &r,  the  ruatic  doih  assign 
To  the  strange  reslle^neas  of  those  wan  leaves ! 
The  cross  he  deems,  the  blessed  cross,  whereon 
The  meek  Redeemer  bow'd  his  head  to  death. 
Was  framed  of  aspen  wood  ;  and  since  that  hour, 
Through  all  its  race  the  pale  tree  halh  sent  down 
A  thrilling  consdouaneas,  a,  secret  awe, 
Making  them  tremulous,  when  not  a  breeze 
Disturbs  the  air;  thistle  down,  or  shakes 
The  li^t  hues  of  the  shining  goffiamer. 

Child.  iafterapauBe-)  Dost  thou  believe  it,  6ther I 

Father.  Nay,  my  child, 
We  walk  in  clearer  light.    But  yet,  even  now. 
With  something  of  a  lingering  love,  I  read 
The  characters,  hy  that  mysterlooB  hour, 
Stamp'd  on  the  reverential  soul  of  mati 
In  visionary  days  ;  and  thence  thrown  back 
On  the  fair  forma  of  nature.     Many  a  sign 
Of  the  great  sacrifice  which  woti  us  heaven, 

On  rock, 

They  do 

Would  piucn  tnese  Baiuiary  lancies  tortn 

I<>om  their  strong  soil  within  the  peasant's  breast. 

And  scatter  them— far,  far  too  feat !— away 

As  worthless  weeds :— Oh '.  little  do  we  know 

IVhen  they  have  soothed,  when  saved  I 

But  come,  dear  boy! 
My  worda  grow  tinged  with  thought  too  deep  for  theB. 
Come— let  us  search  for  violets. 

Child.  Know  you  not 

More  of  the  legends  which  the  woodmen  tell 

mi  9       e     cesnn      owers.  ^^ 
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There— by  the  onray  roots  of  yon  old  beeon, 
'Midfll  tbe  rich  toft  of  cowslips— see'st  thou  not' 
TTiere  ia  a  apiav  of  woodbine  from  the  tree 
Jusl  bending  o'er  it  with  a  wild  bee'a  weight. 

C/ald.  T&e  Arum  leaf) 

Father.  Yes,  these  deep  inwrought  tn 

The  villn^r  will  tell  thee  (end  with  voice 
Xiower'd  in  his  true  heart's  reverent  earnestness) 
Are  tbe  flower's  portion  from  th'  atoning  blood 
On  Calvary  shed.    Beneath  the  cross  it  grew  ; 
'"-'  ■--'---le-UlEehollowofili  ■     ' 

A  few  mysteri 

Unto  the  grovea  anu  miia,  ineir  seating  BiainB, 
A  heritage,  for  storm  or  vernal  wind 
Never  to  waft  away ! 

And  hast  thou  seen 
Tbe  passion-flower  !— It  grows  not  in  the  woods, 
But  'midat  the  bright  things  brought  from  other  cUmee. 

Child.  What,  the  pale  star-ehapedflower,  with  purple  stleakB 
And  light  green  tendrilsl 

FatXer.  Thou  hast  mark'd  it  well, 

Yes-  a  pale,  atany,  dreamy-looking  flower. 
As  from  a  land  oF  spirits  I — To  mine  eve 
Those  feint  wan  petals— colorle^— and  yet 
Not  white,  but  shadowy— with  the  mystic  lines 
lAs  letters  of  some  wizard  language  gone) 
Into  their  vapor-like  tmnsparence  wrought, 
Bear  something  of  a  strange  solemnity. 
Awfully  lovely:— and  the  Christian's  thought 
Loves,  in  iheir  cloudy  penciling,  to  find 
Dread  symbols  of  his  Lord's  last  mortal  pangs. 
Set  by  God's  hand— The  coronaj  of  thorns— 
The  cross— the  wounds— with  other  meanings  deep, 
Which  I  will  teach  thee  when  we  meet  again 
That  flower,  the  chosen  for  the  martyr's  wreath. 
The  Saviour's  holy  flower. 

Bullet ■■"■ 

_-  the  old  V. 

Into  a  rich,  ell      ,      , 

A  luxury  of  gloom !— Soar6e  dolh  one  ray, 
Even  when  a  soft  wind  pans  the  fohage,  steal 
O  er  the  bronzed  pillars  of  these  deep  arcades  - 
Or  if  it  doth,  'lis  with  a  mellow-d  hue 
Of  glow-worm  cotor'd  light. 

Here,  in  the  days 
Of  pagan  nsions,  would  have  been  aplace 
V  or  worship  of  the  wood-nymphs  I     'Through  these  Oata 
A  small,  fau-  gleaming  temple  might  have  tbtown 
The  quivering  image  of  its  Dorian  sJiafts 
On  the  stream's  bosom  i  or  a  sculptured  form, 
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Drvnd,  or  fqunlain-goddess  of  the  gloom, 
Have  bow'd  its  head  o'er  ihat  dark  crysMl  down, 
Dtooping  with  beauly,  as  a  iiiy  droopa 
Under  bright  rain  :--bul  we,  my  child,  are  here 
Wilh  God,  our  God,  a  Spirit ;  who  requires 
Heart-worship,  given  in  spirit  and  m  truth ; 
And  this  high  knowledge— deep,  noh,  vaal  enougn 
To  fill  and  Sallow  all  the  solitude, 
Makes  consecrated  earth  where'er  we  move, 
Without  the  aid  of  shiines.    „      .  ,       .      c  i 
What '.  doBl  thou  feel 
The  solemn  whisperuig  influence  of  the  scene 
Oppressing  thy  young  heart,  that  ihoa  dost  draw 
More  clo-ely  to  my  side,  and  clasp  my  hand 
Faster  in  ihinel    Nay,  fear  not,  gpnUe  child! 
'Tis  love,  not  fear  whose  vernal  breath  pervades 
The  stillnees  round.    Come,  sit  beside  me  here. 
Where  brooding  violets  mantle  this  green  slope 
Wilh  dark  exuberance-Mid  beneath  these  plumes 
Of  waTy  fern,  look  where  the  eup-mosa  holds 
In  its  pure  crimson  goblets,  fresh  and  bnght. 
The  starry  dews  of  morning.    Real  awhile 
And  let  me  hear  once  more  the  woodland  verse 
I  taught  the.  Ute--twas  made  for  such  a  scen^^  .^^  ^^^ 

Broods  there  some  spirit  here  1 
The  summer  leaves  hang  silent  as  a  cloud ; 
And  o'er  the  pools  all  still  and  darkly  clear, 
The  wild  wood-hyacinth  with  awe  seems  bow'd  ; 
And  someihma  of  a  lender  cloistral  gloom 

Deepens  the  violet's  bloom. 

The  very  light  that  streams 
Throueh  the  dim  dewy  ved  of  foliage  round, 
Comes  iremulooa  widi  emerald-tmted  gleams. 
As  If  it  knew  ihe  place  were  faolv  ground  ; 


Shed  forth  sweet  voice^ach  a  mystery ! 
Sut«!y  some  awful  influence  must  pervade 

These  deptiia  of  trembling  shade ! 

Yea,  lightly,  softly  move ! 
There  is  a  power,  a  presence  in  the  woods ; 
A  ricwlessljeing,  that,  with  life  and  love. 
Informs  the  reverential  solitudea : 
The  rich  air  knows  it,  and  the  mossy  sod— 

Thou,  thoa  art  here  my  God ! 


.ibyCoOgfc 
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And  if  with  awe  we  tread 
The  minster  floor,  beneath  Ihe  storied  pane, 
And  inidsl  the  mouldering  banners  ofihe  dead, 
ShaU  ibe  green  voieelul  wild  seem  less  thy  fane 
Where  ihou  alone  hast  bnilt  ?-where  arcfi  and  roof 

Ate  of  ihy  living  woof? 

The  silence  and  the  sound, 
In  tlie  lone  places,  breathe  alike  of  ihee ; 
The  temple  twiliahl  of  the  gloom  ptfffound. 
The  dew  cup  of  the  frail  anemone 
The  reed  by  every  wandering  whisper  thriil'd— 

All,  all  with  thee  are  fili'd! 

Oh  I  piitify  n 


Oh  I  piitify  n 


which  Ihou  hast  wrought ! 


.   J  T     J    J  ^™  wnicn  inou  iiast  v 

And  midst  their  sea-like  mitrmUTB,  leach 

tver  thy  voice  to  hear ! 

And  satioti^  my  heart 
T^.  meet  the  awful  aweelnea^  of  that  lone 
With  no  femt  thrill  or  self-accusing  sian 
But  a  deep  jov  the  heavenly  guest  to  own— 
Jty,  TOch  08  dweit  in  Eden'a  glorious  bowers 

Ere  sm  had  dimm'd  the  ffowers. 

Let  me  not  know  the  change 

The  hoi  ow  leaf-sounds  ominous  and  strange; 
The  weight  wherewiih  the  dark  tree  shadows  lie 
l  alhei !  oh !  keep  my  footsteps  pure  and  tree 
To  walk  the  woods  with  thee!  ' 


PSAYEB  OP  THE  rX)NEL¥  aTUDENT. 

Their  loM^S  iX'fhefandUwL," 

Wordsworth, 
p         ■  J.   ,'*'«"'— holy  night-the  time 
for  mind's  free  breathings  in  a  purer  clime  ' 
Jliehl  !-when  in  happier  hour  ilie  unveiling  sky 
„  .      Woke  afi  my  kindled  sonl.  ' 

To  meet  lis  revelations,  clear  and  high. 
With  the  strange  joy  o(  immortiitity  f 

And'mv'thou'li^'^"^  7=P'?  ^'^-'^ange  and  d< 

And  mv  thoogliis  feml,  and  shadows  o'er  tliem  roll, 

Een  when  I  deem'd  them  seraph-plume  J,  to  sweep 

tar  beyond  earih'fl control . 
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PRAYER  OF  THE  LONELY  STUDENT. 

Wberelbre  is  lliis?— I  see  Ihe  atars  returning. 
Fire  after  lira  in  Heaven's  rich  temple  burning — 
Fast  shine  Ihey  forth — my  spirit  fiiends,  my  guides. 
Bright  rulers  of  itw  being's  mmosl  tides ; 
"" '-'—-■ — but  tainlly,  tb ' '■ — ^- 


They  shine — but  tainlly,  tbrough 


le  which  clouds  those  rays  1 
They  from  whose  glance  my  childhood  dtank  deiigbl  I 
A  joy  unquestioning— a  love  intense — 
They,  that  unfolding  to  more  thouglllful  sight, 
The  harmony  of  their  magnificence, 
Drew  silentlj  Ihe  worship  of  my  yonlh 
To  the  grave  sweetness  on  the  brow  of  inith ; 
Shall  they  shower  blessing,  with  their  beams  divine, 
Down  lo  the  watcher  on  (he  stormy  sea 
And  to  the  pilgrim  toiling  for  his  shrine 
Through  some  wild  pass  of  rocky  Apennine, 


From  the  bright  pinion'd  nature  which  hath  soat'd 
Through  realms  by  royal  eagle  ne'er  eiploted. 
And,  bathing  there  in  straanis  of  fiery  %ht, 
Found  strength  to  gaze  upon  the  Infinite  I 
And  now  an  alien !— Wherefore  must  this  be  I 

How  shall!  rend  the  chain  1 

How  drink  rich  life  asain 
From  those  pure  urtis-of  radiance,  welling  free  I 
Father  of  Spirits !  let  me  lum  to  tbee  I 
Oh  1  if  too  much  emlting  in  her  dower. 

My  soul,  not  yet  to  lowly  thought  subdued, 
Hath  Blood  without  thee  oti  her  hitl  of  power — 

A  learliil  and  a  dazzling  solitude  I — 
And  therelore  from  that  haughty  summit's  crown. 
To  dim  desertion  is  by  thee  cast  down  ; 
Behold !  thy  child  submissively  hath  bow'd— 

Shine  on  him  through  the  cloud  I 
Let  the  now  darken'd  earth  and  curtain'd  heaven 
Back  lo  his  vi^on  with  thy  face  be  given ! 

Bear  him  on  high  once  more, 


Or  if  it  be,  that  lilie  the  ark 

UghtSEl 

rtiiu  uuck  retiun,  a  darknes?  and  a  weight. 
Till  my  unanswer'd  heart  grows  desolate— 


My  thoughts  go  forth  and  find  no  resting-place. 
No  sheltering  home  of  eympatliy  and  love, 
In  Iho  responsive  bosoms  of  my  race, 

■«i  by  Google 


IVEI.I.EK'9  EVENiNG  BONG 

e,  Holiest!— Urn  vow'il 

And  Bhall  the  Rpiril,  far  ihy  tasks  endow'd 
"■-'---•--''-— ^oU  of  13^ — - 

io\"mi. 

Unto  the  altsr-slane, 
Of  that  pure  spousal  fene  inviolate, 
Where  it  should  mnke  eternal  truth  its  mate. 
May  cheer  the  sacred  sohtsry  way! 
Oh',  be  the  whisper  of  ihy  voice  within 
Enough  to  elten^lheti !    fie  the  hope  to  win 
A  more  deep-seemg  homage  for  thy  name. 
Far,  for  beyond  the  bumitig  dream  of  tame  ! 
Make  me  thine  only !— Let  idp  add  but  one 
To  those  refuleent  steps  all  iindefiled. 

Which  gloriona  minds  have  piled 
Tbrou^  bright  self-ofiering,  earnest,  child-like,  lone, 

For  moutiting  to  thy  throne ! 

And  let  my  soul,  upborne 

On  wings  of  inner  mom, 
Find,  in  illumined  secresy,  the  sense 
Of  that  blete'd  work,  its  own  high  recompense. 

The  dimneas  melts  away 

That  on  your  gloiy  lay, 
Oh  ye  majestic  walehera  or  the  skies ! 

Throagh  the  dissolving  veil. 

Which  made  each  aspect  pale. 
Your  gladd'ning  fires  once  more  I  recognise  ; 

And  once  aeain  a  shower 

Of  hope,  and  joy,  and  power, 
Streams  on  my  soul  from  your  immortal  eyes. 
And,  if  tliat  splendor  to  my  sober'd  eight 
Come  tremulous,  with  more  of  pensive  light — 
Something,  though  beauiifiil,  yet  deeply  ftaughl. 
With  more  that  pierces  through  each  fold  oflhought 

Than  Iwaa  wont  to  trace 

On  heaven's  unshadow'd  feoe — 
Be  it  e'en  so! — be  mine,  though  set  apart 
Unto  a  radiant  ministry,  yet  still 
A  lowly,  tean'ul,  self-distniBting  heart  i 

Bow-d  before  thee,  O  Mightiest !  whose  hless'd  will 
All  the  pure  stars  rejoiemgly  fulfil  • 


B  TRAVELLER'S  EVENING  SONG. 


College.  Dqbitn.  by  Sir  ^Vklliain  HamLllon,  roycd 


THE  TRAVELLER'S  EVENING  BONa, 

Darkly  waves  each  giant  bon^ 
O'er  the  sky's  lasi  ctimaon  glow : 
HuBh'd  19  now  the  convent^  bell, 
Which  erewhile  with  breey  swell 
From  ihe  purple  mountain  bore 
Greeting  to  the  Bunaet-shore. 
Now  tlie  sailor's  veFper-hymn 


In  the  low  and  shivering  thrill 
Of  the  leaves  that  late  hung  Btill ; 
In  the  dull  and  muffled  tone 
Of  the  sea-wave'a  distant  moan  ; 
In  the  deep  tints  of  the  sky     ^ 
There  are  signs  of  tempests  nigh. 
"    ■       a,  with  sullen  sound, 


id  shade 


Falls  the  closing  dusk  around. 
Father  I  through  the  atomi  anc 

o'er  the  wild, 
Oh!  be  T&aa  the  lone  one's  aid- 
Save  thy  child! 
Many  a  swift  and  sounding  plume 
Homewards,  through  the  boding  gloom, 
O'er  my  way  hath  flitted  fast. 
Since  the  fiirewell  sunbeam  pass'd 
p^om  the  chestnut's  ruddy  lark, 
And  the  pools,  now  lone  and  dark, 
Where  the  wakening  night-winds  sigh 
Through  the  long  leeda  mournliillv. 
Homeward,  homeward,  ail  thuigs  haste— 

3t  the  waste. 


/ithaglowoft 
Beantiful,  o'er  that  bright  sleep, 
Hang  soft  eyes  of  fondness  deep. 
Where  his  mother  bends  to  pray 
For  the  loved  and  fat  away. — 
Father,  guard  that  household  bower, 


Darker,  wilder,  grows  the  tiighl, 


Back,  through  thine  all-guiding  power. 


■n  old  forest  made. 
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Thou !  lo  whose  unslumbering  eyes 

All  1117  pathway  open  lies, 

By  thy  Son  who  knew  diatreaa 

In  the  lonely  wilclemeas, 

Where  no  roof  lo  thai  bleta'd  head 


S  CHILD  IN  THE  FORESTS. 

S<^.—Tkebanke  of  a  solitary  river  in  an  American  foreH. 

A  tint  tender  pine-trtea  m  th*  foreground.    Agnes  sitting 

bifore  Ike  tent,  teitk  a  eiild  m  her  arms  apparenlii/  rieep- 

^«if(    Surely  'tis  oil  a  dream~a  lever-dream  • 
The  dea>  ation  and  the  agonv— 
The  strange  red  sunrise— and  the  gloomy  woods, 


In  happy,  happy  England  !     Speak  to 

Speak  to  thy  mother,  ■■--'-  —  '  -■-- 

All  the  dread  night  bt. 

Is  darken'd  by  swiil  w„.i=  ^,  ,^„^^,^,, 

And  her  soul  feint  with  longing  for  thy  voice. 

Oh !  I  must  wake  lum  with  one  gentle  ki^ 

On  his  feir  brow ! 

{Shudderinsly.)  The  sirange  damp  ihrilling  touch  I 

i  he  marble  chill !    Now,  novt it  nieJics  back 

Now  I  know  all !— dead— rf«a3 .'— a  feariiil  word  ! 

My  boy  hath  left  me  in  the  wilderness, 

1 0  jouruey  on  without  the  blessed  light 

in  hu  deep  loving  eye»-4ie's  gone--Tie'9  sone  I 

Tr    I      1    .  [Her  Hdsbasd  e; 

Husband.  Agnes,  my  Agnes !  hast  thou  look'd  ihy  las 
On  our  sweet  Blu.uberer's  fice  \     The  hour  is  come— 
The  eouch  made  ready  for  hia  last  repose. 

Agnes.  Not  jel !  thou  canst  not  take  him  from  me  yet 
If  he  hnt  left  me  for  a  few  short  days,  ' 

This  were  too  biief  a  gazing  time,  to  draw 
Hjs  angel  Image  into  my  fond  heart, 


Jiasnana,  My  beli 

Is  It  not  God  hath  taken  him  1  ihe  God 
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«  eai\y  grave 

_.    ^ Le  head,  and  aay, 

"  His  will  be  done  !" 

Agnea.  Oh!  thai  near  household  grave. 

Under  the  turf  of  England,  seem'd  not  half— 
Nol  half  BO  much  to  part  me  from  my  child 
Ab  these  dark  woods,    ll  lay  beside  our  home, 
And  I  could  watch  the  sunshine,  through  all  houiB, 
Lovine  and  clinorne  to  the  srassy  spot ; 
And  feould  dress  its  greeuBwatd  with  fresh  flowers- 
Familiar,  meadow  flowers.    O'er  tkee  my  babe. 
The  primrose  will  not  blossom !    Oh  !  that  now, 
Together,  by  ihy  fair  young  sistefa  side, 
We  lay  'midst  England's  valleys ! 

Husband.  Dost  thou  giieve 

Agnes  I  that  thou  hast  follow'd  o'er  the  deep 
An  exile's  fortunes^    Ifit  thuacaDbe, 
Then,  after  many  a  conflict  oheerily  met, 
My  Epirit  sinlta  at  laat- 

A^ea.  Forgive,  for^ve ! 

My  Edmnnd,  pardon  me  !    Oh!  grief  is  wild — 
Forget  its  words,  quick  spray-drops  from  a  fount 
Of  unknown  blltemeas !     Tnou  art  my  home  I 
Mine  only  and  my  blessed  one !    Where'er 
Thy  warm  lieart  beats  in  its  true  nobleness. 
There  s  my  country !  there  my  head  shall  rest, 
And  throb  no  more.    Oh  !  slill,  by  thy  strong  love, 
Bear  up  the  feeble  leed  ! 

[Kneeling  wi-th  the  child  in  her  arna. 
And  thou,  my  God ! 
Hear  my  soul's  cry  from  this  dread  wildemese. 
Oh  !  hear,  and  pardon  me  I     If  I  have  made 
This  treasure,  sent  from  diee,  too^much  the  ark 
fraught  with  mine  earthward-clinging  happineas, 
Forgetting  Him  who  gave,  and  miglit  resttme, 
Ohj  pardon  me! 

If  nature  hath  rebell'd. 
And  Irom  thy  light  tum'd  wilfuliy  away, 
Making  a  rmdnight  of  her  agom'. 
When  the  despairing  passion  of  her  clasp 
Was  ftom  its  idol  BlricKen  at  one  touch 
Of  thine  Almighty  hand — oh,  pardon  me ! 
By  thy  Son's  ansuiah,  pardon  1    In  the  soul 
The  tempeaia  and  the  waves  will  know  thy  voice— 
Father  say,  "  Peace,  he  still !'' 

[Giving  the  child  to  her  hutband, 
FaieweD,  my  babe : 
Go  from  my  bosom  now  to  other  rest ! 
With  this  last  kisa  on  thine  unsullied  brow. 
And  on  thy  pale  calm  cheek  these  contiilo  tears, 
1  yield  thee  to  thy  Maker  ! 


Hmband.  Now,  my  wife, 
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Thine  own  meek  holineaa  beams  forth  once  more 
A  light  apon  my  path.    Now  shall  1  bear, 
From  thy  dear  arms,  the  slumbeier  to  repoBe — 
Wish  a  calm,  tmstfiJ  heart. 

Agnea,  My  Edmund  !  where— 

Where  will  thou  lay  him  I 

Husband.  See'st  thou  where  the  epir« 

Of  yon  dark  cypress  reddens  in  the  sun 
To  bumiiie  gold  !— there— o'er  yoc  willow-tuft ! 
Under  that  native  desorl  monument 
Lies  hia  lone  hed.    Our  Huherl,  since  the  dawn, 
With  (he  arey  moffiea  of  the  wilderness 
Hath  lined  it  closely  through  ;  and  there  breathed  forth. 
E'en  frnia  die  fiilness  of  his  awn  pare  heart, 
A  wild,  sad  forest  hymn — a  song  of  tears, 
Which  thou  wilt  learn  to  love.    I  heard  the  boy 
Chanting  it  o'er  iiis  solilaiy  task. 
As  wails  a  wood-bird  to  the  ihriUing  leaves, 
Perchance  unconsciously. 


In  that  kind  youlhTol  hreaat  I     Oh !  now  m 

But  strengthen  me,  my  God  !  and  melt  my  net 

Even  to  a  well-spring  of  adoring  team, 

Formanyablesaingleft. 

{Beading  oner  the  child.)     Once  more  fereweL 

Oh,  the  pale,  piercing  sweetness  of  that  look  l 

How  can  it  be  sustain'd  7  Away,  away  1 

Edmund,  my  w „  ... 

I  cannot  see  thee  render  dust  to  dust ! 


g with  thy  prayer  I 

m  thy  bosom  1    Faith  and  heavenly  hope 

Unto  thy  spirit !  Fare  thee  well  a  while ! 
We  must  be  pilgrims  of  the  woods  again, 
Alter  this  monrnful  hour. 


By  the  forest  ri .  _. , 
Sleeps  our  babe  alone. 
England's  field  flowers  may  not  deck  his  grave. 
Cyprefla  ahadowB  o'er  him  darkly  wave. 
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Woods  unknown  receive  him, 

'Midst  the  mighty  wild  ; 
Yet  with  God  we  leave  him. 
Blessed,  ble^d  child! 
And  our  tears  guah  o'er  hia  lovely  dust 
Motimfully,  yet  buII  from  hearts  of  trust. 
Though  his  eye  hath  brighteii'd 
Oft  or — ■ 


Yet  shall  Heaven  rEstore  him 

From  his  pale,  sweet  deep '. 

Those  blue  eyes  of  love  and  r  -nee  oeain 

Through  her  eoul  will  ehme,  andim'd  by  pain. 

Where  the  long  reeds  quiver. 

Where  the  pines  mute  moan. 

Leave  we  by  the  river 

Earth  to  earth  alone  ! 

God  and  Father '.  may  our  joumeyinga  on 

Jjead  tu  where  the  hieased  boy  is  gone  ! 

From  the  esile's  sorrow. 

From  the  wanderer's  diead 

Of  the  nieht  and  morrow. 

Early,  brightly  Hed: 

Thou  hast  call'd  him  to  a  sweeter  home 

Than  om  lost  one  o'er  the  ooeBu'a  foam. 

Now  let  thought  behold  him 

With  his  angel  look. 
Where  those  arms  enfold  him, 
Which  benignly  took 
Israel's  babes  lo  their  Good  Shepherd's  breast, 
When  his  voice  their  tender  meekness  blest. 
Turn  thee  now,  fond  mother! 

From  thy  dead,  oh,  turn! 
Linger  not,  young  brother. 
Here  lo  dieam  and  moHm : 
Only  kneel  once  more  around  the  sod, 
Kneel,  and  how  submitted  hearts  to  God ! 


EASTER-DAY  IN  A  MOUNTAIN  CHUBCHYARD 
Theee  is  a  wakening  on  the  mighty  hills, 
A  kindUng  with  spirTi  of  the  mom  ! 
Bright  glrama  are  soalier'd  from  the  thousand  rilla,) 


On  die  J 


Cooi^lc 


By  all  the  embosom'd  woods — a  silveiy  e^ssii 
Mttda  np  of  Spring  and  dew,  harmomou^jr  sere 


^re  the  <fcirknessof  his  — , —  — ^, 

Aeamsi  a  soft  and  rosy  cloud  on  higb, 

Trembles  with  melodv ! 
While  the  fer-echoing  soiiludes  rejoice 
To  tlie  rich  laugh  of  music  in  llial  voice. 
But  purer  light  Chan  of  the  early  aun 
Is  on  you  cost,  O  mountains  of  the  earth  '. 
And  for  your  dwellera  nobler  jcfy  IS  won 
Than  the  sweet  echoes  of  the  skylark's  mirth, 

By  this  glad  morning^s  binh ! 
And  gifts  more  precious  by  its  breath  are  shed 
Then  music  on  the  breeze,  dew  on  the  violet's  head. 
Giiis  for  the  aaul,  from  whose  illumined  eye. 
O'er  nature's  fece  the  coloring  glory  flows ; 
Gifts  from  the  fount  of  immortality, 
Which,  fill'd  with  balm,  unknown  to  human  woes. 

Lay  hosh'd  in  dark  repose. 
Till  thou,  bright  dayaprine '  madest  its  waves  our  own, 
By  (liine  unsealing  of  the  burial  atone. 
Sing,  then,  with  all  your  choral  atrams,  ye  bills! 

By  rock  and  cavern,  to  the  ■-  ind  which  fills 

Your  urn-like  depths  with  sc  md !     The  tomb  is  riven, 

The  radiant  gate  of  heaven 
Unfolded— and  the  stern,  dark  shadow  cast 
By  death's  o'ersweepiiig  wing,  from  the  earlh'a  bosom  past. 
And  you  ye  gravea!  upon  whose  turf  I  stand, 
Girt  witk  the  slumber  of  the  hamlet'a  dead, 
Time  with  a  aot't  and  reconciling  hand 
The  covering  mantle  of  bridil  moss  hath  spread 

O'er  every  narrow  bed  ; 

Was  ^e  celestial  seed,  whence  round  you  peace  hath  growa 
Christ  hi 


een  pillow'd  here 
iart  bath  bled 


erthe  heart  hi 
In  its  vain  yeammgB  o'er  the  unooiise_. 

A  hope,  npspringing  clear 
From  those  majestic  tidings  of  the  morn, 
Which  fit  the  living  way  to  all  of  woman  bom. 
Thou  boat  wept  mournliilly,  O  human  love  ! 
E'n  on  this  greenaward  i  night  hath  heard  thy  cry. 
Heart  stricken  one !  ihy  precious  dust  above, 
Niglil,  and  the  liills,  which  Bent  forth  no  reply 

Unto  thine  agony '. 
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Dark  must  have  been  ihe  gushing  of  ihose  teaw. 
Heavy  the  unsleeping  phanlom  ill'  the  tomb 
Oa  Uiine  impaffiion'dsoui,  in  elder  years 
When,  burden'd  wiih  the  mystery  of  lie  doom, 

Mortality's  thick  gloom 
Huns  o'er  the  sunny  wofid,  and  with  the  breath 
Of  the  Itiurapbant  rose  came  blending  thoughts  of  dfsth. 
By  thee,  ead  Love,  and  by  thy  alstfr,  Fesr, 
Then  was  Ihe  idea!  robe  of  beamv  wrought 
To  veil  that  haunting  shadow,  still  too  near. 
Still  ruUns  secretly  me  conqueror's  Ihouglit, 

AncI,  whete  llie  board  web  fraught 
With  wine  and  myrtles  in  the  Eummer  bower. 
Fell,  e'en  when  disavow'd,  a  presence  and  a  power. 
But  that  dark  night  U  closed :  and  o'er  the  dead. 
Here,  where  the  gleamy  primrose  tufta  have  blown. 
And  where  the  mountaiii-iieath  a  couch  hath  spread, 
And,  settling  oft  on  some  grey  letler'd  stone, 

The  redbreast  warbles  lone  ; 
And  the  wild-bee's  deep  drowsy  murmurs  pass, 
Like  a  low  ihttll  of  harp-strings,  through  the  grass : 
Here,  'midst  the  chambers  of  the  Christian's  sleep, 
W^e  o'er  death's  gulf  may  look  with  trusting  eye, 
For  hope  sits,  dovelike,  on  the  gloomy  deep. 
And  the  green  hills  wherein  tbeae  vailies  lie 

Seem  all  one  sanctuaiy 
Of  holiest  thought— nor  needs  their  fresh  bright  sod. 
Urn,  wreath,  or  shrine,  for  tombs  all  dedicate  to  God. 

Witness,  resounding  gien  end  torrent  wave. 
The  immortal  courage  in  the  human  breast 
Sprungfrom  thai  victory — tell  how  oft  the  brave 

Nerved  by  those  words,  their  strngglins  faith  have  borne. 
Planting  the  cross  on  high  above  the  clouds  of  nwrn ! 
The  Alps  have  heard  sweei  hymiiings  for  to-day — 
Ay,  and  wild  sounds  of  stsmer,  deeper  tone. 
Have  thrill'd  their  pines,  when  those  that  knelt  to  pray 
Rose  up  to  arm !  the  pure  high  snows  have  known 

A  coloring  not  their  own. 
But  from  true  hearts  which  by  that  crimson  stain 
Gave  token  of  B  trust  that  call'd  no  suffering  vain. 
Those  days  are  past — the  m 
The  solemn  splendor  o'"   ' 

And  may  that  awful  re , 

Never  again  be  known  to  field  oi 

E'en  though  the  hitiM  slod 
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irenglh  whi 


...  je  vicloiy  won  thai  dower, 

Him,  &i>m  whose  rising  Blream'd  thai:  robe  of  apirit  power. 
Glory  lo  Him  1    Hope  lo  lire  Buffering  breast  1 
Light  to  tlie  nations!    He  hath  roll'daway 
The  miats,  which,  gathering  into  deathlike  real. 
Between  die  soul  and  heaven's  calm  ether  lay — 

tiia  love  hath  made  it  day 
With  those  that  aat  in  darlineae.— Earth  and  eea  i 
Lift  up  glad  alrsins  for  man  by  truth  divine  made  free  ! 
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I  SAW  him  at  his  e[>cirt  erewhile, 

The  hright  eiuhmg  hoy, 
Like  Summer's  lightning  came  the  smile 

Ot  hia  youn"  spirit's  joy ; 
A  fla^  tMt  wheresoe'r  it  broke. 
To  life  undreamt-of  beauty  woke. 
Hia  &ir  locks  waved  in  sunny  play. 


He  twined  him  wreaths  of  all  Spring-flowt 

Which  drank  that  sireamlet's  dew ; 
He  flang  them  o'er  the  wave  in  showers. 

Till,  gazing,  scarce  I  knew 
Which  seem'd  more  pure,  Or  bright  or  wild 
The  singing  fount  or  laughing  child. 
To  look  on  all  that  joy  and  hloom 

Made  earth  one  festal  scene, 
Wiiere  the  dull  shadow  of  the  tomb 

Seem'd  aa  it  ne'er  had  heen. 
How  could  one  image  of  decay 
Steel  o'er  the  dawn  of  such  clear  dnyt 
I  aaw  once  more  that  aspect  bright — 

The  boy's  meek  head  was  how-d 
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In  edlence  o'er  the  Book  of  Light, 
And,  like  a  golden  cloud — 

Tte  Blill  cloud  of  a  pictured  sky— 

HJB  locks  droop'd  round  it  lovingly. 

And  if  my  heart  had  deem'd  hun  fair, 
When  i:n  the  fountain  glade, 

A  creature  of  the  sky  and  air, 
Almoat  on  winga  he  plny'd  ; 

Oh !  how  much  holier  beauty  now 

Lit  ihe  young  human  being's  brow ! 

!k  lorlh  from  the  tomb, 


The  joul,  the  awidtemng  soul  I  saw. 

My  watching  eye  could  trace 
The  Hbadows  of  ils  new-bora  awe, 

Sweeping  o'er  that  lair  lace  ; 
Ab  o'er  a  fcwer  might  pass  the  shade 
By  some  droad  ongel'a  pinion  mads  ! 
The  Bonl,  the  mother  of  deep  feara, 

Of  hieh  hopes  infinite, 
Of  glonbua  dreams,  myEierioua  leai«, 

OT  ricepleas  inner  Bght  1 
Lovely,  but  solemn  it  arcse. 
Unfolding  what  no  more  might  close. 
The  red-leaved  tablelB,*  undefiled, 

As  yet,  by  evil  thought— 
Oh!  little  dream'dtheliraoding child, 

Of  what  within  me  wrought, 
While  his  young  heart  first  Eurn'd  and  bi 
And  quiver'd  to  the  eternal  word. 
And  reverently  my  apirit  caught 

ITie  reveienee  of  his  gaze  ; 
A  flight  with  dew  of  bltasmg  fraught 

To  hallow  aftet-days ; 
To  make  the  proud  heart  meekly  wise, 
By  the  sweet  laith  in  those  calm  eyes. 
It  seem'd  as  if  a  temple  rose 

Befiire  me  brightly  there, 


K  (o*i«»  of  my  hean."- 
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Tea'chm 


O  father!  mnuld  mv  heart  i 
By  thy  prevailing  breath '. 


-  jn  with  that  pure  one's  ftilh  ; 
A  faith,  all  made  of  love  and  light, 
Chad-hke,  and  therefore  fuU  ormight ! 


A  POETS  DYING  HYMN. 


irship  bece  and  every  wh 


Of  their  calm  temple  elill 
There  hath  Ihy  fiioebeeti  sh 
By  noontide  bl 

1  Dieas  iiiee  u  my  uod ! 
That  now  aljU  clearer,  from  their  pure  eipanee, 

I  flee  the  mercy  of  thine  aspect  shine, 
ToQchiiig  death's  features  with  a  lovely  glance 

Of  light,  sereuely,  solemnly  divine. 
And  lending  to  each  holy  alar  a  my 
Afl  of  kind  eyes,  that  woo  my  soul  away  ■ 
I  hiesa  thee,  O  my  God! 
That  I  have  heard  thy  voice  nor  been  afraid. 

In  (he  earth's  garden — 'midst  the  moHnlaina  t'd 
Aid  the  low  thriilingsof  the  forest-shade. 

And  the  wild  sound  of  wateiM  nncontrolPi;— 
Atid  upon  many  a  desert  plam.  .ind  (hore— 
Ho  solitude— for  there  I  felt  t/iee  more : 

I  bless  thee,  0  my  God ! 
And  if  thy  spirit  on  ihy  child  hath  shed 

The  gift,  tW  vision  of  the  unseal'd  eye, 
Topieree  the  mist  o'er  life's  deep  meanings  spread. 

1 0  reach  the  hidden  fuuntain-ums  thatlie 
Fat  in^man-fl  hean-if  1  have  kept  it  free 

lbIesathee,Omy*God! 
erance  hath  by  thee  been  franght 
-..  „...ken:ng  power— if  thou  haal  made 
Uke  the  wing  d  seed,  the  breBtbings  of  my  thouahl. 


IfmvBc 

With. 
^  ^L  u "  -  ~i:~'  -T  -■" — e-  -  .../  ...uua 

And  by  the  swift  winds  bid  them  be  conyev'd 
To  lands  of  other  lava,  and  there  become 
Native  as  early  melndies  of  home : 

'  bless  thee,  0  my  God  ! 
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Not  for  the  brightnesa  of  a  morul  wreath, 
Nol  for  a  place  'mldsi  kingly  minetrels  dead. 

But  that  perchance,  a  feint  gale  of  thy  brcSlli, 
A  alill  small  whisper  in  mv  song  hath  led 

One  struggling  spitii  upwards  lo  thy  throne 

Or  but  one  hope,  one  prayer  ■- — for  this  alone 
IbleBiliee,OmyGod! 

That  I  have  loved— that  I  have  known  the  love 
Which  troubles  in  the  soul  the  tearful  springe, 
' g  halo  i'rw 


TingFB  and  glorifies  all  earthly  Ihinga, 
Whate'er  its  anguish  or  is  noe  may  be. 
Still  weaving  links  for  intercourse  with  thee ; 


r  io  woe  may  bt 
I  bless  tbee,  O  m 


That  bv  the  passion  of  its  deep  distress. 

And  by  the  o'erflowing  of  ils  mighty  prayer, 

And  by  the  yeamln§  of  its  tenderness, 

Too  iiill  for  words  upon  their  stream  to  bear, 

I  have  Ewen  drawn  still  closer  to  thy  shrine, 
Well-spring  of  love,  the  unfathom'd,  the  divi 


ti,  rejoicingly,  the  things  liath  taken 
Whereby  its  torchlight  for  the  race  was  fed  : 
That  passing  storms  have  only  fenn'd  the  fire. 
Which  pierced  them  still  with  itr ■-' 


I  bless  thee,  O  my  God ! 
:  dying  day : 


me  m  every  gale, 

„ ..ken  of  the  dymg  d( , 

Thou  leavest  me  nol,  though  early  life  grows  pale, 


.  „„  „ot  darkly  sinking  to  decay  ; 
But,  hour  by  hour,  my  soul's  dissolving  shroud 
Mells  off  to  radiance,  as  a  silvery  cloud, 

I  bleffl  thee,  O  my  God  ! 
And  if  this  earth,  with  all  its  choral  streams, 

And  crowning  woods,  and  soft  or  solemn  skiea, 
And  monntain  sanctuaries  for  poet's  dreams, 

Belo     ■        "' ^ '- 

■Tis  no 

But  that  thy  fool-prmts  on  its  oust  appear:— 

1  ble«e  thee,  O  my  fiod ! 
And  tha;  the  teiider  shadowing  I  behold. 

The  tracery  veining  every  leaf  and  flower. 

So  longer  vassals  to  tiie  changeful  hour ; 
That  life's  Ust  rosea  to  my  thoughts  can  bring 
Rich  vimons  of  imperishable  spring : 

Ibleaithee,  OmyGod! 


Aioot^lc 


DAY  OF  SIR 

Woo  me  not  oacb,  but,  wandering  past  m 
Seem  heralds  of  th'  eternal  melodiea, 

The  Bpirit-rausio,  imperlurb'd  and  clear; 
The  fuir  of  sonl,  yet  pafsionaie  no  more- 
Let  me  too,  joining  those  pure  strains,  adore ! 

I  ble^  ibee,  O  my  God ! 
Now  aid,  euslain  me  still !— to  thee  I  come, 

Make  thou  mv  dwelling  where  thy  diildran  are ! 
And  for  the  hope  of  that  immortal  home, 

And  for  thy  Son,  the  bright  and  momins  Blar, 
■^'-  agfferer  and  the  victor-king  of  death, 


R  WALTER  acOTT. 


A  oLORiotTS  voice  hath  ceased  ! — 
Moumfiilly,  revfrently— the  funeral  chant 

" 'le  reverently !     There  is  a  dreamy  sound. 

ow  munnitr  of  the  dyinf 

deep  woods.   -Let  il  he 

.-e  Aolian  melancholy  tone 

Than  ever  wail'd  o'er  bright  (lungs  perishino  I 

For  that  is  paaaing  from  the  darken'd  land, 

Which  the  ereen  summer  will  not  bring  us  back — 

Though  alller  Bongs  return.     The  fiinersl  chnni 

BrealFie  reverently  T— They  bear  the  mighty  forch. 

The  kingly  raler  in  the  renlma  of  tnmd— 

They  hear  him  through  (he  household  paths,  the  eroves. 

Where  every  tree  had  music  of  its  own 

To  his  quick  ear  of  knowledge  taught  by  love— 

And  he  is  alent !— Past  the  livmg  slream 

Theybeat  bun  nowj  thu  etream,  whose  kindly  voice 

On  alien  shores  his  (rue  heart  bum'd  to  heap— 

And  he  is  atlent  I     O'er  the  heathery  hills, 

Which  his  own  soul  had  mantled  with  a  light 

Richer  than  autumn's  purple,  now  they  move— 

And  he  is  silent ! — he,  whose  flexile  lips 

Were  but  uUBsal'd,  and  lo !  a  thousand  forms. 

From  eveiy  pastoral  glen  und  fern-clad  height. 

In  glowing  life  uiisprang  :— Vassal  and  chief. 

Rider  and  steed,  with  shout  and  buele-peal 

Fast  rushing  ihrongh  the  brightly  troubled  air. 

Like  the  vfild  huntsman's  band.    And  slill  they  live 

lo  those  fair  scenes  imperishably  bound. 

And,  from  the  monntaui  mist  still  flashing  by, 

SlBMle  the  wanderer  who  hath  iisien'd  there 

Tothesocr'a   vqice:  phantoms  of  coloi'd  thought, 


t?^"oa'^e-  ^ 


THE  FUNERAL  PAY  OF  SIR 
Sniriving him  who  raised,— 0  eloquence! 
O  power,  whose  brealhinga  thus  could  wake  the  dead  I 
WlLO  shall  wake  ttie  ?  lord  of  ihe  buried  past  I 
And  art  thou  thme— to  those  dim  niitiona  loind, 
Thy  Buhieci-hoat  so  long)— The  wand  is  dropp'd, 
The  bright  lamp  broken,  which  the  gifted  hand 
Touch'tT,  and  \he  genii  came  !-Siiig  leTeienlly 
The  funeral  chanll- The  mighty  la  borne  home— 
And  who  shall  he  hia  mourners  ^-Yoalh  and  age. 
For  each  hath  felt  his  maao— love  and  gnet, 
For  he  hath  communed  with  the  heart  of  each ; 
Yes — the  free  spirit  of  humanity 
May  join  the  auguat  proeeasion,  for  to  him 
Ita  mysteries  have  been  tribntary  thinra, 
And  all  its  accents  known  :-froni  field  or  wave, 
Never  was  conqueror  on  hia  battle  bier, 
By  the  veil'd  banner  and  Uie  muffled  drum. 
And  the  proud  drooping  of  the  created  head, 
More  nobly  foUow'd  home.-The  last  abode. 
The  voiceless  dwelling  of  the  bard  IB  reach  d 
A  still  majeslie  spot :  girt  solemnly 
With  all  ih'  imploring  beauty  of  decay  ; 
A  stalely  couch  'midal  rains !  meet  for  him 
With  his  bright  fame  to  rest  in,  aa  a  kuig 
Of  other  days,  laid  lonely  with  his  sword 
Beneath  his  head.    P'ng  reverently  the  chant 
Over  the  honor'd  graveT— the  erouc  .'—oh,  say 
Rather  the  shrmeT- An  altar  for  the  love, 
The  light,  soft  pilgnm  steps,  the  votive  wijaths 
Of  years  unborn— a  place  where  leal  and  flower. 
By  that  which  diea  not  of  the  sovereign  dead, 
Shall  be  made  holy  thirds— where  every  weed 

Shall  have  its  portion  orth'inspirmg  gift         

From  burietl  glory  breathed.    And  now,  what  Btiaiti, 
Making  viclorioua  melody  ascend 
High  atovB  aonow's  dirge,  befiis  the  tornb 
Where  he  that  sway'd  liie  nations  thus  is  laid— 
Thecrown'dofmeii?      ,  ,      ,     ,      , 

A  lowly,  lowly  sung 


A  hymn  of  euppliant  breath, 
Owning  that  life  and  death 

AHke  are  thine  I 
A  spirit  on  its  way. 
Sceptred  the  earth  to  away. 

From  thee  was  sent : 
Now  call'Bt  thou  back  thine  oi 
Hence  is  that  radiance  flown- 

To  earth  but  lent. 


rae  peaver  in  the  w 

WElchinginhreathleasawc. 
ThebrigBtheadWdweBaw, 

Benealh  thy  hand ; 
Fili'd  by  one  hone,  ane  fern-. 
Now  o'er  a  brother's  bier 
Weeping  we  .stand.  ' 
How  hath  he  paaa'd !— the  lord 
Of  each  deep  bosoin  chord 

Tomeetthysighl, 
Unmantied  and  alone 
On  %  yesa'd  mercy  (brown, 

So  from  his  harvest  home 
Muat  the  thed  peasant  come  • 

Leader'and  king  mist  yield 
The  naked  soul,  reveai'd 

To  thee,  All  Jna:! 
^e  sword  of  many  a  fipht— 
What  lien  shall  be  ila  Siiriitl 

The  lofty  lay,  '^  ' 

That  rush'd  on  eagle  wins- 
What  shall  its  memory  bruut  i 

What  hope,  whatelayf 
O  Father!  in  that  hour, 

When  spear,  and  shield,  and  crowi 
In  femlnets  are  east  down— 

Suslamus,Thou! 
By  Him  who  bow'd  lo  take 
The  death-cup  for  our  sate. 

The  ihom,  tbe  rod ; 

From  whom  the  laat  dismay 

Was  not  to  pass  away-     ' 

IS,  0  God  r 


Fear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath, 
Keep«s,u,|,feB„J'j,3j^_ 
1  bine,  only  thine ! 

THE  PRAYER  IN  THE  WILDERiiESa. 
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THE  PRAYEK  la  THE  \ 

Wilh  all  Ihe  still  amall  whispers  of  the  night, 

And  with  the  searching  glances  of  the  sIbib, 

And  wilh  her  God,  alone :— she  lifted  ap 

Her  sweet,  fad  voice,  and,  trembling  o'er  het  head, 

The  dark  leaves  ihrill'd  wilh  prayer— the  tearful  prayer 

Of  woman's  quenchless,  yet  repentant  love. 

Father  of  Spirits,  hear  I 
Look  on  Ihe  inmost  hearl  to  thee  reveal'd 


Hear, Father!  hear,  and  aid! 
If  1  have  loved  loo  well,  if  I  have  shed 
In  my  vain  fondness,  o'er  a  morinl  head,    _ 
Gifts,  on  thy  shrine  my  God  I  more  fitly  laid. 

If  I  have  sought  to  live 
But  in  one  light,  and  made  a  human  eye 
The  ionelyslarofmine  idolatry. 
Thou  that  art  Love  !  oh,  pity  and  forgive  '. 


Chaste 

n'd 

nd  school 

d  at  last, 
ggline  spirit  bums, 

Wbal  have 

Isaidt-thed 

eep  dream  13  not  pai 

Yethear!— ifstiHIIove, 
Oh!  still  too  fondly— if,  for  ever  seen. 
An  earthly  image  comes,  my  heart  belw 
Aad  thy  calm  glory,  Father,  throned  ab- 

If  still  a  voice  is  near, 
(E'en  while  I  strive  these  wanderings  to 
All  earthly  voice,  disquieting  my  soul 
With  its  deep  music,  too  mienscly  dear. 

O  Father!  draw  to  thes 


Give  the  worn  soul  once  more  its  pinions  free  ! 

I  must  love  on,  O  God!       ,       ,     , 
This  bosom  must  love  on!— hut  let  thy  breath 
Touch  and  make  pare  the  flame  that  knows  not  death. 
Bearing  it  up  to  heaven— love's  own  abode  ! 
Ages  and  aaes  past,  the  wilderne^,         . 
With  its  dark  cedars,  and  the  thrilling  night. 
With  her  clear  stars,  and  the  mysterious  winds, 
That  waft  all  sound,  were  conscious  of  those  prayeiB. 
How  many  such  hath  woman's  bursting  heart 
Since  then,  in  wlence  and  in  darkness  breathed. 
Like  the  dim  oight-flowet'B  odor,  up  to  God ! 
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PRISONERS'  EVENING  SERVICE. 

PRISONERS'  EVENING  SERVICE. 


Perish  Ihenisss  and  the  flowers  of  ftinei. 
Nrall""  '"^'J'^'  ""l""'^  and  CDn"ull"edr  "^ 

Scene— Prison  */  the  Luxembourg,  in  Park,  diaine  tha 

Bfign  of  Terror. 
D'AUBMHE,  on  aged  Bojiodsi— Bunche.  Ms  daughter,  a 
young  girl. 
Blanche.  What  iros  our  dpom,  my  fedier?     In  thina  anns 
1  iay  unconsciously  Ihrouch  ihac  drend  hour, 
Tell  me  the  sentence  !    Could  our  judges  look. 
Without  relenting,  on  thy  sHvery  hair! 
Was  there  not  merey,  fklher  ?    Will  tbey  not 
Restore  ue  to  our  tiome  1 

IfAubiene.  Yes,  my  poor  child ! 

1  hey  send  us  home. 

Blanche.  Oh !  Hlmll  we  gaze  Beain 

On  the  bnghl  Loire !    Will  the  oldMinlelBpite, 
And  the  arey  turrect  of  our  own  chateau, 
j-ook  forth  to  greet  us  through  the  dusky  elms  1 
Will  the  kmd  Foiees  of  our  villaffira. 
The  lonng  laughter  in  their  ehiSien's  eyes. 
Welcome  us  hacfe  al  iastl— But  how  is  this'— 
Father  thy  glance  is  clouded— on  ihy  brow 
There  sits  no  joy  ! 

T^'^'t^,':    «  Upon  my  brow,  dear  girl. 
IheresiB,  I  trust,8uch  deep  and  solemn  psftce 
As  may  befit  the  Christian,  who  receives, 
And  recognises,  in  submissive  owe 
The  Bumraons  of  his  God. 

Blaneke.  Thou  dost  not  mean 

JN  o,  no !  It  cannot  be !— Didst  thou  not  say 
They  sent  dh  heme  7 

ffAubigne.  Where  is  the  spirit's  home  )— 

Oh!  most  of  all,  in  these  dark  evil  days, 
Where^ould  it  be-but  in  that  world  serene, 

wEere"!  but  hTHeitc'^T'''  "'"'  ""  '""P''''"  """"^ 
Blanche.  My  father  I 

D  Auh^ne  We  mutt  die. 

We  must  look  up  to  God,  and  calmly  die.— 

'The  last  days  of  two  prisoiieis  in  the  LUMmftourE,  Slllere  sad 
f*,S'"™.  «o  affeotingly  described  by  Helei.  Mdria  WmiZsli  W 
Lellers  from  France,  gave  rise  lo  thij  Little  sceoe     ThesTlw    ri 
5.^.^  !T.?f?^  «'_'."?'» >;*""■  "■''i'=l>  'hey  "v^ry  night  sum  to 


■|,Ci.Tngitr- 


PRISONERS'  EVENING  aEKVICE. 
Come  to  my  heart,  and  weep  there  !-for  awhile 
Give  NaCute'B  poasion  way,  then  brightly  rise 
In  the  atill  courage  «/ ^  woman  a  heart . 
Do  I  nol  know  thee  1— Do  I  asfc  loo  much 
From  mine  own  noble  Blanche)       _ ,  ,    ,       „   t-i 

Thy  trembling  child !— Hide,  hide  me  m  thme  arnm- 
ffSlftig™.  Alas!  nwfiower.thou^youngtogcv- 
Young,  and  so  feir  !-Yet  were  U  worae  melhinkB, 
To  IcSie  thee  where  ttie  gentle  and  the  brave, 
Tr  e  loval-hcarted  and  the  chiTBlroos, 
And  S^y  that  loved  their  God.  h«ve  all  been  swept, 
Like  the  sere  les-es,  away  .--For  them  no  hearm 
Through  the  wide  land  was  left  m^-ile, 
No  altar  hoy;  therefore  did  they  fall, 
Roioicine  to  depari.-The  Boil  13  sleep'd 
KoblAlood  ;  the  lemp'Ff /fe  ^""^fuv'™ ' 
Thp  voice  of  prayer  IB  huah'd,  or  Tearfully 
Muitlr'f  like  Sinds  of  gnilt.-Why  w5io  would  live  I 
Who  hati  not  panted,  as  a  dove,  to  flee. 
To  quit  for  ever  the  diBl-eno^d  soil,        ^^ 
The  burden'd  air !— Our  God  npon  the  woss— 
Our  king  upon  the  Bcaffold'— let  us  thmlt 
oTthe^iSd  fold  endurance  to  our  hearts, 

^B/ona'!*'  ^'^ '  A  dark  and  fearful  waj;  I 

An  evil  doom  for  thy  dear  honor'd  head  . 

Oh  1  thou,  the  kind,  the  gracious  !-whom  alUyw. 

Blees-d  as  they  look'd  upon  '-Speak  yet  agom- 

Say,  wU  they  part  usi  .     ,      , 

frAubigtie.  No,  my  Blanche  ;  in  death 

We  shall  not  be  divided.  .   ,,  j  ■ 

He,  by  thy  glance,  will  aid  me— 1  ahall  s™ 

Hi'^  liffht  before  rae  to  the  laet.— And  whetj- 

O  pa-^on  thL  weak  ahrinkmfie  of  thy  duld  •- 

men  shall  the  hour  befalH  ^^ 

And  sudenly^wilh  brief  dread  interval 

Comes  down  the  mortal  stroke  .—Bul  of 

&a  yet  I  know  not.— Bach  low  throhbmg  pulve 

Of  the  quick  pendulum  may  usher  in 

^£i^i.,  ikneeli'.s  before  Mm.)  My  ^^•"'-  l»y  "'^  hand 

*  A  Frencli  royalist  offlcer.  ''^"'8  "P™^}'<'']^^.°1|^"'^i'„'"^y°J,^^ 
w'fi1^e"y?ir'mS*l)^!'Sm8mb°er  thai  Vur  Gi"!  eiplred  JPJJJ  *J 
Ku  h;3°hta  ■ftoti  "^"l  ftoiTunfler  him.    Meet  j  ou.  l»l«  as  bcmioes 


Oh!  swiftly  11 
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On  ihy  poor  Blanche's  head,  and  once  again 
Bless  her  with  thy  deep  voice  of  lendemess, 
Thus  breathing  saintly  courage  through  her  sonl, 

P'Auhigne.  If  I  may  spesk  through  tears ! — 

Well  may  I  hiesa  thee,  fondly,  fervently/ 
Child  of  my  heart !— tfiou  who  doat  look  on  me 
With  thy  lost  mother's  angel  eyes  of  love ! 
Thou  that  hast  been  a  brightnesa  in  my  path, 
A  guest  of  Hejven  unto  my  lonely  aoul, 
A  stainless  lily  in  my  widow'd  liouse, 
There  ^ringing  up— with  soft  light  round  thee  shed- 
For  unmortahty !— Meek  child  d"  God ! 
1  bless  thee— He  will  blias  thee  !— In  his  love 
He  calls  thee  now  from  this  rude  stormy  world 
To  thy  Redeemer's  breast !— And  thou  wilt  dio. 
As  thon  hast  lived— my  duteous,  holy  Blanche ! 
In  trusting  and  serene  snbmlssiveneM, 
Humble,  yet  iiill  of  Heaven. 

Blanche,  iri^HE.)  Now  is  there  strength 

Infused  through  all  my  spirit.— I  can  rise 
And  say, "  'Vhy  will  be  done !" 

2/At^igne,  Ipoiating  upwards.)    See'sl  thou;  my  child. 
Yon  lamt  light  in  the  west?    The  signal  star 
Ul  our  due  vesper  service,  gleaming  in 
Through  the  close  dungeon  grating !— Mournfully 
It  seems  to  quiver ;  yel  shall  this  night  dbm, 
This  night  alone,  without  the  lilted  voice 
Of  adoration  in  our  narrow  cell, 
As  if  unworthy  fear  or  wavering  faith 
Silenced  the  strain !— No !  let  it  waft  lo  heaven 
1  he  prayer,  the  hope,  of  poor  mortality, 
in  Its  dark  hour  once  more !— And  we  will  Bleep- 
Yes— calmly  sleep,  when  our  last  rile  i^  closed. 

IThey  sing  together. 


We  flee  no  more  in  thy  pure  skies, 
How  soft,  O  God  !  the  sunset  dies ; 
How  every  color'd  hill  and  wood 
SeemS'melluiB  in  the  golden  flood: 
Yel,  bv  the  precious  memories  won 

Faiher !  o'er  all  thy  works,  we  know, 

Thou  still  art  shedding  beauty's  glovr ; 

Still  touchine  every  cloud  end  tree 

With  glory,  eloquent  of  Thee ; 

Still  feeding  all  thy  Jlowera  with  light. 

Though  man  hath  barr'd  it  irom  our  sight. 
We  know  Thou  reign'st,  the  Unchanging  One,  th'  All  iurt 
And  bless  thee  still  with  free  and  boundless  Itust '. 


HYMN  OP  THE  VADDOIS  MOUNTAINEERS, 


Is  ruler 

re  the  faithfiil 

No  shrine  ia  spared,  m 

hearth  secure. 

Yet,  by 

the  deep  voice 

frum  Ih 

n^tesl- 

And  by 

the  hope  which  finds  r 

thy  breasl,  wh 
I  ihee  !— As  th 

Wetro 

That  in 

its  place  of  bn 

f^Tsr..d  cloud 

M^ve 

1  ii  whh  a  mid 

We  feel  no  more  that  aid  is  nigh. 

When  out  feint  hearlB  within  us  die. 

We  Hufiei^-and  we  know  oar  doom 

Must  be  one  suifering  till  the  tomb. 

Yet,  by  the  anguish  of  thy  Son 

When  his  last  Sour  came  darkly  on— 

By  Ins  dread  cry,  the  air  which  rent 

In  terror  of  abandonment — 

And  by  his  parting  word,  which  rose 

Through  faith  victorious  o'er  all  woea— 

We  know  that  Thou  may'at  wound,  may's!  break 

The  Spirit,  but  wilt  ne'er  forsake ! 

Sad  BuppliantB  whom  out  brsibren  apum. 

In  our  deep  need  to  Thee  we  mm  !    . 
To  whom  but  Thee  !— All  mercihiL,  iUl  just ! 
In  hfe,  in  death,  we  yield  thee  boimdIeK  tnist ! 

FMN  OF  THE  VAUDOIS   MOUNTAINEERS  IN   TIM 
PEHSECOrlON 
"  Thanlii  bo  to  OoA  for  lUe  mountain!."— /ft»(". 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee. 

Our  God,  our  fethera'  God ! 
Thou  hast  made  ihy  children  mighty. 

By  the  touth  of  the  mountain  sod. 
Thou  hast  iii'd  our  ark  of  refuge 

Where  the  spoiler's  foot  ne'er  trod  ; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  hies  thee, 

Our  God,  out  fathers'  God ! 
We  are  walchcts  of  a  beacon 

Whose  light  must  never  die  ; 
We  are  guardians  of  an  altar 

'Midst  the  silence  of  the  sky: 
The  rocks  yield  founts  of  courage. 

Struck  forth  as  by  thy  rod ; 
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Thy  spirit  walks 
For  the  sltength  of  the  hilla  we  biees  thee, 

Our  God,  our  lathers'  God ! 
The  royal  eagle  darteth 

On  his  quarry  ftoiii  Ihe  heighla, 
And  the  stag  that  knows  no  master, 

Seeks  there  his  wild  deliehta ; 
But  we,  for  thy  communion, 


1  ho  war-horee  of  the  spearman 
Cannot  reach  our  lofty  oavca 

Thv  dark  cloud 
Of  freedom's 


For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we 
Our  God,  our  fathers'  (3od  ! 


For  the  snows  and  &r  the  torrents, 
For  the  free  heart's  burial-sod  ; 

For  the  strength  ol  the  hills  we  bless  thee 
Our  God,  our  fathera'  God  I 


THE  INDIAN'S  REVENGE. 


Indian  Soifg  in  '^Qrtrudeof  Wyomi-nffJ^ 
pStESe. — The  shore  of  a  Lake  surrounded  by  deep  woods, 
solitary  cabin  on  its  hanks,  overshadowed  by  Tnaple  ai 
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THE  INDIAN'S  REVENGE.  ^^ 

ncamore  trees     HEKHMiwn,  the  missioniay.vtaied  atone 
Ufore  the  cabin.    The  haur  is  eveaiig  tmiltsht. 
Hemnonn.  Was  ihat  the  lighl  from  ^me  loae  swift  canoe 
Shoorine  actoBB  the  waters  !-No,  a  Hash 

In  the  deep  bas-  ol  cedara.    Not  a  bark 

T.  nn  the  wave  ;  no  rustle  ot  a  breeze 

Cornea  through  the  forest.    In  this  new,  strange  world, 

Oh !  how  myslerious,  how  eternal,  aeems 

The  mighty  mclanclioly  of  the  woods. 

The  de3ert*s  own  great  spirit,  m^nUe 

Little  they  know,  in  mine  own  felherland, 

Alone  the  castled  Rhine,  ore  en  aiiiiflst 

The  wild  Han  mountarris.  or  the  svlfan  glades 

Deep  in  the  Odenwald,  they  little  know 

Ol' what  is  solitude!    In  honis  like  this. 

There  from  a  ihooaand  nooks,  the  cottage-hsartha 

Four  forth  red  light  through  vine-hung  latticea, 

To  guide  the  peasant,  anging  cheenly, 

On  aie  home  path ;  while  round  hia  lowly  porch, 

With  eager  eyea  awaiting  Ins  return. 

The  clustered  faces  o(  his  children  shine 

To  (he  clear  harvest  moon.    Be  still,  fond  thoughto! 

Melting  my  spirifa  gr^p  from  heavenly  hope 

Bv  your  vain  earthward  yearnings     O  my  God ! 

Draw  me  alill  nearer,  closer  nnto  ihee. 

Till  al  the  holiow  of  these  deep  desiies 

May  with  ihvself  be  fill'd  !-Be  it  enough 

At  once  to  gladden  and  tOBolemniie 

My  lonely  hfe,  if  for  thine  altar  here 

in  this  dread  temple  of  thewildem^. 

By  prayer,  and  toil,  and  watching,  I  may  wm 

Bleeding,  ^^ntol,  loving!  ^^^,  ^  ^_^^_  ' 

An  Indian  tread !  I  know  the  stealthy  sound— 

'Tis  on  some  quest  of  evil,  through  the  grass 

Glidiiig  so  serpent-Uke.  ,.„rrior  aimed 

I  He  cmnea  forward,  and  meets  an  Indian  warnor  annea 
'  Enonio,isittlioul    Iseethyfotm 

Tower  stately  through  the  dusk,  yet  scarce  mme  eye 

Discerns  thy  fiioe, 

Enonio  My  lather  speaks  my  name.  _       . , 

HS^n.  Are  not  the  hlmters  from  the  chase  returned ! 

The  night-fires  lit !    Why  is  '"X  ^o"  a^wad  1 
Eaanio.  The  warrior's  arrow  knows  of  nobler  prey 

Than  elk  or  deer.    IS  ow  let  my  father  leave 

The  lone  path  free. 

Fr^^red  chieyiQ'a'hCfe^  R^sl  thee  awhile 

Beneoih  my  aycamoie,  and  we  will  speak 

Of  these  things  further. 


,C.oot^lc 


HeTifnann,  {aolemnly.)  No,  wamor,  thou  raual  stay ! 
The  Mighty  one  hath  given  me  power  to  search 
Thy  soul  with  piercing  words — and  ihau  must  slay, 
And  hear  me,  and  give  answer '.    If  thy  heart 

Within  its  dark  folds  ihou  hast  mantled  up 
Some  bnmin^  thouoht  of  illT- 

Enonio,  (leitk  sudden  inmetaosity.)  How  ehould  I  res 
LoBl  night  the  apiril  of  my  brother  came, 
An  angry  shadow  in  the  moonlight  streak, 
And  saia,"JD«nge  mc.'" — In  lEe  clouds  this  mom 
I  saw  the  frown  inji  color  ot  his  blood — 
And  thai,  too,  haTa  voice.— I  lay  at  noon 
Aloue  beside  the  sounding  waietfell. 
And  throu^  il8  thunder-music  spake  a  tone — 
A  low  tone  piercing  all  the  roll  di' waves — 
And  said  "  Avenge  me  !  " — Therefore  have  I  raised 
The  tomahawk,  and  strung  the  bow  again. 
That  I  may  Mnd  the  shadow  from  my  couch. 
And  take  the  strange  sound  from  the  cataract 
And  sleep  once  more. 

Herrmann.  A  better  path,  my  son. 

Unto  the  srill  and  dewy  land  of  sleep, 


That  Id..  _ 

Eiumio.  Know'sl  thon  not  we  grew  up 

Even  as  twin  roes  amidst  the  wilderness  f 
Unto  the  chase  we  joumey'd  in  one  path ; 
We  stemm'd  the  lake  in  one  canoe  ;  we  lay 
Beneath  one  oak  to  rest.    When  fever  hung 
Upon  my  burning  lips,  my  brother's  hand 
Was  still  beneath  my  head ;  my  brother's  robe 
Cover'd  my  bosom  from  the  chMl  night  air. 
Our  lives  were  girdled  by  one  belt  oflove 
Unjjl  he  turn'd  nim  ftom  his  fathers'  gods, 
And  then  my  soul  fell  from  him — then  the  grass 
Grew  in  the  vray  between  our  parted  homes, 
And  wheresoe'er  I  wandefd,  then  it  seem'd 
That  all  the  woods  were  silent.— I  went  forth— 
1  joumey'd  with  my  lonely  heart,  afar, 
And  so  reium'd— and  where  was  he  !— the  earth 
Own'd  him  no  more. 

Herrmann.  But  thou  ihystlf,  since  thei 

Hast  turn'd  thee  from  the  idols  of  fhy  tribe, 
And,  like  thy  brother,  bow'd  the  suppliant  knee 
To  tiie  one  God. 


~t'.o\')t^ 
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My  heart,  ihat  ehat  against  1117  brother's  lore, 
Math  been  within  tne  29  an  arrowy  fire. 
Burning  my  Bleep  away. — In  ilie  night  iiush, 
'Midst  the  etratiKC  wlii^perj  and  dim  shadowy  things 
Of  the  great  foreals.  1  hate  cali'd  atoiid, 
"  Biother !  forgive,  forgive !"— He  nnswet'd  not— 
His  de^p  voice,  rising  trom  the  land  of  souls. 
Cries  l)Ut  "Avenge  me  !  " — and  I  go  forth  now 
To  slay  Jiis  murUerer,  [hot  when  iieit  his  eyes 
Gleam  on  me  moarnfully  from  that  pale  shore, 
I  may  look  up,  and  meet  their  glante,  and  say. 
"  I  toe  avenged  thee." 

Herrmann.  Oh  '.  that  human  love 

Should  be  the  root  of  this  dread  bitterness, 
Till  heaven  through  all  the  fever'd  being  pours 
rransmuling  balsam ! — Stay,  Enonjo,  slay '. 
■Thy  brother  calb  thee  not!— The  spirit  world 
Where  the  departed  go.  sends  back  to  earth 


,  which  lends  the  voioe 

The  angry  color  10  the  clouds  of  morn, 
Tiie  siiadow  to  the  moonfighl. — Slay,  my  son ! 
Thy  brother  is  at  peace.    Beside  his  couch, 
When  of  the  murderer's  poison'd  shaft  he  died, 
I  knelt  anil  pray'd  ;  he  named  his  Saviour's  name. 
Meekly,  beseecliingly ;  he  spoke  of  thee 

Enoaio,  {hurriedii/.)  Did  ho  not  say 
My  arrow  should  avenge  him  X 

Herrmann.  His  last  words 

Were  all  forgiveness. 

Enaaio.  What !  and  shall  the  malt 

Who  pierced  him  with  the  shal  t  of  treachery, 
Walk  fearless  forth  in  joy  ! 

Herrmaim,  Was  he  not  once 

Thy  brother's  friend  ?— Oh  !  trust  me,  not  in  jog 
He  walks  the  frowning  forest.     Did  keen  love. 
Too  late  repentant  of  its  heart  estranged. 
Wake  in  thy  haunted  bosom,  wilh  its  train 
Of  sounds  and  shadows — and  shall  Aeescapo! 
Knoniu,  dream  it  not !— Our  God,  the  All  Jast, 
(Into  himself  reserves  this  royalty — 
The  secret  chastening  of  the  guilty  heart. 
The  fiery  touch,  the  scourge  that  purifies. 
Leave  it  with  him  !— Yet  make  it  not  thy  hope-^ 
For  that  strong  heart  of  thine— Oh!  listen  yet — 
Musi,  in  its  depths,  o'ercome  the  very  wish 
for  death  or  torture  to  the  guilty  one 

Bnonio.  My  lather  speaka 

Vol  n.— H 
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Of  change,  for  man  loo  mighly. 

Of  thai  wljicii  hath  been,  and  again  niuat  be 
If  Ihou  would'st  join  thj.  brother,  in  the  life   ' 
Of  the  bngh(  country,  where,  I  well  believe, 
His  soot  rqoices.-^^  had  known  such  change, 
tie  died  in  peace.    He.  whom  his  tribe  once  nameii 
1  lie  Avenging  Eagte,  look  to  his  meek  heart, 
i?r."?  .'"S  Psngs.  'he  spirit  of  those  words 
V^eh,  ftDm  the  Saviour's  cross,  went  up  to  heayeit— 
'Fareive  them,  for  they  knov)  -aot  what  thev  da 
Fatter,  forgaie  !  "—And  o'er  the  eternal  bounds 
Of  ihal  celestial  kingdom,  undefiled, 
Where  evU  may  not  enter,  he.  I  deem, 
Hath  to  hts  Master  pass'd.-He  waits  thee  there- 
Tmmri^'i^^TS-^""^.';*"™""''"''*''''^'" 'he  grave, 
Iramorral  in  113  holiness.— He  calls  ^        ' 

His  broilier  to  the  land  oC  golden  light 
And  iver-hvuig  fonntains— could 'si  [boa  hear 
iUa  voice  o'er  those  bright  wnieis,  it  would  sav. 

My  brother !  oh !  be  pure,  be  meniiiul ' 
Ihat  we  may  meet  again." 

Eminio,  IJiesitatuigly.)  Can  I  return 
Unto  my  tribe,  nnd  unavenged  '. 

Htrnnarm.  To  Him, 

10  Hmi  return,  from  whom  thine  erring  steps 
Have  wander'd  for  and  ionff !— Return  mv  son 
To  %  Redeemer  1-Died  Se  not  in  love-         * 
Ihe  sinicsa,  the  divine,  the  Son  of  God— 
Breathmg  forgiveness  'midst  all  agonies, 
AndtEe,dareu'eheniihIeaa?    By  his  aid 
fehall  thou  be  guided  to  thy  btolher's  plate 
Midst  the  pare  spirits.    Uh  !  retrace  the  way 
Back  lo  thy  Saviour!  ho  rejects  no  heart 
L'en  with  the  dark  stains  on  ii,  if  true  tears 
V-l^'h    l^"?  .^.'i5^''''-Ay.  weep  thou  Indian  chief ! 
tot,  by  the  kindling  moonlight,  Ibehold 
Thy  prond  lip's  woiking— weep,  relieve  thy  soul  r 
oPiS  "eii"cl.nfli "'  ""^  """1&™'',  in  the  hour 

K±£"&Sd"uif SrntiS"™"'  ^"^^'^ 

forth  to  the  chase  once  more,— And  let  me  dwell 

A  little  while  my  iaUier!  bythyside, 

1  hat  I  may  htar  the  blessed  words  again— 

i;ilie  water  brooks  amidst  the  summer  bills— 

E  rom  th^  true  lira  flow  forth ;  for  in  my  heart 

i  be  music  and  the  memory  of  their  sound 

1 00  long  have  died  away. 

Herrmann.  ,     „  O.  welcome  back, 

^nend,  rescued  one !— Yes,  thou  shalt  be  my  gue«. 
And  we  will  pray  beneath  my  sycamore 


PRAYEa  AT  SKA  AFTER  VICTORY.  «3 

Together,  mom  and  eve  ;  and  I  wi!l  apread 
Thy  rouch  besidi!  mv  fire,  and  sleep  at  laab— 
After  the  visiting  of  holj;  liiouglits— 
With  dews  wing  shall  sink  upon  thine  eyes ! — 
Enter  my  home,  and  welcome,  welcome  hack 
Topeace,  loGod,  thou  lost  and  found  again! 
ifhty  go  into  the  caiiiitagetker.—HsRRains.ltBeeTing  for 
a  moment  on  the  ikreshold,  looks  ap  to  the  starry  aktea 
Father  1  that  from  amidst  yon  glorious  worlds 
Now  look'st  on  us,  thy  children !  make  this  hour 
Blessed  lor  ever !     May  it  see  the  birth 
Of  tWie  own  image  in  the  unfathom'd  deep 
Of  an  immortal  soul ;— a  thing  to  name 
With  reverential  thought,  a  s^enui  world  ! 
To  Thee  mote  precious  than  those  thousand  stars 
Bumins  on  high  in  thy  majestic  Heaven ! 


FRAYER  AT  SEA  AFTER  VICTOKY. 
So  England  to  herself  do  pii 


Tbbodbh  evening's  bright  repose 
A  voice  of  prayer  Btose, 

When  the  sea-fight  was  done: 
The  sons  of  England  knelt, 
With  hearts  that  now  could  melt. 
For  on  the  wave  her  battle  had  been  won. 
Round  their  tall  ship,  the  main 
Heaved  with  a  dark  red  alam, 

Caughl  not  from  sunset'B  cloud  ; 
While  with  the  tide  swept  past 
Petinon  and  ahiver'd  mast. 
Which  to  the  Ocean  Queen  that  day  had  bow'd. 
Bat  ftee  M  fair  on  high 
A  native  I*  the  eky, 

Her  alteamcr  met  the  breeze  ; 
Itiioi. 


Oh !  did  not  thoughts  of  home 
O'ct  each  bold  spirit  come 

As,  from  the  land,  sweet  gales! 
lu  every  word  of  prayer 


Yes !  bright  green  spots  thai  lay 
In  beanty  far  away, 

Heating  no  billows  roar;  , 
Safer  from  touch  of  spoil. 
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For  ihat  day's  fiery  loii. 
Rose  on  high  hearla,  ihal  now  with  love  gnah'd  t/e* 

A  solemn  ecene  and  dread  ! 

The  viciors  and  llie  dead, 
The  hrealhkas  burning  sky  ! 

And,  pitseing  with  the  race 

Of  waves  ihnt  keep  no  trace, 
The  wiJd,  brief  signs  ol"  human  victory  I 

A  stem,  yet  holy  scene '. 

Bi!!owB,  where  Btrife  halh  beeo. 
Sinking  to  awful  sleep  ; 

And  words,  that  breathe  the  sense 

Of  God-3  omnipotence, 
Makingaminaterof  thai  Bilent  deep. 

Borne  through  such  hours  aJar, 

Thv  l!ag  halh  been  a  etar, 
Where  eagle's  wing  ne'er  flew ; — 

England!  the  anprolaned. 

Thou  of  the  beatlha  unslain'd. 
Oh !  to  the  banner  and  the  shrine  be  true ! 


EVENING  SONG  OP  THE  WEAEV. 
Fatheb  of  heaven  and  earth  ! 
I  bless  thee  for  the  night. 
The  soft,  Blill  night! 
The  hoiy  pause  of  care  and  minh, 
01  sound  and.light ! 
Now,  ht  in  glade  and  dell, 
Flower-cup,  and  bud,  and  bell. 
Have  shut  around  ihe  sleepino  woodlarks's  neel 
The  bee's  long  mnrmunng  toils  are  done. 
And  I,  the  o'erwearied  one, 
O'erwearied,  and  o'erwroueht, 
Bless  (hee,  O  God!    0  father  of  the«jppres3'd, 
Wilh  my  last  waking  thou^t, 

In  the  slill  Eight  I 
Yes  e'er  I  sink  to  rest, 
By  die  fire's  dying  light, 
Thou  Lord  of^earth  and  heaven '. 


THE  DAY  OF  FLOWERS. 


Happj  wiio  walks  wiUi  lllm  •.••—Cacpsr. 

CoBE  to  ihe  woods,  my  boy ! 
Come  to  the  elreams  and  bowery  dingles  lorlii, 
My  happy  child !    The  spirit  orbriahl  liouts 
Wooa  us  in  every  wind  ;  freah  wild^leaf  scents 
From  thickels  where  the  lonely  slook-dovc  broods, 
Enter  our  lattice ;  fitful  songs  of  joy 
Float  in  with  eacnaol't  cunvnt  ot  the  air ; 
And  we  will  hear  thtir  summons ;  we  will  give 
One  day  to  flowers,  and  Hurishine,  and  glad  Ihouahls, 
And  thou  shall  revel  'mldsl  Iree  nature's  wealth, 
And  for  lliy  mother  twine  wild  wrenriis :  while  she 
From  Ihy  delight,  wins  to  her  own  fond  heart 
The  vernal  oxlasy  ot  childhood  baoL: 
Come  10  the  woods,  my  boy ! 
What '.  woaldst  ihau  lea 

Along  the  copse  wood  br _   ...  , 

Meet  playmale  for  a  child,  a  blessed  child. 
Is  a  glad  singing  stream,  heard  or  unheard, 
Singing  its  melody  of  happiness 
Amidat  the  reeds,  and  bounding  in 
To  that  sweet  chime.    With  what       . 
It  fills  the  flhndowy  dingle !— now  ihe  win^ 


The  trout  springs  upward,  wiih  a  showery  glean 
And  plashing  sound  of  waters.     What  swift  rin( 

Of  mazy  msec      '--'---'-" ••'- 

Seem,  as  Ihev 
Fror 

Of6.- 

Acres  the 

lir'a  tran^ai 


Of  gossamer,  so  tremulously  hunff 
Acroffi  the  narrow  enrrent,  from  the  tuft 
Of  haiela  to  the  hoary  poplar's  hough  ! 
See,  in  the  air'a  tran^arence,  how  it  waves, 
Quivering  and  glialenins  with  each  feinlesc  gale. 
Yet  breafeing  not— a  bridge  for  fairy  shapes, 
How  delicate,  how  wondrous ! 

Yea,  my  boy '. 
Well  may  we  make  the  stream's  bright  wmding  vein 
Our  woodland  guide,  for  He  who  made  the  alream 
Made  it  a  clue  to  haunts  of  loveliness. 
For  ever  deepening.    Oh,  forget  him  not, 
Dear  child !  that  airy  gtadness  which  thou  feel'Bt 
Wafdog  thee  after  bird  and  butterfly, 
Aj9  'twere  a  breeze  within  thee,  ia  not  less 
Ha  gift,  his  blesBuig  on  thy  spring-time  houra. 
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Than  thia  rich  oulward  eunshine,  mdntlinK  all 
Mi"- l""^'  ""*  S"ss.  and  mOBsy  tinted  siones 
With  Blunmer  glory.     Stay  (hy  bounding  sien 
My  merrv  waudsrer!  Id  us  i^t  a  while 
By  this  clear  pool,  whore,  in  (iie  shadow  flunif 
i  rom  alder  boudis  and  osieis  o'er  its  breasi, 
1  he  soft  red  of  ihs  flowering  willow-herb 
So  vividly  is  pictured.    Seoiiisiinol 
t.  en  meliiiig  to  a  more  iransuarent  idow 
In  that  pure  elaasl    Oh  I  beautiful  me  streams' 
And,  ihroueh  all  agCB,  human  hearts  have  loved 
Ifleir  music,  still  accordant  vriih  each  mood 
Of  Badness  or  of  joy.     And  love  h  4  Ih  grown 
Inio  tarn  worship,  which  halh  left  its  trace 
On  aculplored  um  and  altar,  gleaming  still 
Beneath  dim  olive  boughs,  by  many  a  fount 
Of  Italy  and  Greece.    But  vre  willtafce 
Our  lesson  e'en  from  erring  hearts,  which  blesa'd 
1  he  nver  demea  or  fountain  nymphs, 
^or  [he  cool  breeze,  and  for  the  freshening  shade. 
And  the  sweet  water's  lane.    The  One  supreme, 
ine  all-Busiaming,  ever-present  God, 
Who  dower'd  the  soul  with  immortality, 
Jiave  also  these  delights,  to  cheer  on  earth 
lis  fleeting  passage ;  therefore  lei  us  greet 
Each  wandering  lower  seeni  as  a  boon  from  Him. 
hacb  b.rd-note,  quivering  -midst  light  aunimer  leaves 
And  eveiy  noh  celestial  tint  unnamed, 
Wherewiih  transpierced,  the  clouds  of  morn  and  eve 
Aindle  and  melt  away ! 
,  r  ,  ,        ,  And  now,  in  love, 

ui  gralelul  ttioughls  rejoicing,  let  ua  bend 
Our  footsteps  onwai-d  lo  the  dell  ot Oowers 
Around  ihe  rain'd  mansion.    Thou,  my  boy. 
Notyet,  I  deem,  hast  visited  that  lorn 
^t  lovely  spot  whose  loveliness  for  i/iee 
Will  wear  no  shadow  of  subduing  thouglit— 
Wo  coloring  from  the  past.    This  way  our  path 
Winds  throufih  the  hazels  ^mark  how  brighty  sh   tts 
The  dragon-fly  along  the  sunbeam's  Ihie, 
Cnsaing  Ihe  lealy  gloom.    How  frill  oflile, 
ICe  hte  of  song,  and  breeies,  and  free  wiiiga, 
^  al   the  murmuthig  shade  I  and  thine,  O  Wiie.' 
Of  al  the  bnghtest  and  the  happiest  here. 
My  blessed  child  !  mj/  gift  of  God !  that  makesl 
My  heart  o'erflow  wiib  summer ! 
m.  .  Hast  ihon  Ivriced 

Thy  wreath  so  soon !  yet  will  we  loiter  not. 
I  liouEh  here  the  blue-ljell  wave,  and  goigeously 

I  he  heath-flower  spwad  Us  purple.    We  must  leave 
The  copse  and  ihroagh  yon  broken  avenue 


~Coogir- 


Stiadow'd  by  drooping  walnut  iblisge,  reach 
The  ruin's  glade. 

And.lol  before  na  fiiir, 
Yet  desolate,  nmidsl  Ihe  eoiden  day. 
It  slanda,  ihat  house  of  sHence  !  wedded  now 
To  leidant  nature  by  tlie  o'eiroantling  growlh 
Of  leaf  and  tendril,  which  fond  woman'H  hands 
Onoe  loved  to  train.    How  the  tioh  wallflower  scent 
From  every  niche  and  mossy  cornice  floats, 
Embalming  its  decay !    The  bee  alone 
Is  murmuring  from  its  casenieni,  whence  no  more 
Shall  the  sweet  eyes  of  laughing  children  shine, 
Watching  some  liomewardTootstep.    See !  unbound 
From  the  o!H  fr^'tle  I  atone-work,  what  thick  wreaths 
Of  jajoiiiie,  borne  by  waale  esuberance  down, 
Trail  ihrough  the  grass  llieir  gleamioj  stara,  and  load 
The  air  with  moumfiil  fragrance,  for  it  ^eaks 
Of  life  gone  hence !  and  the  feint  southern  breath 
Of  myrtle  leaves  from  yon  forsaken  porch, 
Slarlles  the  soul  with  sweetness!    Yet  rich  knota 
Of  garden  flowers,  &r  wandering,  and  seif-aown 
Through  all  the  aunn^  hollow,  spread  around 
A  flush  of  youth  and  joy,  free  nawre's  joy, 
Undunm'd  by  human  change.    How  kindly  here. 


lis  pearly  flower-leavea  down !— Go,  happy  boy ! 
Rove  thou  at  will  amidst  these  roving  aweels. 
Whilst  I,  beside  this  fellen  dialHSlone, 
Under  the  taU  moss  rose-tree,  long  unpruned. 
Rest  where  thick  clustering  panaes  weave  around 
Their  many-tinged  mosaic,  'midst  dark  gra™, 
Bedded  like  jewels. 

He  hath  boimded  on, 
Wild  with  delight !— the  crimson  on  his  cheek 
Purer  and  richer  e'en  than  that  which  lies 
In  this  deep-hearted  rose-cup  !— bright  moss  rose! 
Though  now  so  lorn,  yet  surely,  gracious  tree  ! 
Once  thon  wert  cherish'd !  and,  by  human  love, 
Through  many  a  summer  duly  visited 
For  thy  bloom-oflerings,  which  o'er  festal  hoard. 
And  youthful  brow,  and  e'en  flie  shaded  couch 
Of  long  secluded  sickness,  may  have  shed 
A  joy,  now  losL 

Yet  ehiU  there  atill  be  joy, 
Where  God  hath  pour'd  forth  beauty,  and  the  voice 
Of  human  love  shall  stiQ  be  heard  in  praise 
Over  his  glorious  gifts  !— O  Father,  Lord  ! 
The  all-beneiicent !  I  bless  thy  name. 
That  thou  hast  mantled  the  green  eatlh  with  flowers. 


Ho™i  by  Google 


Of  Iheir  wild  bloasima,  out  young  fooMfeps  Grac 

Into  her  deep  recessf^s  are  beguiled, 

Her  minsler  cells ;  dark  glen  and  forest  bower, 

Where  thriJIing  willi  ia  earliest  sense  of  thee, 

Amidst  the  low  religions  whisperings 

And  shivery  leaf-sounds  of  (he  solitude, 

The  spirit  wakes  to  worship,  and  is  made 

Thy  living  temple.    By  [he  breath  of  flowet^ 

Thou  callest  us,  from  city  throngs  and  cares, 

Back  to  the  woods,  the  birds,  ihe  mouuiein  f  treams, 

That  sing  of  Thee  •  back  to  free  childhood's  bean, 

Freab  with  the  dews  of  tenderaess !— Thou  bidd'sl 

The  iilies  of  the  field  with  placid  amile 

^prove  man's  feverish  strivings,  and  infuse 

TTironrii  his  worn  soul  a  more  unworldly  life. 

With  iTiett  soil  holy  breath.    Thou  host  not  left 

His  purer  nature,  with  its  fine  desiies, 

Uncared  lor  in  (his universe  of  thine! 

The  glowing  rose  atlescs  it,  the  beloved 

Of  poet  hearts,  louoh'd  by  their  fervent  dreams 

With  apitituai  light,  and  made  a  source 

OS  heaven  aacendine-thouohts.    E'en  to  feint  age 

Thou  land's!  the  vernal  bliss  ;— the  old  man's  eye 

Falls  on  the  kindling  blo^oms,  and  his  soul 

Remembers  youth  and  love,  and  hopefully 

Turns  unto  thee,  who  call 'at  earth's  buried  germs 

^lom  dust  (o  splendor ;  as  the  mortal  seed 

Shall,  at  thy  aimmons,  from  the  grave  spring  up 

lopulon  glory  to  be  girt  with  power. 

And  hll'd  with  unmortality.    Receive 

Thanks,  bles^inos,  love,  for  these,  thy  lavish  boons. 

And,  most  of  all,  iheir  heavenward  influences, 

O  Thou  that  gavestua  flowers! 

,„. ,    .,  Return,  my  boy, 

With  all  thy  chaplets  and  bright  bonds  retnra ! 

See,  with  how  deep  a  crimson  eve  hath  louoh'd 

And  glorified  the  mini  glow-worm  light 

Will  twinkle  on  the  dew  drops,  e'er  we  reach 

Our  home  again.    Come,  with  fliy  last  sw^et  prayer 

At  thy  bless'd  mother's  knee,  to-iiight  shall  thanks 

For  all  the  gladness,  all  Ihe  beauty  ahed 


From  the  fiir-off'  ec 
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HYMN  OP  THE  TEAVELLBB'S  HOUSEHOLD. 
Of  the  diamond  and  red  gold : 


wiiheiidden  silent  death; 

He  bath  reaeh'd  hia  home  again, 

Where  we  sing 
la  thy  prBise  a  fprvent  sirain, 

Mighlief 


When  the  n 


n-dayfi| 
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And  the  sounds  of  A. 
Swell'd  upon  (he  sultry  blast. 
And  the  sandy  columns  paat, 
Xlnlo  Thee  he  eried  !  and  Thou, 
Merciful!  didst  lieat  hia  vow  1 
Thetefore  unto  Thee  again 

Joy  shall  sing. 
Many  a  sweet  and  thankful  aliam, 

God  our  King! 
ThoD  wett  with  him  on  the  i 


Andtt 


And  the  rivets,  darlt  and  w 
Which  through  Indian  forests  glide, 
Thou  didst  guard  bim  from  the  wrath 
Of  the  lion  in  his  path. 
And  the  arrows  on  the  breeze. 
And  the  dropping  poiaon-trera : 
Therefore  from  our  household  train 

Oft  shall  a(iring 
Unto  thee  a  blessing  strain, 

God  our  King  1 
Thou  to  his  lone  watching  wife 
Hast  brought  back  the  light  of  life ! 
Thou  hast  spared  his  loving  child 
Home  to  greet  him  from  the  wild. 
Though  the  sona  of  eastern  skies 
On  his  cheek  have  fel  their  dyea, 
Though  long  toils  and  sleepless  cares 
On  his  hrow  have  blaneh'd  the  hairs. 
Yet  the  night  of  fear  is  flown, 
He  is  living,  and  our  own!— 
Brethren '.  spread  hie  festal  board. 
Hang  his  mantle  and  his  sword. 
With  the  armor,  on  the  wall- 
While  this  long,  long  filent  hall 
Joyfiillv  doth  hear  again 

Voice  and  string 

to  Thee  the  ciulling  Btraia, 
-   ■    irKing! 


Swell  to 
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A  PRAYER  OF  AFFECTION. 

Blessings,  O  Father .'  shower, 
Father  of  Mercies !  round  liia  preeioua  head ! 
On  his  lone  walks  and  on  his  ihoaehlful  hour 
And  the  pure  visions  of  hts  midni^t  bed. 

Blessings  be  shed ! 

Fa*er!  I  pray  Thee  not 
For  earthly  treasure  to  that  moat  beloved, 
Fame, fortune, power:— oh!  be  his  spirit  proved 
By  these,  or  by  their  absence,  at  Thy  will! 
But  let  Thy  peace  bs  wedded  to  his  lot, 
Guardina  his  inner  life  from  touch  of  ill. 

With  its  dove-pinion  stUI ! 

Let  such  a  sense  of  Thee, 
Thy  watchmgpreeence,thy  sustaining  love, 
His  bosom  guest  inalienbly  be, 

That  wheresoe'dt  he  move, 

Upon  hii9  heart  and  mien 
May  sit  undimm'd !  a  gladness  rest  his  own, 
Unspenkable,  and  to  the  world  unknown  ! 
Such  as  from  childhood's  morning  land  of  dr^Bm 

Remember'd  fiiintly,  gleam?, 
Faintly  remember'd,  and  loo  swiftly  flown  '. 

So  let  him  walk  with  Thee, 

Made  by  Thy  spirit  free  ; 
And  when  Thou  cail'st  him  from  his  nioria!  plac. 
To  bis  last  hour  be  still  tliat  sweetness  given, 
That  joyfiil  tm?! !  and  brightly  let  him  part, 
With  lamp  clear  burning,  and  unlingering  heart, 

Mature  to  meet  in  heaven 

His  Saviour's  face 


THE  PAINTER'S  LAST  WORK* 
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Ctn^eL 
hi  hn«°^  T  11*^  closine  scene  in  ;be  life  of  ihe  palmer  Blihe 
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THE  PAIXTEE'S  LAS 


WORK. 


The  Seer>e  is  an  English  Cottage.     The  Lattice  opei^  »J 

ElIGENE— TEBESi. 

Teresa   The  fever's  huetaih  left  ihy  che«k,  beloved  1 

All  burning  bronie,  ihe  river  molten  gold ! 

WUl  thou  be  taiesd  upon  thv  coach, »  "leet 

Tb?  rich  air  fill'd  with  wanderitM  acenls  and  sounds  T 

Or  shall  I  lay  thy  dear,  dear  head  once  more 

On  Ihia  tine  Ijoaom,  lulling  thee  to  real 

"^sSZL" ""  '™"'"'  ""°  Not  now,  dear  iove. 

|J.^tr\he^n1"iuh^f^-a'^'li^h-l-P 

On  the  stream  lenderiy !  and  ore  Ihe  Blema 

Of  oar  own  elm-trees,  by  its  nlr'— "" 

So  richly  changed  I  and  is  the  i 

FloatinE  or — "^"^  ^ — ^'"  ^  ^"^^  ' 

FareweTi  t< 

Nor  vet  to  our  deep  love,  nor  yet  awnne 

Uolo  the  spirit  of  mine  art,  which  fiowa 

Back  on  my  soul  in  mastery.-One  tot  work ! 

And  I  Siill  ahrine  my  wealtli  of  glowing  thoughts. 

Clinging  aSeotions,  and  undying  hopes. 

All.  allin  thai  memorial! 

Ttrem  O,  what  dream 

IB  this,  mine  own  Eugene  ?-Waste  thou  no'  (""f    , 
Thy  scarce  retumine  Mrength  l  keep  thy  rich  tlioughu 
For  happier  days  1  they  wjll  not  melt  away 
Like  p^ng  music  from  the  lute^dear  Ihend  . 
Dearest  ffienda  I  thou  canst  wm  back  at  will 
'^E^ST'''^""''  Yes!  .h«uns.enla™i 
^l^l'lImlSt^Sfirtb^Votle^ived! 

Bind  to  thy  heart  no  eoriiis  hope,  Tere=al 

I  must,  must  leave  thee !— Yet  be  strong,  my  Ioto, 

As  ihou  hast  still  been  genrio 

Teresa.  ,  „     "  Ji.n^ne  . 

What  will  this  dnn  world  be  to  me.  Eiig^ne. 

When  wanting  thy  bright  soul,  the  life  of  all ! 

My  only  sunafilne !— How  can  1  bear  on  (      

How  can  we  part  1    We  that  have  loved  so  weU 

With  elftsping  spirits  link'd  so  long  by  grief, 

Bv  tears. bv  prayer! 

""^Sl^ie^^  E-cnJi«-./»™.we  can  part. 

With  an  immortal  tr  -  "- ■■  '""'■  '"" 

lanolofti- 
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Stand  with  thy  meek  hands  folded  on  thy  brea:... 
And  eyes  half  wii'd,  in  ibine  own  soiil  abeorb'd. 
As  in  tby  nalcliings  e'er  1  eink  la  sleep ; 
And  I  will  give  the  betiding  flower-like  grace 
Of  that  soil  farm,  and  the  still  sweenies  thmned 
On  that  pale  bixiw,  and  in  (hat  quivering  smile 
Of  voiceless  love,  a  life  thai  ahBll  outlast 
Tiieir  delicate  earthly  being.    ThcB !  thy  head 
Bow'd  down  with  beauty,  and  with  tenderness. 
And  lowly  (houaht — even  ihoa — my  own  Teresa ! 
Oh  !  the  quick-glancing  radiance  and  bright  blooni 
That  once  around  Ihea  hnng,  have  melted  now 
Into  more  solemn  light — but  holier  far, 
And  dearer,  and  yet  lovelier  in  mine  eyes, 
Than  all  that  summer  flush!     For  by  my  couch. 
In  patient  and  serene  devoledness, 
Thou  bast  made  those  rich  hues  and  sunny  smiles 
Thine  ofteting  unto  me.    Oh!  I  may  give 
Those  penuve  lips,  that  cleat  Madonna  brow. 
And  the  sweet  earnestness  of  that  dark  eye. 
Unto  the  canvass ;— I  may  catth  the  flow 
Of  all  those  drooping  locks,  and  glcri^ 
With  a  soft  halo  what  is  imaged  thus— 
But  how  much  rests  unbreallied !  my  ^ilbful  one  1 
What  thou  hast  been  to  me  •.     This  biHer  world, 
This  cold  unanswering  world,  that  hath  no  voice 

All^^s ,  ....__ 

A  little  while — how  have  1  tum'J  away 
From  its  keen  soulless  air,  and  in  thy  heart 
Found  ever  the  sweet  fountain  of  response 
To  quench  my  thirst  for  home  ! 

The  dear  work  grows 
Beneath  my  hand;— the  last ! 

Teresa.  (falUjtg  on  hie  neck  in  (tars.>— Eugene  EuRcne 
Break  not  m?  heart  with  thine  eiceas  of  love '— 


— thou  that  hast  been  stil) 

The  teHderesl— best— 

Eugene.  Weep,  weep  not  thus,  beloved  ! 
Let  my  ti^e  heart  o'er  thine  retain  iispower 
Of  soothing  to  die  last  I— Mine  own  Teieaa  1 
Th he  strength  fnnn  strong  affection  !  —  Let  our  ;oi 
Ere  this  brief  paring,  mingle  in  one  stiaia 
Of  deep,  full  thanksgiving,  for  God's  rich  b.;on— 
Onr  perfect  love  1 — Oh  I  blessed  have  we  been 
In  that  high  gifi ;  Thousands  o'er  earth  may  pass 
With  hearts  unfresheu'd  by  the  heavenly  (lew, 
Which  hath  kept  ours  from  withering. — Kneel,  ttu 
And  lay  thy  hands  ui  mine. 


C.i^o^jlc 


iShe  kneels  beside  file  couch — he  prays. 

Thy  children's  ihanks,  Cteator!  for  Ihe  love 
Which  llioii  hasl  emnted,  llirongh  all  eardil)  woes, 
To  spread  heaven^  peace  arannd  ihem ;  which  haih  bound 
Their  spirilH  to  each  other  and  to  thee, 
With  links  wheteon  unkindness  ne'er  halh  breathed, 
Nor  wandering  thonght.     We  thank  thee,  gracious  God  ! 
For  all  its  ticasured  tnemorles !  lender  cares. 
Fond  words,  bnght,  bright  sustaining  looks,  unclianged 
Through  tears  and  joj,    O  Father  !  most  of  all 
We  thank,  we  blesa  Thee,  for  the  priceless  trust, 
rhrouah  Thy  redeeming  Son  voiichsafpd.  in  rhoHe 
That  love  in  Thee,  -■■  ■-■-  •- 

And  in  Thy  heaver.-. .    - 

Take  home  our  fond  affecllons.  purilied 
To  spirit  radiance  from  all  earihfy  slain  ; 
ICxalled,  solemnized,  made  fit  to  dwell. 
Father !  where  all  things  that  are  lovely  i 
And  ail  thmgs  thai  are  pure— for  evermo] 
With  'rh<=«  nnd  Thine  f 


HBR'S  LITANY  BY  THE  SICKBED  OF 

SiViouR,  that  of  woman  born, 
Mother-sorrow  didst  not  acorn, 
Thou,  with  whose  last  anauish  strove 
One  dear  thought  of  earthly  love- 
Hear  and  aid ! 
Low  he  lie^  my  precious  child. 
With  his  epiril  wandering  wild 
From  its  gladsome  tasks  and  play, 
And  ita  bright  thoughts  iar  away — 


^n  though  al — „  , 

Round  his  lip  is  quivering  strife, 
In  his  hand  unquiet  life — 

Aid!  oh,  aid! 


■e  his  young  smil  back, 
iQio  118  own  cloudless  track  ! 

Hear  and  aid ! 
Thon  ihat  eaid'st, "  Awake,  arise !" 
E'en  when  daath  had  gnench'd  the  eyes. 
In  this  hour  ol'  grieTs  deep  sighing, 
When  o'erwearied  hope  is  dying  f 
Heat  and  aid ! 
Vol.  n.-  *3 


;riT  liVMN  AT  SEA,— FEMALE  CHARACTER9 
Yet,  oh! 


,_.et  death's  or  mine! 

Yet,  oh !  poui  on  human  love, 
Sltength,  trast,  patience,  from  abovR 


NIGHT  HYMN  AT  SEA. 

Uoliow  guets  are  sighing, 
Sea-birds  to  iheix  cave 

Through  the  gloom  are  flying. 
Oh !  should  atonns  come  sweeping. 
Thou,  in  heaven  unsleeplne. 
O'er  thy  children  vigil. keeprno, 

Hear,  hear,  ana  save  ! 
Stars  lools  o'er  the  sea, 

Few,  and  ettd,  and  shrouded  ; 
Faith  our  light  must;  be, 

When  all  else  is  clouded. 
Thon,  whose  voice  came  thrilUng, 
Wind  und  billow  adlling, 
Speak  once  more  !  out  mayer  fulfilling— 
Power  dwells  with  Thee ! 

FEMALE  CHARACTERS  OF  SCRIPTURE, 

"Your  lenK  Kre  rlBJol!.Ie  ;  yoiir  slately  sUps, 
OfKll  ih^reborti]  ilanees,  have  not  left 
Oaeuaceliealda  the  fciUDLuiiu;  your  ^11  cup 
OrgJadnBtil  Slid  arirenibUng,  each  alike 
Is  Imken ;  yet,  UDldil  undylns  ibings, 
The  mind  >ttl1  keeps  your  Igvellneas,  and  >U11 
All  Ihe  freah  glories  of  the  early  norld 
Hang  f  jund  you  Id  11k  Einri('s  i^clured  halls, 

L— INVOCATION, 
As  the  tired  voyager  ou  stormy  seas 

Invokes  the  coming  of  bright  birds  from  shore. 
To  wait  him  tidings,  with  the  gentler  breeze. 

Of  dim  sweet  woods  that  hear  no  billows  roar ; 

So,  from  the  depth  of  days,  when  earth  yet  wore 
Her  solemn  beauty  and  primeval  dew, 

I  call  you,  gracious  f  onus !    Oh  I  come,  restore 
Awhile  ihat  holy  freshness,  and  renew 
Ijfe'B  morning  dreams.    Come  with  the  voice,  the  lyre. 
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Daughlers  of  Judahl  Wiih  ihe  timbrel  ri 
Ye  of  the  dark  propliedc  eastern  eyes. 
Imperial  in  their  visionary  fite ; 


With  a  soft  harmony  of  le 


ith  eudshine,  and  iranBpietoe  their  slighf 

om  your  heart  subdued 

Ail  haughty  dreams  of  power  had  wmg'd  their  flight, 


Ethereal  cradle.— Froi 

All  hi      ■        " 
Ajidlef 
True  fa 


,  „  „„ IS  benenlh  your  m . 

Fell  into  crystal  smoothness,  round  him  spread 
hike  the  clear  pavement  of  his  heavenly  home  ; 
Bo  in  your  presence,  let  the  soul's  fijeat  deep 
Suik  to  the  genllenesB  of  infent  sleep. 

m.— THE  SONG  OP  MIRIAM. 
A  SONG  for  Israel's  God ! Spear,  creat,  and  hehn. 

Lay  by  the  billows  of  the  old  Red  Sea, 
When  Miriam's  voice  o'er  that  Bepulcbral  realm 

Sent  on  the  blast  a  hymn  "of  jubilee  ; 
Wii  her  hi  eye,  and  long  hair  floating  free. 

Queen-like  she  stood,  and  glorious  was  the  fltrain, 
B'en  OS  instinct  with  the  terapestuooa  glee 

Of  the  dark  waters,  tossing  o'er  the  Sain. 
A  song  for  G  od'a  own  victory  !— O,  thy  lays, 

Bridit  poesy !  were  holy  in  (heir  birlh  :— 
How  hath  it  died,  thy  seraph  note  of  praise, 

In  the  bewildering  melodiefl  of  eanh! 
Return  from  troubling  bitter  founfa— return, 
fecklolheliie-BpringHof  thy  native  urn! 

IV.— RUTH. 

The  plume-like  swaying  of  the  auburn  corn. 
By  soft  winds  to  a  dreamy  motion  fenn'd, 

Stillbringa  me  bnck  thine  image — Oh!  fbrlom. 
Yet  not  forsaken,  Ruth  !— I  see  thee  stand 
Lone, 'midst  the  gladness  of  the  harvest  band — 

Lone,  B8  a  wood-bird  on  the  ocean's  foam, 
Fali'n  in  its  weariness.    Thyfttherland 

Smiles  &r  away  I  yet  to  the  sense  of  home, 
"That  finest,  purest,  which  can  recognise 
Home  in  afleolion's  glance,  for  ever  imo 
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BeDl5  thy  eolm  heart;  and  if  thy  gentle  eyes 

Glesm  itemulous  through  tears,  'tis  not  lo  rue 
Thofe  words,  immortal  in  their  depp  love's  lone, 
"  T&s  people  and  thy  God  shall  be  mine  ovm  .•" 

v.— THE  VIGIL  OF  RIZPAH. 
^  "And  Htip^  the  rtaijphler  of  AJsih,  look  eackclnlh.  uid  spread  ll 
drepped  upon  them  out  iif  heaven ;  and  suflbred  ne'l^'er  Ihe  birts*^ 
thHalrtorealualheinbyday.noithebeaatsofilieflelil  hy  night." 
S  a^M.  iii.  10. 
Who  watches  on  the  mountain  with  the  dead. 
Alone  before  the  awfulness  of  night  ?— 
A  seer  awaiting  (he  deep  spirit's  might  7 
A  warrior  guardins  some  daric  pass  ofdread  t 
No.  a  lorn  womanl— On  her  drooping  head, 
Once  proudly  graceful,  lieovy  heals  the  rnin ; 
She  recks  not--living  for  Ihe  unhuried  slain, 
Only  to  scare  the  vulture  from  their  bed. 
So,  night  by  night,  her  vigil  hath  slie  kept 
With  the  pale  stars,  and  with  the  dews  hath  wept  j— 

Oh !  surely  some  bright  Presence  from  above 
On  those  wild  rocks  the  lonely  one  must  aid  J— 
E'en  so;  a  atrengihener  through  all  alorm  and  iJiade, 
1  h'  unconquerable  angel,  mightiest  love ! 

VI.— REPLY  OF  THE  SHUNAMITE  IVOMAW. 

me  ow^n^p^e.^  ^^^ 

"I  nwEi.L  among  mine  own,"~Oh!  happy  ihou! 

Not  for  Uie  sunny  dusters  of  the  vine, 
Not  for  the  olives  on  the  mountain's  brow  ; 

Nor  lbs  flocks  wandering  by  the  flowery  line 

Of  sCreamB,  that  make  ite  green  land  where  Ihey  shine 
Laugh  to  the  light  of  waters— not  for  these, 
Nor  the  soft  shadow  of  ancestral  trees, 

Whose  kindly  whisper  floats  o'er  thee  and  thine — 
Oh !  not  for  these  1  call  thee  richly  bleat. 
But  fir  the  meekncEs  of  thy  woman's  breast. 

Where  that  sweet  depth  of  aiill  contentment  lies  ■ 

And  for  thy  holy  household  love,  which  clings 


VH.— THE  ANNUNCIATION. 
LowLnsTof  women,  and  most  glorified! 

In  thy  still  beauty  sining  calm  and  lone, 
A  brightness  round  thee  grew — and  by  t!iy  side 


FEMALE  CHARAOTEI^  OP  SCUIPTUEE. 

A  queen  had  risen  wilh  more  imperial  eye, 
A  Blately  propheless  of  sictory 

From  her  proud  ]yie  had  sttiick  a  teraptest's  tone, 
For  Buch  high  tidings  as  \o  thee  were  brougbl. 

Chosen  of  Heaven  !  ihal  hour :— but  thou,  O  thou '. 
E'en  as  a  flower  with  gracious  raina  o'eriraught, 

Thy  virgin  liead  beneath  ila  crown  didat  bow. 
And  talte  to  thy  meek  JHeaai  th'  all  holy  word, 
And  own  thy^  Ike  handmaid  0/  the  Lord. 


Yet 

Fell  the  celestial  touch  ot  tire  erelonff 
On  the  pa!e  aijllnesaof  thy  thoughtful  brow. 

And  thy  calm  spirit  lighlen'd  into  song, 

UnconaeiouBiy,  perchance,  yet  free  and  Btrong 
Flow'd  the  majestic  joy  of  taneful  words, 

Which  living  harts  the  choirs  of  Heaven  among 
Might  well  have  linVd  with  their  divineat  chorda. 

— ,., _  -eed's  (ami  aigh 

While  thine,  O  childLKe  virgin  !  through  alii 
Shall  send  ila  fervent  breath  o'er  every  clime. 
Being  uf  God,  and  (herefbre  itol  to  die. 


That  saw  thee,  woman !  brighrin  this  world's  trail 
Moving  to  pleasure's  aity  melodies, 

'Jhyself  the  idol  of  ihe  enchanted  strain. 

But  from  thy  beauty's  garlaud,  briet  and  vain. 
When  one  by  one  the  rose-leavea  had  been  torn. 

When  thy  hearfB  core  had  quiver'd  to  the  pain 
Through  every  life-nerve  sent  by  arrowy  scorn  ; 
When  thou  didst  kneel  lo  pour  sweet  odoia  forth 

On  the  Redeemer's  feet,  with  many  a  sigh, 
And  showering  tear-drop,  of  yet  richer  worth, 

Than  all  those  cosily  balms  of  Araby  ; 
Then  was  there  joy,  a  song  of  joy  in  heaven, 
For  ihee,  the  child  won  hack,  the  penitent  for^ven ! 

X,— MARY  AT  THE  FEET  OP  CHRIST. 
Oh!  bless'd  beyond  all  dauehtera  of  the  earth! 

What  were  (he  Orient's  thrones  to  that  tow  seat 
Where  ihy  hush'd  spirit  drew  celestial  birlhl 

Maty!  meek  listt^ner  at  the  Saviour's  feet! 

No  teveriah  cares  to  that  divine  retreat 
Thy  woman's  heart  of  silent  wotship  broaght, 

But  a  fresh  childhood,  heavenly  (ruth  to  meet, 
With  love,  and  wonder,  and  submissfve  thought. 
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Oh !  for  the  holy  oiiiel  of  ihy  breasl, 
'Midst  the  world's  eager  tones  and  footsteps  flying 
Then,  whoae  ualm  soul  was  like  a  well-spring,  lying 
So  deep  and  stiU  in  ita  transparent  real, 
That  e'en  when  noontide  bums  upon  the  hills. 
Some  one  bright  solemn  star  all  its  lone  mirror  fills. 

Xl.-THE  BISTERS  OP  BETHANY  AFTER  THE  DEATH 

OP  LAZAKUa. 
OsR  grief,  one  failh,  O  siaters  of  the  dead : 

Was  in  your  bosoms — thou,  whose  steps,  made  fleet 
By  keen  hope  Hutteringin  the  heart  which  bled. 

Bore  Ihee,  as  wings,  the  Lord  of  Life  to  greet ; 
And  ihou,  that  dutooua  in  (hy  still  retreat 
Didst  wail  die  aummona — then  with  reverent  love 

Fall  weeping  at  the  bless'd  Deliverer's  feet, 
Whom  e'en  to  heavenly  tears  thy  woe  could  rnove 
And  which  to  Him,  the  All  Seema  and  All  Jusl, 
Was  loveliest,  thai  guiclt  zeal,  or  Towly  trust  ? 
Oh  !  question  not,  and  let  no  law  be  given 
To  those  unveihnga  of  its  deepest  Siiine, 
By  the  wrung  spirit  made  in  outward  sign : 
Free  service  from  the  heart  is  all  in  all  to  Heaven. 

XII,— THE  MEMORIAL  OP  MAKY. 


Thou  hast  thy  record  in  the  monarch's  ball ; 

And  on  the  waters  of  the  fer  mid  sea  ; 
And  where  the  mighty  mountain-shadows  fall. 
The  alpine  hamlet  keeps  a  thought  of  Ihce ; 
Where'er,  beneath  some  oriental  tree. 
The  Christian  traveller  reals— where'er  the  child 

Looks  upward  from  the  English  mother's  knee, 
With  earnest  eyes  in  wondering  reverence  mild, 
There  art  thou  known— where'er  the  Book  of  li^t 

D 1, J  healing,  there,  beyond  all  blight, 

— ^iuory,and  all  praise  . ' 
!d  so  lified  thy  sweet 
re  silent  place  of  iami 

Xni— THE  WOMEH  OP  JERUSALEM  AT  THJ 
Like  those  pale  stars  of  tempest  hours,  whose  glea. 


Such  by  the  cross  doth  your  bright 
Daughters  of  Zion  1  faithful  to  tt 
Ye,  throueh  the  darkness  o'er  th-  .,. 

By  the  death-eloud  within  the  Saviour' 


>uBh  thedatknesio'er  the  wide  earth  ci 


T[[I!  T 

E'en  till  away  llie  hea'^enly  spirit  pass'd. 
Stood  in  the  Bhadow  oi'  his  aKony. 
O  blessed  faith  I  a  guiding  lamp,  that  hoar 
Waa  lit  for  woman's  heart ;  (o  her,  whoE:e  dower 

Is  all  of  love  and  suffering  from  lier  birtb ; 
Blill  halh  your  net  a  voice— throuoh  fear,  ihron^  Elrife, 
Bidding  her  bind  each  tendril  of  her  life. 

To  lEat  which  her  deep  suul  hath  proved  of  holiest  wor(^ 

XrV— MARY  MAGDALENE  AT  THE  SEPL'tCHRB. 
Weeper  !  to  thee  how  briglil  a  mom  was  given 

After  thy  lone,  long  Yigil  of  despair, 
When  that  high  voice  wiiioh  burial  rocks  had  riven, 

Thrill'd  with  tmmotlal  tones  the  alenl  airl 

Never  did  clsrioii'a  rcjyal  blast  declare 
Such  tale  of  victory  to  a  breathlefs  crowd, 

Aa  the  deep  saeelneea  of  one  word  could  bear 
Into  Ihy  heart  of  hearts,  O 


anguish  '■  one  low  word — 
■■  inary  ■•■ — ana  ail  ife  triumph  wrane  from  deiil! 
Waa  thus  reveal'd!  and  thuu,  ihalaoTiadst  err'd. 


Then  was  a  task  of  glory  all  ihine  own. 

Nobler  .than  e'er  the  atill  small  voice  asBJgn'd 
To  lips,  in  awful  mn^  making  known 

The  alormy  Bplendore  of  some  prophet's  mind. 

"  Christ  is  arisen !"— by  thee,  to  wake  mankind, 
Fii«  from  the  sepulchre  those  words  were  bronght '. 

Thou  wert  to  ssnd  the  mi^ty  rushing  wind 
First  on  its  way,  with  those  nigh  tidings  frau^t — 
"  Christ  is  arisen  .'"—Thou,  tSou.  the  sin  eolhrall'd. 
Earth's  outcast,  Heaven's  own  ransom'd  one,  wert  call'd 
In  human  hearts  to  give  that  rapture  binh : 

Oh!  laised  from  shame  to  brightness  I— (Aere  doth  lie 

The  tendercsl  meauing  of  His  ministry. 

Whose  undespairing  love  sliU  own'd  the  sphit's  worth 

THE  TWO  MONUMENTS.* 


BiNNEGS  uung  drooping  from  on  bigh 
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THE  TWO  MONUMENTS 
Making  a  gorgeous  canopy 
O'er  a  noble,  noble  grave  1 
And  a  marble  wartior'a  farm  beneath. 

With  helm  and  creat  array'd 
As  on  hia  battle-bed  of  death, 

Lay  in  Iheir  crimBon  shade. 
Triumph  yel  Ijtiffer'd  in  hia  eye. 

Ere  by  the  dam  night  seai'd. 
And  hia  head  waa  pillow'd  haughtily 

On  standard  and  on  shield. 
And  shadowing  that  proud  .trophy  pile 

With  the  glory  of  liis  wing. 
An  eagle  eat ;— yet  seera'd  llie  while 

Panling  throagh  heaven  lo  spring. 
He  sat  upon  a  shivei'd  lance, 

There  by  the  sculptor  bound  ; 
But  in  the  hght  of  his  liiled  glance 

Waa  that  which  Boom'd  l&  ground. 
And  a  burning  flood  of  gem-like  hoes 

From  a  stoned  window  pour'd, 
There  fell,  there  centred,  to  suffitee 

The  conqueror  and  his  sword. 
A  flood  of  hues ;  but  one  rioh  dye 

O'er  all  Bupremely  spread. 
With  a  purple  robe  ofroyalty 

Mantluig  the  mighty  dead. 
Meet  was  that  robe  for  Mm  whose  name 

Was  a  trum|>et  note  in  war. 
His  pathway  still  the  march  of  feme, 

His  eye  the  battle  star. 
But  fainllv,  tenderly  was  thrown. 

From  the  color'd  light,  one  rsy. 
Where  a  low  and  pale  memorial  stone 

By  the  couch  of  glory  lay. 
Few  were  the  fond  words  chisell'd  tiert, 

Monming  for  parted  worih; 
But  the  very  heart  of  love  and  prayer 

Had  given  their  sweetness  forth. 
Tiiey  spoke  of  one  whose  iile  had  been 

As  a  hidden  stnamlet's  coarse. 

Bearing  on  health  and  joy  unseen, 

Fram  its  clear  mouataiQ-source  : 

Whose  young  puro  memory,  lyine  deep 

■Midatrock,  and  wood,  andbill; 
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WhoBB  genlle  voice,  to 
UrtoMusic'fllanda 

Had  won  for  God  Ihe 
By  wDids  of  silvery 

0  early 

arlh's 
way. 

cali'd 
mhrall'd 

These 
Inn 

werefti 
0  high  s 

nto'f^r' 

enroll'd 

A  bleased  household  ei  ...__ 
And  finding  lowly  love  on  eartii, 
Enough,  enough,       " 


Bright  end  more  bright  before  me  gleai 

Thai  sainted  image  still ; 
Till  one  sweet  moonligiil  memory  seen 

The  regal  fane  to  fill. 
Oh !  how  my  ailenl  spirit  tum'd 

From  those  proud  trophies  nigh  ! 
How  my  full  heart  wilhm  me  bura'd 

Liiie  Him  to  live  and  die  ! 


THE  COTTAGE  GIRL- 


Kindline  (he  air  to  gladness  with  thek  light ; 

And  a  soft  gloom  beyond  of  summer  trees. 

Darkening  the  turf,  and  ehadovr'd  o'er  by  these, 

A  low,  dim,  woodland  eolfage— this  was  all ! 

What  had  Ihe  scene  for  memory  (o  recall 

With  a  fond  look  of  love !  What  secret  spell 

With  the  heart's  pietutes  made  its  imago  dwell ! 

What  but  the  Bpiril  of  the  joyous  child, 

That  fteshly  foilh  o'er  slream  and  verdure  smiled, 

Casting  upon  (he  common -things  of  earth 

A  brightness,  bora  and  gone  with  infiint  mirth ! 

THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 

I  toOK'D  on  the  field,  where  the  battle  was  spread, 

When  thousands  stood  forth  in  their  glancing  array : 

And  the  beam  from  the  steel  of  the  valiant  was  aied 

Through  the  dun-rolling  clouds  that  o'erehadow'd  the  fray. 

I  BO.W  ihe  dark  forest  of  lances  appear, 

As  the  ears  of  the  harvest  uiinumter'd  they  stood, 

I  heard  ihe  stem  ^oul  as  the  foemen  drew  near. 

Like  the  aiorm  that  lays  low  the  proud  pines  of  the  wood. 
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A6r,  the  hcrsli  notes  of  ihe  war-drum  were  roll'd, 
UprouBing  the  wolf  from  the  depth  of  his  lair  ; 
On  high  10  the  gust  slream'd  the  banner's  red  fold, 
O'er  the  death-close  of  hate,  and  the  scowl  of  despair. 
I  look'd  on  the  field  of  contention  again, 
Wh«n  the  sabre  was  shealh'd  and  tbe  tempest  had  past ; 
And  the  wild  weed  and  thistle  grew  rank  on  the  plain. 
And  the  fern  softly  sigh'd  in  the  low  wailing  blast. 
Unmoved  lay  the  loke  in  its  hour  of  repose, 
"  "  1  brighi  shone  the  stare  throuah  the  .'    ' 
I  sweetly  the  sons  of  the  nigEt-bird 


And  hrighi  shone  the  stare  through  the  sky's  deepen'd  bli^  ; 
■     '  ■'    ■^e  sons  of  the  night-bird  atose. 

■glovelay  gemm'd  with  its  peari-drutJ! 


But  where  swept  the  tanks  of  that  dark  frowning  host, 
As  the  ocean  in  mi';ht — aa  the  storm-cloud  in  speed ! 
Where  now  were  the  thunders  of  victory's  boast— 
The  slayer's  dread  wrath,  and  the  strength  of  the  steed  J 
Not  a  Cime-wa^led  cross,  not  a  mouldering  stone, 
To  raai^  the  lone  scene  of  their  shame  or  their  pride  ; 
One  grass-cover'd  mound  told  the  traveller  alone, 
Where  thoosands  lay  down  in  iheir  anguish,  and  died  '. 


L  PENITENT'S  RETURN. 


And  ever  iDDrmum^  farlli  a  quiet  long, 
Guards,  nowertbl  as  ths  iwora  of  cherubim. 
The  hullrWd  porch.    Bhe  hath  a  heavenly  sin 
That  sinks  Into  the  snllen  EOUl  of  vice, 
And  win!  him  o'er  to  virtus."—  IVilim. 

My  father's  hdnse  once  more,. 
In  its  riwn  moonlight  beauty  !    Yet  arottnd, 
Some  thine  amidst  the  dewy  calm  profound, 

ffroods,  never  tnark'd  before  I 

Is  it  the  brooding  nieht. 
Is  it  the  shivery  creeping  on  the  air, 
That  makes  the  home,  so  tranquil  and  so  fair, 

O'etwheltning  to  my  sight  ? 


And  still'd,  and  darken'd  in  each  timi 
Since  the  rich  clustering  roses  met  ni 
Aa  now,  by  alarry  gleams. 
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A  THOUGHT  OF 

And  this  high  elm,  where  last 
I  stood  and  Unger  d— where  my  aislers  made 
Our  mother's  bower— I  deem'd  not  that  it  oael 

So  far  and  dark  a  shade ! 

How  Bpiril-like  a  tone 
Sighs  ihrough  yon  tree  !     My  falhcr'a  place  was  the 
At  evening  nours,  while  soft  winde  waved  Ins  hair ; 

Now  those  grey  locks  are  gone ! 

My  soul  grows  feint  vrith  fear ! 
Evsn  as  if  angel  steps  hod  mark'd  the  sod. 
I  tremble  where  I  move— the  voice  of  God 

Is  in  the  foliage  here '. 

Is  it  indeed  the  night 
That  makes  my  home  so  awful !    Faithless  hearted 
•Tis  that  from  thine  own  bosom  hath  departed 

The  inborn  gladd'ning  light  1 

No  outward  thing  is  changed ; 
Only  the  joy  oC  purity  is  fled, 
And,  long  from  nalure'a  melodies  estranged, 

Thou  hear'st  their  tones  with  dread. 

Therefore  the  calm  abode, 
By  ihy  dark  spirit,  is  o'erhung  with  ^ade  i 
And  therefore,  in  the  leaves,  the  voice  of  God 

Makes  ihy  sick  heart  afraid  ! 


And  must  1  turn  away?— 
Hark,  hark  1— it  ia  my  mothei's  voice  I  hear- 
Sadder  than  once  it  Beem'd— yet  soft  and  clea 

Doth  she  not  seem  to  piay  1 


A  THOUGHT  OF  PARADISE. 


A  THOUGHT  OF  PARADISE. 


Gkeen  spot  of  holy  gtound  ! 

If  ihou  couldel  yet  be  found, 
"ar  in  the  deep  woods,  with  all  thy  slany  llowere 

If  not  one  Bullying  brealh 

Ur  time,  or  change,  or  dealh, 
lad  louch'dlhe  vernal  gloiy  of  chy  bowers; 

Might  our  tired  pilgrim-feet. 

Worn  by  the  desert's  heat, 
in  the  brioht  freahneEB  of  thy  tnrf  reposel 

Mighl  our  eyea  wander  there 


Could  thf  soft  honey-dews 
Through  all  our  vei»8  diffuse 
The  early,  ohila-like,  trualiiil  eieep  one 


.  —  — jir  sweet  Eolemn  to..- 
Give  back  tho  music  gone, 
ir  Beitig'a  harmony,  so  jarr'd  ol  old  ? 
Oh!  no— ihy  sunny  hours 


Track  the  lorn  wand'rers,  meet  no  more  for 
Should  we  not  shrink  with  fear, 

Feeimg  our  butdeu'd  acjuls  wiih'in  ua  die  ? 
How  might  our  passions  hrook 
Ihe  Btill  and  searching  look. 

The  starlike  glance  of  seraph  purity? 
Thy  golden-fruited  grove 


LET  US  DEPART. 

r  JpMpbus,  thai,  a  short  llmB  prevloualy  u.  i 
iMlem  by  the  Romans,  Ihe  pnoaB,  going  b; 
Hii  of  the  temple  to  peifoiin  Ihelr  aaaei  mi 


NicJHT  hung  on  Salem'a  towers 

And  a  brooding  hush  prolouud 
Lay  where  the  Roman  eagle  shone, 

Higli  o'er  the  tents  around, 
The  lenls  that  rose  by  thouBands, 

In  the  moonlight  dinimerinK  pale  ; 
like  while  waves  oT  a  frozen  sea. 

Filling  on  Alpine  vale. 
And  the  temple's  massy  shadow 


a  {earfni  sound  w 
I  that  old  iane'a  di 
if  mighty  wings  i 


Wilhin  the  feled  city 

E'en  then  fierce  discord  raved, 
Though  o'er  night's  heaven  the  comet  bs 

IB  vengeful  token  waved. 
There  were  ehouta  of  kindred  warfare 


le  bloody  vinloge  nigh. 
1  the  wild  red  speoTB  and  ai 


And  that  fearful  sound  was  beard 
In  the  Temple's  deepest  heart, 

'Aa  if  mighty  wings  ru^'d  by. 
And  a  voice  cried  monrnfally. 
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Bui  vtiihm  tlie  falcd  cily 

There  was  revelry  tlial  nighl ; 
The  wine-cup  and  the  timbrel  nole. 

And  the  bbze  of  banquet  light. 
The  fooletepH  of  the  dancer 

Went  bounding  through  the  hall, 
And  the  music  of  the  dulcimer 

Summon'd  to  festivni. 
While  the  clash  of  broliier  weapons 

Made  lightning  in  the  air, 
And  the  dying  at  the  palace  gates 

Lay  down  in  their  despair 
And  thai  fearful  sound  was  heard 

At  the  Temple's  ihrillme  heart. 
As  if  mighty  wmgs  ruah'dTjy, 

And  a  dread  voice  raised  the  cry, 
"  Let  us  depart ,'  " 


ON  A  PLCTUEE  OP  CHRIST 

By  the  dark  stilliiesB  brooding  in  the  sky. 

Holiest  ofeuflereiH  !  round  thy  path  of  wo«, 
And  by  (he  Aeiglit  of  mortal  agony 

Laid  on  thy  drooping  form  and  pale  meek  brow. 
My  heart  was  awed :  Hie  burden  of  thy  pain 
Sanlt  on  me  with  a  mystery  and  a  chain. 
I  look'd  once  more,  and,  as  the  virtue  shed 

Forth  from  thy  robe  of  old,  so  fell  a  ray 
Of  victory  from  thy  mien !  and  round  thy  head. 

The  halo,  melting  spirit-like  away, 
Seem'doftlie  very  sonl's  bright  rising  bom. 
To  glorify  all  sorrow,  ahome,  and  acorn 
And  upwards,  through  transparent  darkness  gleajnnig. 

Gazed  in  mule  reverence,  woman's  earnest  eye, 
Lit,  as  a  vase  whence  inward  light  is  streaming, 

With  quenchleaa  feith  and  deep  love's  fervency  ; 
Gathering,  like  incense,  round  some  dim-veil'd  shrine. 
About  the  form,  so  mournfully  divine  ! 

Oh  !_  let  thine  image,  as  e'en  then  it  rose, 
Live  in  my  soul  forever,  calm  and  clear. 

Making  ilseffa  temple  of  repose. 
Beyond  tiie  brealfi  of  human  hope  or  fear  I 

A  holy  place,  where  through  all  srorais  may  lie 

One  hvmg  beam  ofdayapniig  from  on  high. 

•  This  i^cliire  Is  in  the  poascssign  of  Ihe  Viacounl  Harbenon,  U 
lion  Sqaare,  DubUa. 


COMMUNINGS  \\ 


We  might  be  hKpiiy ;  bin  th..  .    , 
tu  spurk  Iramoriil."— ByraK. 

Return  my  thoughts,  come  home ! 
Ye  wild  and  wing'd  !  what  do  ye  o'er  the  deep! 
And  wherefiae  thus  the  abyss  of  time  o'ersweep, 

Ab  hirds  the  ocean  foam  ? 

Swifter  than  shooting  star, 
Swifter  than  !ances  of  the  northern  hghl, 
Up^tiiiging  through  the  purple  heaven  of  night. 

Hath  been  your  courao  afer ! 


^_ -r— -1?  of  heroic  themea. 

By  temples  of  old  Ume ; 

Throngh  the  north's  ancient  haila. 
Where  banners  thrill'd  of  yore— where  harp-elrings  rung  ; 
But  grns  waves  now  o'er  those  that  fought  and  sung — 

Hearih-light  halh  left  their  walls! 

Through  forests  old  and  dim. 
Where  o'er  the  leaves  dread  magic  seems  to  brood  ; 
And  sometimes  on  the  haunted  solitude 

Rises  the  pilgrim's  hymn  : 

With  lotus-cups  throi^h  orient  spice-woods  gleaming  ! 
There  have  ye  been,  ye  wanderera '.  idly  dreaming 

Of  man's  lost  paradise  I 

Return,  my  thoughts,  return '. 
Cares  wait  your  presence  in  life's  daily  track, 
And  VQioes,  not  of  muac,  call  you  back- 
Harsh  voices,  cold  and  stern! 

Oh !  no,  return  ye  not !      ^ 
Sill  ferther,  loftier  let  your  soanngs  b« !       .  ^         ,  ^ 
Go,  bring  nie  strength  from  journeyinga  bright  and  fret,, 

O'er  many  a  haunted  spot. 

Go,  seek  the  martyr's  grave, 
'Midst  the  old  mountoms,  and  the  deserts  vast ; 
Or,  through  the  ruin'd  cities  of  the  past, 

Follow  tiie  wise  and  brave ! 

Go,  visit  cell  and  shrine  !  [scorn, 

^Vhere  woman  hath  endured  !— through  wrong,  Ihrougti 
Unoheer'd  by  fame,  yet  silently  upborne 
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ggg  SONNETS, 

Where  the  lieai-fs  Jioundles  love  ils  rest  may  find, 
Where  the  storm  sends  no  breath : 
Higher,  and  yet  more  high  ! 
Shake  off  tEie  cumbering  cham  which  earth  would  I 
On  your  victorious  wings— mount,  mount !~  X  our  « 
Is  through  eternity ! 


I,— THE  SACEED  HASP. 
II  the  harp  of  poesy  regain 
■'    ■  5  tnne  of  propbet-yeais, 


A  spell  divine  o'er  guilt's  pertui 
And  Ell  the  hovering  ehndowsoi 


"hh- 


Sank  01 

lodt  whose  el 

,..e,  the  ark's  drc .. 

thy  presence  brond,  though  ni 


The  mighty  music's  conwcroted 
Spirit  of  Godt  whose  elory  ones 
A  throne,  the  ark's  dread  chenibi 


O'er  lho9 
Feeli 


II.— TO  A  FAMILY  BIBLE. 
What  household  thoughts  around  ihee,  as  ^eir  shrine, 
Cling  raverenUyi-of  onxious  looks  beguiled 
My  molher-B  eyes,  upon  thy  page  divine 
Each  day  were  bent-her  accenls,  gravely  mild, 
Breathed  out  thy  lore :  whilst  I,  a  dreamy  child. 
Wandered  on  breeie-like  fencies  ofl  away. 
To  Bome  lone  tuft  of  gleaming  spnng-flowetH  wild, 
Some  fresh  discovefd  nook  for  woodland  p  ay. 
Some  secret  nest:  yet  would  the  aolemn  frord. 
At  timss,  with  klndlinas  of  yonng  wonder 

Fall  on  my  wakeneJ  spint,  there  to  be 
A  seed  not  lost  ^for  which,  ni  darker  yeoi 
0  Book  of  Heaven  '  ^  — -  "■■■'■  •"-"■f"' ' 

Heart  blessings  oi 


IIL— EEP08E  OF  A  HOLT  FAMILY. 
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W;ih  dove-like  breathings,  and  a  lender  smiie, 

Brooding  above  the  slumber  of  his  eyes. 
While,  ihrough  the  alillness  of  the  brnning  ekiea, 

Lo !  the  dread  worka  of  F.wpl's  butted  kings, 
Temple  and  pymmid,  beyond  him  rise, 

Regal  and  still  os  everlaaling  things !— 
Vain  pomp!  from  him,  with  that  pure  flowery  cheek, 

Soil  sbaJow'd  by  his  mother's  drooping  head, 
A  new-bom  spirit,  mighw,  and  yet  meek, 

O'or  the  whole  w.irW  like  vetnftl  air  shall  spread  • 
And  bid  all  earthly  gmndeurs  cast  Ihe  crown, 
Before  the  Bulfering  and  the  lovly,  down. 


T  CHElirr  WITH 

All  the  bright  hues  from  eastern  garlands  glowing. 

Round  the  young  child  luxunanily  are  spread ; 
Gifts,  fairer  far  ihan  Magian  kings,  beslowmg 
In  adoration,  o'er  his  cradle  shed. 
Roses,  deep-Slled  with  rich  midsummer  8  red. 
Circle  his  hands ;  but,  in  bis  grave  sweel  eye, 
Thou^l  seems  e'en  now  to  wake,  and  prophecy 

Of  ruder  coronals  lor  that  meek  head. 
And  thus  it  was !  a  diadem  of  thorn 
Earth  eave  to  Him  who  mantled  her  with  flowers, 
To  Him  who  Bour'd  forth  blessings  in  soft  showers 
■  ■  Br  paths,  a  cup  of  hitler  scorn ! 

-„^.  r ,\.^„.  fhm  min  Mp  took, 

:r  idob  that  foieook ! 


A  EEMEMBERED  PI 


MET  that  image  on  a  mirthful  day 
Of  youth  i  and,  sinkmg  with  a  still'd  surpi 
The  pride  of  life,  before  those  holy  eyes, 
luiek  heart  died  thoughtfully  away. 


that  ftom  the  strings 


In  my  qi 

Awfiil,"thougii  meek ;  and  now,  that  ftom  the  st 

Of  my  Bonl's  lyte,  the  tempesfa  mighty  wings 
Have  struck  forth  tones  which  then  awaken  d  lay ; 
Now,  thai  around  the  deep  lite  of  my  mind, 
Affections,  deathless  as  itself,  have  twined. 

Oft  does  the  pale  bright  vision  still  float  by ; 
But  more  divinely  sweet,  and  speakmg  now 
OfOnewhosepity,  throned  on  that  sad  brow. 

Sounded  all  depths  of  love,  grief,  death,  huraamty  I 
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VI— THE  CHILDREN  WHOM  JESUa  BLBSSBIi. 
Hapfy  were  they,  the  molhers,  in  whose  eighl 

Ye  grew,  fair  children '.  hallow'd  from  Ihai  hour 

By  your  Lord's  blessing  i  surely  ihence  a  shower 
Of  heavenly  heanly,  a  trsnamilled  light 
Hung  on  four  hrowa  and  eyelids,  meekly  bright, 

Throngh  ail  the  after  years,  which  saw  ye  move 
Lowly,  yet  slill  majestic,  in  the  mighi, 

The  conscious  glory  rfthe  Sovloar's  love! 
And  honor'd  be  all  childhood,  for  the  soke 

Of  that  hiah  love  !    Let  reverential  care 
Watch  to  behold  the  imraottrjl  spiriC  wake. 

And  shield  its  first  bloom  from  unholy  aitj 
Owning,  in  each  young  suppliant  ghinoe,  the  rien 
In  claims  apon  a  noritage  divine. 


VIL— MOU.\TAIN 
"  He  went  ap  lo  a  niounlaio  aiait  to  pray." 
A  CHILD  'midst  ancient  monntatna  1  have  stood, 

Where  ihe  wild  felcons  make  their  lordly  nest 
On  hirfi.    The  spirit  of  the  solitude 

Feirsolemnly  npon  my  m&m  breast, 
Though  then  Ipray'd  not;  but  deep  thoughts  have  pre^'d 

Into  my  being  since  it  breathed  that  air. 
Nor  could  I  now  one  moment  live  the  guest 

Of  such  dread  scenes,  without  the  springs  of  prayer 
P'erfloivmg  all  my  soul.    No  minsters  rise 
Like  them  in  pure  communion  with  the  skies, 
VMt,silent.open  unto  night  and  day : 

So  might  the  o'etburden'd  Son  of  Man  have  felt. 

When,  turning  where  inviolate  stillness  dwelt, 
He  sought  high  mountains,  there  apart  to  pray. 


VIH.— THE  LILIES  OF  THE  FIELD. 
"  Consider  the  lilies  of  Ihe  field." 
Flowers!  when  the  Saviour's  chIiii  benionant  eye 

Fell  on  v""-  "-"''"  •- — '-    —' c--.^^ ' 

Thathea.....^ . .  „.,  „ 

Eternal,  univeisal,  as  the  sky- 
Then,  in  the  bosom  of  your  purity, 

A  voice  He  set,  as  in  a  tempi e-«hiine, 
That  life's  quick  travellers  ne'er  might  pass  you  by, 

Unwatn'd  of  thai  sweet  otacle  divine. 
And  though  too  oft  its  low,  celestial  sound. 
By  the  haish  notes  of  work-day  Care  is  drowi^d, 
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And  the  loud  steps  of  vnin  unlisteiiing  Haste, 
Yel,  the  great  ocean  haih  no  tone  of  power 
Mightier  lo  reach  the  soul,  in  thought's  hudi'd  he 

Then  yours,  ye  Lilies !  chosen  ihua  and  graoed  t 


IX.— THE  BTRDS  OF  THE  Am. 
"  And  behold  the  birds  of  the  air." 
Ve  too,  the  free  and  fearless  Birds  of  air. 

Were  charged  that  hour,  on  missionary  wing. 
The  same  bright  leason  o'er  the  seas  to  bear, 

Heaveii-auided  wanderers,  with  the  winds  of  spring 
Sing  on,  lieTore  the  storm  and  after,  sing ! 

And  call  ub  lo  your  echoing  woods  away 
From  worldly  cares  ;  and  bid  onr  spirits  bring 

li^ith  to  imbibe  deep  wisdom  from  your  lay. 
So  may  tho^  blessed  vernal  strains  renew 
Childhood,  a  childiiood  yet  more  pure  and  true 
E'en  than  the  first,  within  ih'  awalien'd  mind ; 
While  sweedy,  joyously,  they  teli  of  life, 

But  iiangs  upon  its  God,  unconsciously  resign'd. 


X.— THE  RAISING  op  THE  WIDOW'S  SON. 

He  that  teas  dead  rose  up  and  spoke — He  spoke  I 
Was  it  of  that  miyeslic  world  unlinown  f 

rhose  words,  which  fitsl  the  bier's  dread  silence  broke. 
Came  they  with  revelation  in  each  tone) 

Were  the  far  cities  of  the  nations  gone, 

t'or  man  uncurlam'd  by  that  spirit  lone, 

Back  from  their  porlal  sumnion'd  o'er  the  deep  I 
Bi  huah'd,  my  eoul  1  the  veil  of  darkness  lay 
Still  drawn  !  thy  Lord  cali'd  back  the  voice  deparled. 
To  spread  his  truth,  lo  comfort  his  weak-hearted. 

Oh!  take 


XI.— THE  OLIVE-TREE. 
TnE  Palm—the  Vine— the  Cedar— each  hath  power 
To  bid  fair  Oriental  shapes  elance  by, 
And  each  quick  glistening  of  the  Laurel  bower 
Wafts  Grecian  images  o'er  fencv's  eve. 
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SIB  SONNETS. 

Mighl  e'er  enshrine : — I  could  nol  hear  the  sigh 
To  Ihe  wind's  faintest  whisper,  nor  behold 
One  shiver  of  thy  leavea'  dim  silvery  ^een, 
Withonl  high  ihoughls  and  aolemn,  of  ihat  scene 
Wheo,  in  the  garden,  the  Redeemer  pray'd— 
When  pale  slars  look'd  upon  his  feinting  head, 
A.nd  angels,  miuisl'ring  in  Biient  dread. 
Trembled,  percliiince,  within  Ihy  Irembling  shade. 


On  Jodah'a  hill 
Pelt  sbadderingly  at  noon : — the  land  had  driven 
A  Guest  divine  back  to  the  gates  of  heaven, 
A  lite,  whence  all  pare  founts  ol  healing  sprung, 
AH II  .....k  .    — I  ...I — I  ,Q  anifuidi  wrung. 


By  the  great  shadow  oflliat  death  w „ 

O  Saviour  !  0  Atoner '.  thoB  thai  fain 
Wouldst  make  thy  temple  in  each  hnman  breast, 
Leave  not  such  darkness  in  my  soul  In  letgn, 
Ne'er  may  thy  preaence  Item  its  depths  depart, 
Chased  thence  by  guilt  1    Oh !  turn  not  thou  away 
The  bright  and  morning  star,  my  guide  to  perfect  day ! 


—PLACES  or  WORSHIP 


Sfirit!  whose  lile-suslainingprrsenee  fills 
a\  depths  by  man  untried. 


irshippers  h: 
le!    Thesil 


-..^  of  the  hills 

—^(8  and  choral  rills 

Of  thee  are  niumiuting  : — to  its  inmost  glade 
The  living  forest  with  thy  whisper  thrilG, 
And  there  is  holiness  on  every  shade. 
Yet  must  the  thcughtlnl  soul  of  man  Invest 
With  dearer  consecraiion  those  pare  fanes, 
Which,  sever'd  from  all  sonnd  of  earth's  urfresl. 
Hear  naught  but  suppluint  or  adoring  strains 
Rise  heavenward. — Ne'er  may  rock' or  cave  poss 
Their  claim  on  human  hearts  to  solemn  tenderni 


XIV  -OLD  CHUECH  IN  AN  ENGLISH  PARK." 
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A  CHfECH  IN  NORTH  WALES.— ETC.  E 

Car«aBino|jr,  about  ihe  holy  ffronnd ; 
And  wartikd,  with  a  iiever-dving  lone, 
Amidst  Iho  lomba.     A  hue  of  ngea  gone 
Seem'd,  from  thai  ivied  porch,  ffist  aolemn  gleam 

O'er  all  ih'  Hiicesltal  woodlands  lo  be  thrown. 

And  Eomeihing  yet  more  deep.     The  air  was  frsughl 

With  noble  memories,  whispering  inany  a  thought 

Of  EuEland'B  fethera ;  lofHIy  serene, 

They  chat  had  tojl'd,  WBlch  d,  struggled,  to  secure, 

■Witliiti  such  febrics,  worship  free  and  pure, 

Reign'd  ^ere,  the  o'erHhadowiiig  spirits  of  the  sCene. 

XV.— A  CHURCH  IN  NORTH  WALES.* 
Bleseings  be  round  it  still  I  that  gleaming  fene. 
Low  in  its  mouniain-glen !  old  mossy  trees 
Mellow  the  sunshine  throngh  the  untiiited  pane, 
And  oil,  borne  in  upon  some  fitful  breeze. 
The  deep  soond  of  the  ever.peaUng  seas. 
Filling  the  hollows  with  its  anthera-tone, 
There  meets  the  voice  of  psalms !— yet  not  alone, 
For  memories  lulhns  lo  the  heart  as  these, 
Ihlessthee-'midsttfiy  rocks,  grey  house  of  prayer! 
But  foe  their  sakes  who  unto  thee  rewiir 
From  the  hill-cabina  and  ihe  otean-a^ore. 
may  the  fiaher  and  iher 


Words  t 
Within  t 

braugh  I 

T\^ 

n  earth's  toiling  childre 
ly  walla  for  evermore! 

a 

deer 

-LO0I8E  SCHEPLBR 
e  (klibfUl  servant  and  ( 

Wert  thou,  Louise!  the  son's  decaying  light. 
Oft,  with  its  latest  melancholy  glow, 
Redden'd  Ihy  steep  wild  way :  the  starry  night 
Oft  met  thee,  crossing  some  lone  eagle's  height, 
Piercing  some  dark  ravme :  and  many  a  dell 
Knew,  through  its  ancient  tock-recesea  well. 
Thy  gentle  presence,  which  hath  made  them  bright 
Oft  in  mid-storms ;  oh !  not  wllh  beauty's  eye, 
Hor  Che  proud  glance  of  genius  keenly  burning  ; 
No !  pilgrim  ofunwearying  chanty  ! 
Thy  speH  was  love— the  monnlain  deaerts  tummg 


J 


FoH  thou  a  holy  shepherdess  sad  kind, 
Through  ihe  pine  forqsla,  by  ihe  upland  rills. 
Didst  roam  lo  seek  the  children  of  the  hills, 
A  wild  neslecled  Rock '.  lo  seek,  and  tind, 
And  meeldy  win !  there  feeding  each  young  mind 
Wiih  bahne  of  heavenly  eloquence:  not  thine, 
Daughler  of  ChJist !  but  his,  whose  love  divine 
Its  own  clear  spirit  in  thy  breaat  had  shrined, 
A  burning  light!    Oh!  lieauliiul.in  irulh. 
Upon  the  mcuntBins  are  the  feet  of  those 
Who  bear  his  tidings !    From  thy  mom  of  youth. 
For  iliia  were  all  Ihyjoumeyinga,  and  the  close 
Of  that  long  path,  Heaven's  own  bright  Babbaih-tes 
Must  wait  thee,  wanderer!  on  thy  Saviour's  breast 


THE  WATER-LILY. 
PheWaler-IJIies.  thai  MB  serene  to, the  calm  clean 
I.if  All  ani  Sluuleai  of  &0U11 

Oh  !  beaulihd  thou  art, 
Thou  sculpture -like  and  stately  river-queeii ! 
Crowning  the  depths,  as  with  the  light  serene 

Ufa  pure  heart. 

Bright  lily  of  the  wave ! 
Rising  in  fearlees  grace  with  every  swell. 
Thou  seera'st  as  if  a  spirit  meekly  brave 

Dwelt  in  thy  cell ! 

LlDine  alike  thy  head 
Of  pladd  beauty,  feminine  yet  free. 
Whether  with  foam  or  pictured  azure  spread 

The  waters  be. 

What  is  like  ihee,  fair  flower. 
The  gentle  imd  the  firm  ?  thus  bearing  up 
To  (he  blu«  sky  that  alabaster  cup, 


'Midst  life's 

And  faith— O,  is  not  faith 
Like  thee,  too,  Uly.  springing  into  light, 
Still  buoyanlly,  above  the  billows'  might, 

Thtough  the  storm's  breath  f 


A.l.'>Ot^|i:^ 


RECORDS  OF  THE  SBKINO  OF  1834. 

Yes,  link'd  with  such  high  choughl 
Flower, let  thine  image  in  my  bosom  lie! 
Till  something  there  of  ita  own  purity 

And  peace  be  wrought : 

Than  the  elesr,  pearly,  virgin  lustre  shed 
Forth  from  thy  lireast  upoti  the  river's  bed 
Aa  from  a  shrine. 


RECORDS  OF  THE  SPRING  OF  183*. 


uglov 

. B,  that  hound  to  meet  thee  from  their  chains 

Well  might  there  lurk  the  shadow  of  a  woe 

For  human  hearts,  and  in  the  eiultitig  flow 

Of  thy  rich  song  a  melancholy  tone, 

Were  we  of  mould  all  earthly;  loe  alone, 

Sever'd  from  thy  great  spell,  and  doom'd  to  go 

Farther,  still  fetlher,  from  our  atmny  time, 

Never  to  feel  the  breathings  of  our  prime. 

Never  to  Bower  againT— But  we,  O  Spring '. 

Clieer'd  by  deep  spirit- whispers  not  of  earth. 

Press  to  the  regions  of  thy  heavenly  birth. 

As  here  thy  flowers  and  hitda  press  on  to  bloom  and  sing. 


Fab.  from  the  rustlings  of  the  poplar  bough, 
Which  o'er  my  openmg  life  wild  music  made, 
r^r  from  the  green  hills  with  their  heathery  glow 
And  flashing  streams  whereby  my  childhood  pla/d ; 
In  the  dim  raly,  'midst  the  sounding  flow 
Of  restless  Ufe,  lo  thee  hi  love  I  turn 


With  Ihee  all  shapes  of  glory  find  Uieir  hon 
And  thou  hast  mught  me  well,  majestic  don 
By  stara,  by  eutisets,  by  soft  donds  which  ro 
'Thy  blue  eipanse,  or  deep  in  ad  very  re" 


OP  IMMATURE  GESnjS.* 


[ !  judge  in  thoughtful  lender 
bo,  riohlydowePd  for  life,  at 


£:l  struggling  httrmony, 
e  crowding  jiw  and  pain 


Deem  them  but  sad 

By  the  strong  rush, 

Of  many  icspiralio 

From  its  true  sphere :— Oh '.  soon  it  mi^ht  have  ss,^,. 
Majeadcally  forth !— Nor  doubt,  thai  He 
Whose  touch  myBterious  may  on  earth  dltsolve 
ThMe  links  of  music,  elsewhere  will  evniro 
Their  grand  consummate  hymn,  from  passion-gusls  m 


:V  -ON  WATCHING  THE  FtJGHT  OP  A  SKY-LARK 
UpwiRD  and  upward  still !— in  pearly  light 
The  clouds  are  steep'd ;  the  vernal  mint  si^ 
With  bliss  in  every  wind,  and  crystal  ^ea 
Woo  thee,  O  bird !  to  Ihy  celestial  height ; 
Bird  piercing  Heaveti  with  muaie !  ihy  /tee  flight 
Hath  meaning  for  all  bosoms ;  most  of  all 
For  those  wherein  the  rajiture  and  the  might 
Of  poesy  lie  deep,  and  strive,  and  bum, 
For  Iheir  high  place:  O  heirs  of  mnius!  learn 
From  the  sky's  bird  your  way !— No  joy  may  iill 
^"""  '■ — -a,  no  gift  of  holy  strength  be  won 


V.—A  THOUGHT  OF  TflE  SEA. 
Mr  earliest  memories  to  thy  shores  are  bound, 
Thy  solemn  shores,  thou  ever-chatitlng  main  ! 
The  first  rich  sunsets,  kindling  thought  profound 


ia  d(et  k> 

Draw  my  soul's  dream,  which  throngh  all  nature  sought 

What  waves  deny  ;  some  power  of  steadfast  hhm, 

A  heme  to  twine  with  fency,  feeling,  thought, 

As  with  sweet  flowers:— But  ohasten'd  hope  for  this 

Now  turns  from  earth's  green  valleys,  as  from  Ihee,  [aea." 

To  that  Bole  changeless  world,  where  "  there  is  no  moro 


le  Mra.  Ilghe 


ngtr- 


P  THE  SPRING  O 


Oft  let  me  Bear,  as  ofitunes  I  have  heard. 

Thy  swell,  thou  deep !  when  evening  calls  the  bird 

And  bee  to  rest ;  wfieii  summer  lints  grow  pale, 

Seen  thtouoh  the  gathering  of  n  dewy  veil. 

And  peasant  steps  are  hastening  to  repose. 

And  gkamine  flocks  lie  down,  and  flower-cups  close 

To  the  last  whiter  of  the  falling  gale. 

Then,  'midst  the  dying  of  all  other  sound. 

When  the  soul  heats  iBy  distant  voice  profound, 

Lone-worahipping,  and  knows  that  through  the  night 

'Twill  worship  snll.  then  most  its  anthem  tone 

Speaka  to  our  being  of  ihe  Eternal  13ne,         . 

Who  girds  tired  nature  with  unslumbenng  might 


D  IN  NOBTH  WALES. 


Onward  witii  thine,  whose  voice  yet  bauiita  my  dtesm, 
Though  time  and  ehange.  and  o'^et  m.^tier  pow™. 
Far  fVom  thy  side  haveliome  me      Thou,  smooth  stream 
Alt  winding  still  thy  sunny  meads  along, 
Murm'ring  to  coltage  and  Sfpy  h»"J''^,?'W' .  „,„, . 
Low,  Bwelt,  unchanged,    lly  beina-s  nde  Eath  pa^d 
Through  rocks  and  storms  ;  yet  will  I  not  compLain, 
If  thus  wrought  fi^e  and  pure  froni  earthly  stain, 
Brightly  its  waves  may  reach  their  patent-deep  at  last. 

VIII.— ORCHABD  BLosaoMa. 

Doth  Ihy  heart  stir  wllhin  Ihee  at  the  fflght 

Of  orchard  blooms  upon  the  mossy  bonoh  1 

Doth  their  sweet  household  smile  waft  back  ihe  glow 

Of  childhood's  room  !-(he  wondering  fresh  delight 

In  eanh's  new  coloring,  then  all  sltangely  bright, 

Ajoy  of  feiryland  l-Colh  8.me  old  noo6 

Haunted  hy  visions  of  thy  first-loved  book. 

Bise  on  Ihy  soul,  with  faint-slreok'd  hloasoma  white, 

Showtt'd  o'er  the  tuii  and  the  lone  prunrose  knot. 

And  robin's  nest,  soil  lailhful  to  the  spot, 

And  the  bee's  dreamy  chime  T-Q  gentle  friend . 

The  world's  cold  breath,  not  Time  a,  this  life  bereaves 

Of  vernal  gilis-Time  hallows  what  he  leaves, 


rus^dea 
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P  THE  SPRING  OP  ISH. 
IK.— TO  A  DISTANT  SL'ENE. 

nS^  ^^^  cowaji™  from  ihy  bosom  springing 
O  fer-off  eraagy  dell  !~flnd  dos(  ihoQ  se^,    ^    *" 

Dolh  the  shy  ring-dove  hauBt  thee  yet-the  bee 
Haiig  on  Ifav  flowers  m  wben  I  breathed  ferewell 
Still  Z^'"''  '''ff  ™  ^  :? "^u  T"'^  "^y  beecheriL 
zSi. .    ?If^"  softness,  doth  th«  mt>ffl-baiik  swell  ? 
-Oh !  Bltange  ilMoa  by  (be  fond  heart  wClht 
^hoBBOwn  warn,  life  auffusee  nature's  W 
W^,?  tKine'stide  of  many-colored  thought  ' 
ijailitree  o^^c^r^'^nlioS  "f'     ""^^  ^'^  ' 
Silent,  forsakeA,  dim^S,w™V;  wKjih  been. 

X,-A  REMEMBRANCE  OP  GRASMEEB. 


O^'a^^  "anqiilly.  atirt  set  so  deep  ! 
Ult  doth  your  dreamy  loveliness  return 
Ljoloruig  the  tender  shadows  of  my  sleen 
Wilb  light  Elysian  ;  for  the  hues  4.1  s>eep 

On  golden  clouds  from  spirit-lands  remote, 
Isles  of  Ihe  blest ;  and  in  ourmemnn-  itppn 
Their  pla«.  with 'holiest  haSes%irs^ne 
Most  loyed  by  eyetimg  and  her  dewy  elar^ 
un!  ne  er  may  man.  with  toni>h  iinSolinn.pj  ;,- 
The  perfect  music  of  Sy  cham  ^ene  >         ■" 
Still,  still  unchanged,  may  one  sweet  reion  wear 
Snules  that  subdue  the  soil  to  loye,  and  waiajndpraye, 

Xr.-TnOUOHT8  CONNECTED  WITH  TGEE9 

Trees,  OTaoious  trees  I  how  rich  a  gift  ye  arc 

|j^&&Tora''caoo'str"^--' 

Tri  SilTn  *T'  ^u^t^  forgotten,  buried  deep ! 

4   J    u  **  "^  ^i^"^'  "  l'™*™  perchance  may  creeu 
And  old  swf^l  leaf-sounds  re^  the  inne"Zor?d 

TtZT!r°r'  ■;'"'^1<i  Jo'  "  once  unfurfd 
1  ne  past,  a  glowme  scroll,  before  our  siebt 

V^n^t\h    "ll  "'^^  STBhing  from  (heir  long-seai'd  um 

Young  dioughts,  pure  dreams,  utidoubling  jlayers  retSn. 

And  a  lost  mother's  eye  gives  back  its  ho|Ti^l     ^^^^ 


A.oot^fc" 


All  tliRt  need  home  and  c( 

Birds,  of  ehy  song,  and  tow-voicea  quiei  spnnga, 
And  nun-like  viofeta,  by  the  wind  beCray'd. 
Childhood  benealh  your  fresh  green  tents  hath  play'd 
With  his  first  primrose -wealth :  there  love  hath  aoughl 
A  veiling  gloom  for  hia  unutter-d  thought ; 
And  silent  grief,  of  day's  Iseen  glare  afraid, 
A  refuge  for  her  tears  ;  and  ofttiniea  there 
Halh  Ions  devotion  found  a  place  of  prayer, 
A-native  temple,  solemn,  hu«i'd,  anidirai 
for  wheresoe  «r  your  murmuring  tremors  thrill 
The  woody  twilight,  there  man's  heart  hath  atill 
Confeaa'd  a  spirit's  breath,  and  heard  a  ceaseless  hymn. 


0  GENTLE  story  ot  the  Indian  isle  ! 

1  loved  thee  in  my  lonely  childhood  well 

Oa  the  sea-shore,  when  day's  last  purple  smile 
Slept  on  the  waters,  ana  their  hollaw  swell 
And  dying  cadence  lent  a  deeper  apell 
Unto  ihine  ocean-pictures,    'Iflidst  thy  palms 
And  sttanae  bright  birds,  my  fancy  joy^d  to  dwell, 
And  watch  the  soathem  crora  through  midnight  calma, 
And  track  the  apicy  woods.    Yet  more  I  blees'd 
Thy  vision  of  sweet  love  1  kind,  trustfiil,  true, 
Lighting  the  cilron  groves— a  heavenly  guest, 
With  such  pure  amilea  as  Paradise  onceTinew. 
Even  then  my  young  heart  wept  o'er  the  world's  power. 
To  reach  and  blight  that  holiest  Eden  flower. 


The  joy  to  nature's  heart.    Yet  tfirongh  the  glow 
Of  clouds  that  mantle  thy  decline,  our  gaze 
Tracks  thee  with  love  half  fearfiil ;  and  in  days 
When  earth  loo  much  adored  thee,  what  a  swell 
Of  mournful  paasion,  deepening  mighty  lays, 
Told  how  the  dying  bade  thy  Tight  farewell, 
O  son  of  Greece  I  6  glorious,  ftstal  sun ! 


_,  ..)t  thus  to  ihy  bright  wheels  enchain'd. 

Not  lliusfbr  thy  last  parting  unsuslain'd, 
Heirs  of  a  purer  day,  with  its  unsetling  star. 
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«M  EECORDS  OP  THE  aPEtNG  OP  1834. 

XV.— IMAGES  OP  PATRIARCHAL  UPB. 
Calm  scenes  of  patriarch  lift  !— how  long  a  power 
Your  unworn  pasloral  images  relain 
O'er  the  tms  hear!,  which  in  its  childhood's  hour 
Urank  their  pure  freshness  deep !     The  camels'  tram 
Winding  in  patience  o'er  the  desert  plain— 
The  tent,  llie  palm-tree,  che  reposing  floclt, 
1  he  gleaming  fount,  the  shadow  of  &e  rock. 
Oh !  by  how  subtle,  yet  how  strong  a  chain, 
And  m  the  influence  of  its  touch  how  bkss'd. 
Are  these  things  Unk'd,  in  many  a  thoughtful  breast, 
To  household  memories,  for  all  change  endear'd  i 
The  matin  bird,  the  ripple  of  a  stream 
Beside  our  native  porcTi— the  hearth-light's  gleam 
Iho  tol[^es,  earliest  by  the  soul  revered; 


The  pilgrim  ^rit  would  adore  and  glow ;       ' 
Kapt  in  high  ihouBhIs,  though  weary,  faint  and  slow 
Blill  doth  the  traveller  through  the  deserts  wind 
I-ed  by  those  old  Chaldean  stars,  which  know 
Where  paas'd  the  shepherd  tathera  of  mantind. 
^  11  some  quenchles.  inatmot,  which  from  &r 
btilL  points  to  where  onr  alienated  home 
Lay  in  bright  peace  J    O  thou  tme  eastern  star 

Draw  adll  our  hearts  to  thee ;  else,  else  how'  vain 
lheirhcpe,thelair  lost  birthright  to  regaiu  I 


XVIL— TO  AN  AGED  FRIEND.* 
Nor  long  thj-  voice  amongst  us  may  be  heard. 
Servant  of  God !— thy  day  is  almost  done  ■ 
The  charm  now  lingering  in  Hiy  look  ani^word 
Ja  that  which  ban™  about  thy  selling  sun, 
Th^t  which  the  spirit  of  decay  hath  Ion 
Su  I  from  revering  love.    Yet  doth  the  sense 
yt  hie  immortal— progress  but  beguo— 
Pervade  thy  mien  wiiTi  such  clear  eloquence, 
1  hat  hope,  not  sadness,  breathes  from  thy  decline  ■ 
And  the  loved  flowers  which  round  thee  smile  fereweU 
Ul  more  than  vernal  glory  seem  to  tell, 
By  thy  pure  spirit  touch'd  with  light  divine  ; 


XVIII.— FOL[  AGE 
CoMS  forth,  and  let  ua  through  our  he. 


CoMS  forth,  and  let  ua  through  our  hearts  receive 
The  joy  of  verdure  !-Bce,  the  honied  hme 
Showers  cool  green  light  o'er  bnnks  where  wiIdHoweri 
Thick  Wpestry  ;  and  woodbine  tendrila  citmb 
Up  the  brown  oak  from  buds  of  mosB  and  thyme, 
■"^      ■  ■    ■  of  the  sycamore 

^hgale 


flowers 


1  he  rich  deep  maasea  or  ine  sycamore 
Hong  heavy  with  the  fulnew  of  their  prime. 
And  the  white  poplar,  from  its  foliage  boar, 
Soallers  forth  gleams  like  moonlight,  with  e 
That  swi-eps  the  houghs:— the  chestnut  flo\^. 
The  crowning  glories  of  the  hawthorn  fail. 
But  arches  ofsweet  eglantine  are  cast 
From  every  liedge :— Oh '.  never  may  we  ]<" 
Dear  friend!  our  fresh  delight  in  amplest  i 


XIX,— A  PRAYEK. 
Fatheh  in  Heaven  I  from  whom  the  simplest  Howe 
On  the  high  Alps  or  fiery  desert  thrown. 
Draws  not  sweet  odor  or  young  life  alone, 
But  the  deep  virtue  of  an  inborn  power 
To  cheer  the  wanderer  in  his  ftmling  hour. 
With  ihoughM  of  Thee !  lo  strengthen,  to  mfnse 
Faith,  love,  and  courage,  by  the  lender  hnga 
That  Hjeak  thy  presence;  oh!  with  such  a  dower 
Grace  ihou  my  song !-  -the  preciouH  gift  bestow 
From  thy  pure  Spinl'a  tirasury  divine, 
TowakeonelBarofpuriftingg?*. 
To  soiien  one  wrong  Tieart  for  Thee  and  (hine  ; 


XX.— PRATER  CONTINUED, 
nimiiine ;  what  la  low  raise  end  Bnppon."— Jfi 
FiK  are  the  wings  of  intellect  astray, 
Thiit  strive  not,  Father  1  to  thy  heavenly  seat; 
They  roue,  but  mount  not ;  and  the  tempests  beat 
Stiil  on  Iheir  plumes :— 0  aoutce  of  mental  day ! 
Chase  from  before  my  spirit's  track  the  array 
Of  mists  and  shadows,  raised  by  earthlf  care 
In  troubled  hosts  that  cross  the  purer  nir, 
And  veil  the  openine  of  (he  slarrv  way. 


.C'.oot^lc 


Which  brightens  on  Ihee  ! — Oh !  guide  thou  right 
Mv  thoughc'a  weak  pinion,  clear  mine  inwaiii  sight, 
The  eternal  springs  of  heanly  to  discern, 
Welling  beside  thy  throne  ;  unseal  mine  ear, 


L  OF  A  C0NVER8ATI0JJ. 
Yes!  all  things  tell  uaofabirthright  lost, 
A  bfiohtneas  from  our  nature  paaa'd  away  I 
Wanderers  WK  seem,  that  from  an  alien  coast. 
Would  mm  10  where  their  Father's  mansion  lay. 
And  bnt  by  some  lone  flower,  that  'midst  decay 
Smiles  moumfiilly,  or  by  some  sculptured  slone. 
Revealing  dimly,  with  grey  moaa  o'erarown. 
The  faint-worn  impFeaa  ofits  glory's  day. 
Can  trace  their  once-free  heritage ;  thousn  dteania 
Fraught  with  its  picture,  oft  in  atariling  gleama 
Flash  o'er  their  souls.— But  One,  oh!  One  alone. 
For  us  the  rain'd  fabric  may  rebuild. 
And  bid  the  wilderness  again  be  fiii'd, 
With  Eden-iloivers^~One,  mighty  to  alone ! 


RECORDS  OF  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1834. 


I.— THE  RETURN'  TO  POETRV. 
Ohce  more  the  eternal  melodies  from  &r 
Woo  me  hke  songs  of  home :  once  more  discerning 
Through  nifui  clouds  the  pure  rnajeslic  star, 
Above  the  poet's  worid  serenely  burning, 
Thilher  my  soul,  fresh-winc'd  by  love  is  turning. 
As  o'er  the  waves  the  wood-bird  seeks  her  nesC 
For  those  green  heights  of  dewy  stillneaa  yearning, 
Whence  glorious  mmds  o'erlook  this  earth's  unrest. 
—-Now  be  the  spirit  of  Heaven's  truth  my  guide 
Through  the  bright  land !— that  no  brief  gladnew  found 
In  passing  bloom,  rich  odor,  or  sweet  sound, 
May  lure  my  foolstEps  from  their  aun  aside : 
Their  true,  high  quest-to  seek,  if  ne'er  to  gam. 
The  inmost,  purest  shrine  of  that  august  domain. 


II.— TO  SILVIO  PELLICO,  OiV  READING  HIS  "PRIGIONE,' 
Tbeke  are  who  chmb  the  mountain's  heathery  side, 
Or,  in  life's  vernal  strength  triumpliant,  urge 
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RECORDS  OF  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1834. 

Tlie  bark's  fleet  ruling  through  the  crested  surge. 

Or  spur  the  courser'a  fiery  race  of  pride 

Over  the  green  savannas,  gleaming  wide 

By  some  vast  lake ;  yet  thus,  on  foaming  sea, 

Or  chainlets  wild,  reign  far  less  nobly  free, 

Than  thou,  in  that  lone  dungeon,  glorified 

By  ihy  brave  auilering.— Thou  finni  its  dark  cell 

Fierce  thought  and  baleful  passion  didst  exclude. 

Filling  the  dedicated  solitude 

Whh  God  ;  and  where  His  Spmt  deigns  to  dwell. 

Though  the  worn  frame  in  fetters  wilhering  lie, 

There  throned  in  peace  diiine  is  liberty  ' 


I[[._TO  THE  8AME,  EELBASBD. 

How  flows  thy  being  now !— like  some  glnd  hymn. 
One  sn^in  of  solemn  rapture  I — doth  thine  eye 
Wander  through  tears  of  voiceles  feeling  dim. 


Which,  with  dieir  silvery  hair,  so  olt  glanced  hy, 
Haunting  thy  priaoti-dreama  T — Where'er  thou  art, 
Blessings  be  ahed  upon  thine  inmost  heart, 
Joy,  from  kind  looks,  blue  skies,  and  flowery  sod. 
For  that  pure  voice  of  thoughtful  wisdom  sent 
Forthfrom  thy  eellfinaweetnesg  eloquent, 
Of  love  to  man,  and  quenchless  trust  in  God ! 


IV.— OK  A  SCENE  IN  TBE  DARGLE.* 

'TwiS  a  bright  moment  of  my  life  when  first, 

0  Ihou  pure  stream  ihrougli  rocky  portals  flowing ! 

That  lemple-chnmber  of  Uiy  glory  hurst 

On  my  glad  sight !— thy  pebbly  couch  lay  glowing 

With  deep  mosaic  hues :  and,  richly  throwing 


Was  touch'd  with  gold.— Flow  ever  thus,  best 
Gifts  of  delight,  sweet  stream '.  on  all  who  mo.= 
Gently  along  thy  shorea ;  and  oh  \  if  love, 
—True  love,  in  secret  nursed,  with  sorrow  fraught— 
Should  sometimes  bear  his  treasured  grief  to  thee. 
Then  full  of  kindness  let  thy  music  be, 
Singing  repose  to  every  troubled  thought! 

•  A  beaulirui  valley-  la  the  counly  of  Wlcklow. 


E  AUTUMN  OF  It 


Snerr !  eo  oft  in  radiant  freedom  soaring, 


_ ferbelow  ., _„, 

And  oft  Gucli  strains  of  brees;  muaic  pouring, 
As,  with  tbe  floating  Bweetnefa  of  tJieir  sigl^. 
Could  still  all  fevere  of  the  heart,  restoring 
Awhile  (bat  fieshncffi  left  in  Paradise ; 
Say,  of  those  glorious  wanderings  what  the  goal  1 
What  the  rich  fruitage  to  man's  kindred  soul 
From  wealth  of  thine  bequeathed  ?     0  strong  and 
And  sceptred  intellect!  thy  goal  confessed 
Was  the  Redeemer's  Cross— thy  last  bequest 
One  lesson  breathing  thence  profoniid  humility '. 


VI.— ON  THE  DATUEA  ARBOREA. 
Majestic  plant !  such  fairy  dreams  as  lie 
Nursed,  where  the  bee  sucks  in  the  cowslip's  bell. 
Are  not  thy  train  :— those  floweis  of  vase-lilie  swel 
Clear,  large,  with  dewy  moonligh:  lill'd  iium  high. 
And  in  their  monumental- purity 
Serenely  drooping,  roimd  thee  seem  to  draw 
Visions  link'd  strangely  with  that  silent  awe 
Which  broods  o'er  Sculpture's  works. — A  meet  ally 
For  those  heroic  forms,  the  simply  zrand 
Art  thou ;  and  worthy,  carved  by  plastic  hand, 


ntig  one,  whi 
ught  that  km 


Above  some  kingly  poet's  tomb  to  shine 
In  spotless  marble ;  nonori 
Soat'd  upon  witigs  of  thou 
Ftee  through  the  starry  he 

VII.— DESIGN  AN! 
They  float  before  my  soul,  the  fair  desi 


.—DESIGN  AND  PERFORMANCE. 


■l^BET  float  belore  my  soul,  the  fair  designs 
Which  1  would  body  ibrih  to  Life  and  Power, 
Ifike  clouds,  that  with  their  wavering  hues  and  lint 
Portray  majestic  buildines : — Dome  and  tower. 
Bright  spire,  that  through  the  rainbow  and  the  shoi 
Points  to  th'  uncbanging  stars  \  and  high  arcade 
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P  THE  AUTUMN  OF  IS 
me  gloriouB  allar,  mada 


F^ir-sweeping  lo  !  ^  ,    .^     ^    „„  „„„r 

Pnr  linliemntes-— meanwhile  the  wanmc  tiour 
Mela  from  me,  and  by  fervent  dreams  o  erwrought, 
I  dnk  P-O  Meld !  O  W'd  with  eaeh  high  tlioogbt 
Aid  me,  of  Ihoae  rich  visions  ro  dewm 
WhUe  liiie  and  strength  allow,  my  hope  to  biuld 
For  W^heatta  devout,  bnt  on.  endurmg  iane  ! 


V1II.-H0PE  OF  FUTUttE  COMMUNION  WITH  NA1 
If  e'er  again  my  apirit  be  allow'd 
Conuetse'with  nature  in  her  chambers  deep, 
Wliere  lone,  and  mantled  with  the  rolling  cloud. 
She  brooda  o'er  new-boro  vraters,  aa  Itey  leap 
In  sword-like  flashes  down  liie  heathery  sleep 
From  caves  of  mystery ;— if  I  roam  once  more 
Where  dark  plnea  qmver  Jo  the  to'^i"'' ™' 
And  voioefnl  oaliB  respond  |-ahall  I  not  teap 
A  more  ennoblhig  joy,  a  loiher. 
Than  e'er  was 
From  Buch  comiuuu.uu  . — /  ^- 

That  not  in  vain  have  sorrow,  love  ai 

Their  long  still  work  of  preparation  wronght 
For  that  more  perfeot  sense  of  God  reveal  d  bel 


id  on  life's  more  vernal  h( 
jnT— yes'  ■   ■       """ 


IX.-DRBAM8  or  THE  DEAO. 
Oft  in  stlU  night-dreams  a  departed  fiioe 
Bends  o'er  me  with  aweet  earnestness  of  eye, 
Wearing  no  more  of  earthly  paina  a  trace, 
But  all  3ie  lender  piirthat  mivylie 
On  the  clear  brow  of  ftimorlBJity, 
Calm,  yet  profound.    Soft  ra^  dlume  that  immi 
Th- uriSadow'd  moonlight  of  some  far-off  sky 
,    — J  ;.  a^'>tg  transparently  serene 


As  a  pure  veil  of  waters.    O  rich  sleep  1 

Thou  hast  strong  epirila  in  thy  regions  deep 

Which  glorify  with  reconciUng  breatb, 

EfTacing,  brightenmg,  fflvmg  rortn  lo  s""'^    . 

-  ,ant/^  '^eS  "I'h.  «^^  iV,"^!^ wilhTrsWrn  brother-Death 
avcower  when  link  din  this,  wim  my  3u.iii.iiui 


rhy  power 


X.— THE  TOETB5  OF  THE  PSALMS. 
Nobly  thy  song,  O  minstrel  <  .r^^'d  '"■>■«' 
Tti  Eternal  on  the  pathway  of  the  blaat, 
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DESPONDENCr  AXJD 
Amidst  (he  hilla  thai  smoked  beneath  his  feet. 
With  trumpet-voice  thy  spirit  call'd  aloud, 
■And  bade  the  trembling  rocka  his  name  repeat. 
And  the  bent  cedars,  and  the  bursting  cloud. 
But  far  more  glorioosly  to  earth  made  known 
By  that  high  strain  than  bv  the  thunder's  lone, 
The  liashino  ton^nts,  or  the  ocean's  roll, 
Jehovah  spake,  through  the  imbreathing  fire, 
Nature's  vast  realms  for  ever  to  inspire 
With  the  deep  worship  of  a  -living  soul. 


DESPONDENCr  A 


When  the  last  farewell  flnsli  of  light  was  glowinn 

Actosb  Ihe  sunset  sky  ; 
O'er  its  rich  isles  of  vajtoroua  glory  throwing 
One  melancholy  dye. 
And  wlien  the  solemn  Night 
Came  mshine  with  lier  might 
Of  fltomiy  oracles  from  caves  unknown, 
Then  with  each  fitful  blast 
Prophetic  murmurs  pass'd, 
Wakening  or  answering  some  deep  Sibil  tone. 
Far  buried  in  my  breast,  yet  prompt  to  rise 
..  ^i^^ffX  Buaty  wail  that  o'er  the  wind-harp  fUee. 

lold,  told  thy  wings,"  they  cned,  "and  strive  no  more, 
Famt  spirit,  Blrive  no  more !— for  thee  too  strong 

Are  outward  ill  and  wtona;, 
And  inward  wasting  fires  1 — 'Kiou  canst  not  soar 
Free  on  a  starry  way 
Beyond  their  blighting  sn 


At  Heaven's  high  gale  serenely  to  adore ! 
How  shouldst  thou  hopo  Earth's  fellers  to  unbind  ? 
O  passJonaie,  yet  weak !  O  tremhler  lo  the  wind  I 
'_|^Never  shall  aught  but  broken  music  Sow 

lonielera  notes  as  through  the  " 
111  tho  reeds  hollow  shaken. 
When  sudden  breezes  waken 


"AiOOt^l?' 


DEaPONDENCV  AND  ASPIRATION, 
he 

In.  human  henna  ;  their  ht 
Bom  only  bo  Jo  die  : 
"  Nevet  ahttU  aught  but  perfume,  faint  and  vain, 
On  the  fleet  pinion  of  the  changeful  honr, 
From  thy  btuised  lite  again 
'  A  moment's  e^aence  Breathe  ; 
Thy  life,  whoSB  trampled  flower 
Into  the  blessed  wreatli 
Of  household  charities  lio  longer  bound, 
Lies  pole  and  withering  on  the  barren  ground. 
"So  &de,  fade  on  !  thy  gift  "f  '"""e  shall  cling, 
A  coiling  sadness,  round  ihy  heart  and  brain, 
A  Bilent,  fraitkas,  yet  undying  thing, 

AllsensiliTetopain! 
And  slill  -Jie  shadow  of  vain  dreams  shall  fall 
O'er  ihy  mind's  world,  a  daily  darkening  pall. 
Fold,  then,  thy  wounded  wing,  and  MJik  subdued. 
In  cold  and  untepining  quietude !" 
Then  my  soul  yielded :  spellfl  of  numbing  breath 
Crept  o'er  it  heavy  with  a  dew  of  death, 
lis  powets,  like  leaves  hefore  the  night  rain,  closing 
And,  as  by  confliot  of  wild  sea-wavea  toaa'd 
On  die  chiU  bosom  of  some  desert  coast, 
Mutely  and  hopelessly  I-  lay  reposing. 
When  silenllj;  It  seem'd 
As  if  a  soft  mist  gleam'd 
Before  my  passive  sight,  and,  slowly  cnrlmg. 
To  many  a  shape  and  hue 
Of  vision'd  beauty  grew, 
Like  a  wrooghc  banner,  fold  by  fold  unfurling. 
Oh  !  the  rich  scenes  that  o'er  mine  inward  eye 

Unrolling  then  swept  by. 
With  dreamy  motion !  Silvery  seas  were  [here   , 


id  gemni'd  with  many  an  island,  wildly  fair, 
hicTi  floated  past  me  mio  orient  day, 
ill  gathering  lualie  on  th'  illumin'd 


Color'd  the  silvery  s£ 
And  then  a  glorious  mountain-chain  uj 


While  as  _.,_ 

I  heard,  methou^l,  a  wavmg  oi  oreau  wings 
And  mighty  sounds,  as  if  the  vi^on  haihng, 

Ftomlyres  that  qniver'd  through  ten  thousand  strings : 


DEBPONDENCY  A 


.  [he  Alpine 
r  Doja  way  vicloriouely  were  Bweefling, 
d  in  majeBtic  anthems  !  while  Ihtoiujli  all 
rhat  bJlfowy  swell  and  fell, 


Mj-  being's  core  ;  then,  raouldme  in..^  -i-.u 
Then-  piercing  sweetness,  bade  me  rise  and  beai 

In  Inal  great  chorBl  slniin  my  trembling  part 
Of  tones,  by  love  and  taithatnick  from  aTiunian  heart.- 

bodings  of  the  night! 

«^u..  fl.,,,,.  u  ,u  yjnci  ,-^a  uicHi  unwavering  light 
Mounts  through  the  battling  clouds  tha:  tounfl  me  roll, 
And  lo  a  new  control 
Nature's  fu."  harp  gives  forth  reioicina  ton«=. 

Wherein  my  glad  sense  owns 

The  accordant  rush  of  cleraeniol  sound 

To  one  consummate  harmony  profound  ; 

One  grand  Creation  Hymn, 

Whose  notes  the  seraphun 

Lift  to  the  glorious  height  of^mnsic  wing'd  and  crown'd. 

Shall  not  those  notes  find  echoes  in  my  Ivre 
Faithful  though  faint  1— Shall  not  my  spirit's  fire. 
If  slowly,  yet  unswervingly,  ascend 
Now  lo  Its  fount  and  end  ) 
Shall  not  my  earthly  love,  all  purified. 
Shine  forth  a  heavenward  guide  t 
An  angel  of  blight  power?— ai^  strongly  bear 
My  beiiig  upward  mto  holier  air, 
Where  fiery  poseion-clouda  have  no  abode. 
And  the  sky's  teraple-aicho'etflowa  with  God? 
The  radiant  hope  new-bom 
Expands  like  rising  mom 
In  my  life  s  hfe :  and  as  a  ripening  rose. 
The  otimson  shadow  of  its  glotytbrows 
More  vivid,  hour  by  hour,  on  some  pure  stream ; 
So  ftom  that  hope  are  Bpreadmg 
Rich  hues,  o'er  nature  shedding, 
taeh  day,  a  clearer,  spiritual  gleam. 
Let  not  those  r«a  fede  from  me— once  enjoy 'd, 

Fatlier  of  spirits !  let  them  not  deport  I 
Leavma  the  chili'd  eaith,  without  form  and  void, 

Darken'd  by  mine  own  heart  I 
Lilt,  aid.  sustain  me  !    Thou,  by  whom  alona 
All  lovely  gifts  and  pure 
In  the  soul's  grasp  endure  ; 
Thou  to  the  steps  of  whose  eternal  throne 


Tl£OUGHTB  DURING  SICKNESS. 

All  knowledge  flows — a  sea  for  evermore 
Breaking  ita  crealcd  wavee  on  ihat  sole  shore — 
O  oonaeorale  my  lift !  that  I  ma^  eing 
Of  Thee  with  ioy  that  hath  a  living  spring, 
,    ^"'-rt  of  music!-' ' — 


ling  mountains  wait  thypraise, 

And  wijii  that  theme  the  wood's  green  cloisters  fill, 
'veiing  leafy  dimness  thrill 

■  Of  ' '- 


fiill  heartof — ;  .-^- 

ragh  the  resounding  mountains  waft  thy  praise, 
wyithat  '  "  ■  ■  ■         ' 

mSie  thei.  , „.  . 

To  the  rich  breeze  of  song!    —  ..   . 

The  deep  religion,  which  hsth  dwelt  from  yore, 
Silently  brooding  by  lone  cliff  and  lake, 

And  wildest  river  shore ! 
And  let  me  eurnmon  all  the  voices  dwelling 
Where  eagles  build,  aud  cavetn'd  rills  are  welling, 
And  where  the  cataract's  organ-peal  is  swelling. 

In  that  one  spiril  gaiher'd  to  adore ! 
Forgive,  0  Father!  if  presumptuous  thought 

Let  not  thy  Sild  all  vainly  have  been  taught 

By  weakness,  and  by  wanderings,  and  by  sighs 
Of  sad  confeasion!— lowly  be  my  heart. 

And  on  its  penitential  altar  spread 
The  ofFerings  worthless,  till  Thy  grace  impart 

The  fire  fiom  Heaven,  whose  touch  alone  can  shed 
Life,  radiance,  virtue !— let  that  vital  spark 
Pierce  my  whole  being,  wilder'd  else  and  dark '. 
Thme  ate  all  holy  things— O  make  me  Thine, 
So  shall  1, 100,  be  pure— a  living  shrine 
Unto  that  Spirit,  which  goes  forth  from  Thee, 
Strong  and  divinely  free, 

Bearing  thy  gifts  of  wisdom  on  ita  flight, 
And  broodmg  o'er  them  vrith  a  dovelike  wmg, 
Till  Uiought,  word,  song,  to  Thee  in  woraliip  ^ring, 
Iimnotlany  endow'd  for  liberty  and  light. 


THOUGHTS  DURING  SICKNESS. 

I.— INTELLECTUAL  POWERS. 

Othocow!  O  Memory  !  gems  for  ever  heaping 
High  in  llie  illumined  cliambera  of  the  mind, 
And  thou, divine  Imagination!  keeping 
Thy  lamp's  lone  star 'mid  shadowy  hosts  enshrined  i 
How  in  one  moment  rent  and  disentwined. 
At  Fever's  fiery  touch,  apart  1hl^y  fall, 
^our  glorious  combinations !— liroken  all. 
As  the  sand-pillars  by  the  desert's  wind 
Vol.  11.— 45 
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D  THOrSHTa  DURING  aiCKNESS. 

ScaHer'd  to  whirling  dust !— Oh,  aooauncrawi 
Well  may  your  panine  Bwifl,  your  slrange  reti 
Subdae  the  soul  to  lowlmesa  profound. 
Guiding  its  ohaaten'd  viaon  to  discern 
How  by  meek  Faith  Heaven's  portals  mual  be 
Ere  it  con  hold  your  gifts  inaliensbly  Kist. 


LIKE  NIGHT. 
Thod  art  like  Night,  O  Sickness  !  deeply  atiiliriB 
Within  my  heart  the  woidd's  disturbing  sound, 
And  the  tiim  quiet  ol  my  chamber  fiUing 
With  low  aweet  voices  by  Life's  tumuli  drown'd, 
Thou  Bit  like  awiul  Niglat !— thou  gather'st  round 
The  things  that  are  unseen— though  close  they  her- 
And  with  a  itath,  clear,  startling,  and  profound, 
Giveat  their  dread  presence  to  our  mental  eye. 
—Thou  an  like  starry,  spiritual  Night ! 
High  and  immortal  thoughts  attend  thy  way, 
And  revelations,  which  the  m.mmon  light 
Brings  not,  though  wakening  with  its  rosy  ray 
All  outward  life  :— Be  welcome  then  thy  rod, 
Before  whose  touch  my  soul  unfolds  itself  to  God. 


n^ON  RETZSCH'S  DISIGN  OF  THE  ANGEL  OF  DEATH.* 
Weu.  might  thine  awful  image  thus  arise 
With  that  high  calm  upon  thyrc^l  brow, 
And  the  deep,  solemn  sweemess  in  those  eyes, 
Unio  the  glorious  Artist !— Who  but  thou 
The  fleeting  forms  of  beauty  can  endow 
For  Him  with  permanency* — who  make  those  gleams 
Of  brighter  life,  that  color  his  lone  dreams, 
Immortal  things  1— Let  others  trembting  bow, 
Angel  of  Deatli !  before  thee,— Not  to  those, 
iVhrae  spirits  with  Eternal  Truth  repose, 
Art  thou  a  fearful  shape  !-^— and  oh !  for  me, 
How  full  of  welcome  would  thine  aspect  shine, 
Did  not  the  chords  of  strong  affection  twine 
So  fast  sround  my  soul,  it  cannBt  spring  to  thee ! 

•ThlaMnnelwasBUigestedbylhBrDlLowing  passage  out  nf  Mrs 


THOUGHTS  DURING  S 


IV.— REMEMBRANCE  O 

O.  HiTDBE  !  thou  didst  rear  me  fox  thine  owri, 
With  thy  frep  singing  birds  and  mouinain  brooks ; 
Feeding  my  thougha  in  primrose-haunted  noolia, 
With  ftiry  lanlasiea  and  wood-dreams  lone  ; 
And  ihou  didst  teach  me  every  wandering  tone 
Drawn  from  thy  many-wliiapering  trees  and  waves. 
And  guide  my  steps  to  founta  and  sparry 

And  whe-  '■--'■ ~"  ■ — -  ''■-''  °  "■ 

'Midst  Ih 
From  ah 
Fading  I 


Ana  guiae  my  sicps  tu  luuuia  siiu  Btmiy  unvco, 
And  where  bright  mosses  wove  thee  a  rich  throne 
'Midst  the  green  hills:— and  now,  that  fiit  estranged 
From  all  sweet  sonnds  and  odora  of  thy  breath, 
Fading  I  lie,  wiihm  my  heart  unchanged, 
80  glows  the  love  of  thee,  that  not  for  Death 
Seems  that  pure  passion's  fervor — but  ordaui'd 
To  meet  on  brighter  shores  thy  Majesty  unslain'd. 

WmiHEH,  oh!  whither  wilt  thou  wins  thy  way  I 
What  solemn  region  first  upon  thy  siihl 
Shall  break,  nnveil'd  for  terror  or  dehght ! 
What  hosts  magnificent  in  dread  array! 
My  BpiriC!  when  Ihy  prison-house  of  ciny, 
After  long  strife  is  rent  ?— fond,  fruitless  gaeel ! 
The  unfledged  bird,  within  his  narrow  nest 
Sees  but  a  few  green  branches  o'er  him  play. 
And  through  their  pardng  leaves  by  tilB  reveal 'd, 
A  glimpse  of  summer  sky  : — Nor  knows  the  fieid 
Wherein  his  dormant  powers  must  yet  be  tried. 
—Thou  art  that  bird  !— of  what  beyond  thee  lies 
Fat  in  the  umrack'd,  immeaHurable  skies, 
Knowing  but  thia — thai  tbou  shall  find  Ihy  Guide ! 


Vt.— FLOWERS. 
Weloome,  O  pure  and  lovely  forme,  agam 
Unto  the  ahadowy  alillnees  of  my  room  1 
For  not  alonS  ye  bring  a  joyous  train 
Of  enmmer-thoughls  attendant  on  your  bloom- 
Visions  of  fre^nesa,  of  rich  boweiy  gloom. 
Of  the  low  murmuts  filling  mossy  dells. 
Of  state  that  look  down  on  your  folded  bells 
Through  de»»y  leaves,  of  many  a  wild  perftinB 
Greeling  the  wanderer  of  the  hill  and  grove 
Like  sudden  music  ;  more  than  this  ye  bring — 


Whether  the  couch  be  Aat  of  1^  or  death. 
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CBITICAL  ANNOTATIOKS  O 


Bam  then,  once  more  to  breaBt  the  waves  of  life, 
lo  tattle  on  against  the  unceasing  surav, 
lo  Binli  0  erwearied  in  the  Blormy  Birife, 
And  nae  lo  atnfe  ngain ;  yet  on  mjr  way, 
Oh !  linger  still,  thou  hght  of  better  day 
g-'^V'i'.i^i^  n?ars  of  loneliness,  nnd  you, 
Ye  childhke  thoughts,  the  holy  and  the  trile 
le  that  came  beating,  while  subdued  I  jav 
The  feiih,  the  insight  of  life's  vernal  mora 
Back  on  my  soul,  a  clear  bright  sense  new-bor. 
Now  leave  me  not !  but  as,  profoundly  pure,       ' 

llnThT-?^'"?  '"^^'  "'^1"^^  =  ''^'■''"  '^^'^ 
Unchang'd,  e  en  thus  with  me  your  iourncv  lalie      rsnii 
Wafwig  sweet  airs  of  heaven  liouih  Sow  wot'ld^ 

SABBATH  SONNET. 

Through  England's  primrose  raeado«>-paths,  the  r  way 

Towards  spire  and  tower,  midst  shadowy  elms  ascending 

Whence  the  sweet  ohhnea  proclaim  the  Ll  ow'd  d^y  ■  ^' 

The  halls  from  old  heroic  ages  grey 

Pour  their  fair  children  forth ;  and  Camlet?  low. 

With  those  thick  orchard-blooms  the  soft  wind4  play 

S«,d  out  their  mmales  m  a  happy  flow,  "^   '^■ 

With  them  those  pathways,— to  the  feverish  bed 
Of  sickness  bound  j  yet.  oh,  my  God  !  I  bles 
"ny  mercy,  that  with  Sabbath  peace  bath  fill'd 
My  chasteti'd  heart  and  all  its  !hrobbini  s^U'd 
To  one  deep  calm  of  lowUest  thankfuln^ 


CRITICAL  ANNOTATIONS. 
SSV-«d.hpn,a."1™,a;; 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEI^,  533 

She  died  on  the  night  of  Stilurday.  the  leih  of  Uay  1B3S,  al  Dublin. 
BTiii  mel  liHi  tew  wiih  all  Iho  culm  teaienadon  of  &  CbiislitiD,  oon- 

"  VVltliout  dlspuiBemeni  of  Die  1 
thai  In  Mrs.  Hemans  our  timn-le  lilt 

vigor  of  DonDepLiDO    batui  Lhe  power  of  luetaphyBlcally  analysing 

Inched  fregmenis  of  BinKen  Ihoiithc  ^t\n  ili^rumioaletbellnka  which 

cillly;— loCnrollit  B      I     ''        '  -  i  d  to  Mary  Mltfti* 

Inpowerof  IhoogM-l  '  ,,  n.  ncing  ifie  female 

fi™inVsfirBli"nk"  I    I  i  '  I'-'I^iiMknowledge" 

whelUer'ontheUpksrft'ieeist^rn  &  inLc,  i,r'lbH  weslern  Minis' 

allke'at  home  sod  od  Ilia  other  aide  of  lhe  Aikjitlc  who  denUtiite' 
of  her  anlinaUng  eeniuB.  have  mliDlclced  her  themes,  and  parodied 
her  seolinietife  anil  TuhBiiagB  without  being  able  to  roach  hs  h^ght. 
Inherimelrj'  religions  irmh  and  intelleolosl  beaut j- meat  togethet ; 
aDda3saredIyltl8notUiBlesscBlDuU.led  to  refine  the  taste  and  einl! 
ths  Inia^Uon,  becanse  It  addreasea  Itself  aliaoiteicliislTE];  to  the 
beUer  feelings  ofonr  nature  alone.  Over  all  her  plctursE  of  ho- 
lunoity  are  spread  the  giprp  ajid  the  grace  reHacted  ftom  piirltv  of 
morals,  delimcyof  peroeplfOQ  and  eoneeptban,  sublimity  of  lellgloos 
faith,  and  warmth  ef  patriotism ;  and.  turdng  tlnm  lhe  daik  >Lnd  ile- 

nioit  pleaeanlly  rsst.  Her  poeliy  la  Intensely  and  entirely  l^iiil- 
nine— and,  in  our  estimation,  this  Is  the  highest  praise  whleh  cnulil 
Ik  awarded  it^-itce^ldhaveboen  written  by  a  woman  only;  Ibr,  al- 
though in  (he '  Records,'  of  her  aej,  wa  have  the  female  character  de- 

adection ;  orhetoical  self-denial,  and  of  wllheiing  hops  deferred  ;  of 


pendenlly  of  this,  hi 
IS  to  their  rolatiVB  1 
of  lhe  Eoglish  laoei 


lour  of  Death'— 'The  Trumpef— and  'The  Graves  of  a 
d.'  In  these  •  gems  of  purest  ray  serene,'  the  pecnliai  ge- 
rs.  Hemans  breathes,  end  bums,  and  shines  pre-eiii  in  em  ^ 
rte  lay  In  depicting  whatever  lends  lo  beanlify  and  embel- 
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xnil,  nhelbsr  lulslng  frbin  the  VBi1edcltcDinEtB.nci 
maa,  or  finni  (Ih  Mpee»  of  ajOsniBl  nacure.  Wi 
[,  tliia  tbs  wridigs  of  Mn. 


nuoac.' '  Sceptic' '  His- 
Font  Kncmary ;'  snd  i^  iBlIei  compralienilliiE  that  volume  '  The 
Records  of  Woinm,'  '  Thaawne.  and  Hymni  oF  Lift.'  and  all  her 
iUbaequenl  prodoctloiu.  In  hot  eadlor  works,  iIib  IbLlowa  iho  olaB. 
lie  model,  as  contradlningulslied  fhimthe  Romanile.  uid  they  are 
infeiiot  in  ih«i  polish  of  stylo  and  almail  ■orieaiis  richnesa  of  laq- 
luog*.  In  which  heriqaturer  eompqjitlon*  MB  set  His  evident  Ihal 
newBtoiesof  Ihonslilwere  latterly  opened  up  to  her,  in  a  more  ei- 
mu  °^'^°^'"'^°"  "'"''  "h*  llletatnre  of  Spain  and  Germany,  as 
r^neiator— WordBworlli."— Dii/rA,mB(iKAw«i^I'[w^aj,i"''"^j 


and  the  delicate  percep- 

,, ..■r        ,-, ;--:^  -r-  k-~. -nfltteil  fto  hor  stuial  po- 

uon.  Ilia  well;  such  gifti,  In  tholrTOTTeontraJtlolhe  selAalinesi 
Id  tno  evil  with  which  tbey  are  ■nironndsd.  Isfiinn  ua  of  anolhei 
«ld— they  brealho  of  their  home,  which  Is  heaven  ■  the  JolrJlm 
Id  (he  tnsirfred  in  this  llf^  but  flt  us  in  believe  In  thai  whleh  la  to 


Iragljles  of  lift.  Ila 
n  last— the  light  si 


sail  unsuMued-aa  one  chai^'alfc  of  Mm. 'Ham^s^tSj,?^'-  {he 
nch  plelureaqge  was  another.  Highly  atcomplished,  (he  raried 
mores  that  aha  msaesied  were  all  sotaeivien t  to  me  bimmI  sclsn.? 
HIatress  both  of  German  and  Spwitoh,  the  latter  couniry  aDDeara  a 
have  jieeulhirly  capUratod  her  ImBfinaUoD.  At  that  Mrioil  «Ih<.n 
the  ftncy  is  pecuftarly  aHve  to  ImKMHon— wh...,  ,,i^h^r^  ..  ,„ 


.       ^cuftarly  aHve  to  hnonnlon 
«.  thai ily  eagenuH  of  eblldlioodlt  silll  ,„  ju 
s,  of  all  fthera,  Ibe  KmnOyon  which  pnblie  ai 
'ictory  after  victory  carried  (he  BrtHsb  flag  from 


ic  hlalery  of  I' 


Hr^lbyCoOgTC""'' 
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^iir  on  BometDcldenl  sceniLngly  ev^n  opcuMd.  Ihey  had  contrived 
10  InkraH  Iheir  own  associalions.    What  a  Wslory  of  Ihe  heorl  woiiW 


I,  run  tbrgel  Ihe  eiquiaile  flow  of 
■™ii™uiiHtoU.Ji^!uISijjj; 


II  ta  like  llie  finojtordet  of  Italian  singing— pure,  hlsb.  and  sclentlB. 

msWd  so  highly^  happiness  ihall  ihonlrl  have  enjoyed  snheenly. 

M« 'Fletcher.  She  dellghled  In  speaking  of  Mrs.  Hemans ;  she  spoke 
Df  her  with  the  apjHetlalLon  of  ono  fine  mind  comprehending  ano- 
dc^trtbed  her  ommrsalion  as  slngHlarlj-  ftsolnatlns-f""  of  poetry, 
very  felMlon*  in  illuslratlon  by  anecdote,  happy,  loo,  in  quolauon, 
ancC  very  rich  '" 'S''*'*\i 'ii",'J^u[E^'l"*"JJ^",™tl„nedVve?y 
are  onen  ship- 

lellef.'    1  ashed 
8heaald,'Na: 


CETTICAI,  ANNOTATIONa  ON 

TwlerisUia  of  Mrs.  Hemans'  pnelry  which  hivo 


If  Ihls  be 

.7^"™ 

Of 

Tin'" 

ho™  mwh  n™  Iru 

eof.hBoU»rl 

■  "■"'" 

CON,  in 

M^  MimLt  jaagaz 

i'MS 

w^id?3," 

h  reipe 

lr?7l 

iIm  t 

"h?!-"'^  *«  ^i"l.  a 

fh^-^i;? 

■^ 

freely, 

nd  fl>  lenglli,  of^Ae 

hlaloty  of  hot 

ofourp« 

deserve 

mg, 

'"'  '"" 

before  .he  p„u£    fewSlvewm' 

.1  by  Google 


ir,  ftnni  childhood,  ber  1 


U  wM  her  iiBtUM  IntlmMely  to  late  home  la  henelf  »nd  spjiro^aiB 
Miiv  what  was  hlrt-hBUUid,  ImoflimtiVB,  and  refipBil ;— imt  ine 
wrlLromirnoUMhuieeiTmsBMriptoollacllQMcrfMtmouida^^ 
tiiihocoui«irfUiBeT™ihfiil»tiull«".»uffliil™torth8niselv8siojii!- 
Ufy  bia  aaenlDn  ;if  Iwr  poems  (llltB  thw*  "'"YfTSOp^ne  poel)  <M 
nnl  conBln  ■  iBU  hotter  reMml  oFlhe  progiMi  of  her  mind.  Her  know 
ledge  Qf  elawie  lUBrauiro  may  be  diBBnclly  meed  ".*"'  ™l"; Vr,,i: 
•  Modem  Greece,'  »nd  a.  hondred  lator  Ijilee  baaed  upon  vvlw-l  Bui 
wer  no  happily  caU>  ■  the  Graieflil  Suponfilloii.  Her  ilUiLy  aoo  ao- 
mlmlioB  or  Ihe  work,  of  aMienl  Orwk  and  Ronum  art.  sirenelhened 
laio  an-abldlng  lore  of  Ihe  beaoUftil,  w"~^  h^.ths.  n'.Ln 
iimeht  aadui  the alnieluie  nf  ovoiy  I — - —  --- 
F  of  onr  poeu  more  ftulUoasly  innsi«»i  In  Ihelr  ve 


"  Bat,  Uutuli  liOT  mlD 

with  the  noeBuil  and  hJ ._- „,>.i..i.  ^-Mmeii 

pH  mOoii  and  detidedir  merited  cJiaracterofllaown,  wniui  qoiotbu 
aJI  her  oSdiicflonj-a  ^aiacler  wbioh,  though  any  Ihlng  but  feeble 
or  sealtoenlal  waj  esaenaally  fenUniDe.    Ao  eloquent  iDodem  tmUc 

STand"!!™  ilim™a'B  at^'^^^^  ',^°SJiticm  -Clolilda,' 
'the  lidy  of  Provence,'  «iil  the  ■  S*"^"  Wlfe-'Jo-Tl'^^y.^J 
srosMi  alloy  of  mean  amiHiion.  Her  rellgloii,  loo,  J>  OMeMlall^ 
womaalv.  fervent,  clluelni  »  lebef,  and,  ■hoping™,  hopinf^  evei,  . 
™rtle  of  lbs  pecullaTtSils  appointed  to  her  sei,  so  exqiua.Bly  do- 
BCribB  In  tlie  '  Evenii^  Prayer  In  a  Girl's  School ; 


li  WM  the  vavl  of  het  vrotki.  the  manner  In  which  BhB 
It  her  eoiitEjiUons  was  equally  '"^"'?,'^,^''^^*"'^jj^ 


Jl 


by  Google 
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Blion  of  the  Wi 
from  memory. 

poecna  wlU  li^  fo^ind  ^n  Lord  Rjmn'^s  letlen ;  and  Ihfl  fame  of  her  op- 
eulne  talent  hail  reached  Shelley,  who  addFeased  a  very  singular 

name  b^sn  lb  lie  known  by  the  pubUcaUon  of  her  'miah  Melo- 
dies." her '  Blege  of  ValenciB.'  and  (he  Bcauered  lyrics  whleh  apneated 
la  Ihe  New  MonlhlyUagazlne.ihen  under  the  dlneUon  ofC^iinp- 


llule  eieepOon,  are  the  only  apeclmenB  of  that  eWIe  of  writing  ever 
atiaiBnted  by  Im.  To  the '^ge  irf' Valcnda,'  iiiccedBd  rapidly 
her  'Forest  auioraarr,'  her'  Bscorda  of  Woman,'  (the  moil  mccessfhl 
of  her  woAs,)  her '  Sonp  oT  the  Aflbctleiu,'  (nontsinijii,  perhaps, 
her  £«il  poem, '  T]ie  Snilfi  Retnm,')  her'NaUonal  Lyrics  sod 
Songa  f«  Mi|^ic,'(mo8t  of  which  bATti  been  set  toiunslc  by  her  sis- 
ter, and  become  popular,)  and  her  '  Scenes  and  Hymns  of  ure.'    A 


■ue  task  10  enlarge  the  sphere 


Hymns."  you  Kill  see  what!  mean  by  enlarging  lis  sphert 
my  ^an  aa  yel  Is  very  imperfectly  developed.' 
*'  Betidea  the  works  hen  enumerated,  we  should  m 


Is  very  imperfecUy  de 
gedy. '  ttio  Teapen  of  P^einia.'  whli^  though  wnlaMng  many  Ane 


ttuwilfali  and  nugnltlcant  bunli  of  poely,  wu  hardly  flited  f<nr 

— get  and  the  Bools  wUEh  she  contilbuted  Id  ColDotd  Hodges" 

ignlar  Melodies  f  and  ws  cannot  bnt  once  more  s^l  the  atten 

ontmulers  la  her  last  lyric, 'SespoiHlenoy  and  A3|>lrailon,'  | 


C003IC 
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'■  As  Ihla,  ttiEKifore,  will  be  the  lasl  time  Ihalwe  shall  review gny 
iirodueilons  of  Mre.  Hemans,  we  may  bs  pBrmiued  lo  recsll,  wllh  a 
meliuichnly  jileasure,  Ihe  adiultallon  soil  dEJiglil  wilh  whluh  we  hava 
followed  the  pniBTOss  of  her  genlos.  The  feelings  with  whMh  her 
WMks  ate  now  E«''«™W^';^|J"I^^*;  ^^  wSlot*''*M  In"  ™^n«!il 
Wilhoiit  repealhig  whst  we  have  already  aiud,  we  shall  now  en- 

thai  moral  cullure  In  which  alone  such  wiitiiigs  can  eiUl, 
"  Mrs.  Hemans  may  he  eonsldered  as  the  repreaenlatlve  of  a  new 

vajice,  and  espeiAiJIy  the  moral  pregress,  of  mankind.  It  Is  only 
whep  man.  under  the  influence  of  true  leligiun,  feels  himself  con- 
necled  wllh  whatever  Is  InAnile,  thai  his  Mictions  and  powers  are 
fully  developed.    The  poetry  of  an  immortal  being  must  be  of  a 

10  Ibem  no  ohjecl  of  sober  belief;  and,  had  II  been  so.  was  uiiipled 

l^trlbutes,  derived  ftum  the  baser  parts  of  our  nature,  were  'humiin 

C^— a  iihllosopher— speaks  of  'ihe  elegant  mythidcuy  of  Uie  Greeks.- 
The  neat  fountains  of  tiieir  popular  and  pnellcal  mythology  wcro 
Humer  and  Hesiod.  Hesiod  doei  not  surpauHomar  Id  Iba  agreeable 
or  moral  character  of  tala  ficiions.  and,  u  legards  the  elegance  of  Ihe 
nivlholoEv  fonnd  hi  the  great  epic  poet,  a  slntf  e  paiuga,  If  we  bnd 
no  uiheriueaDS  of  judging,  might  aactle  UteqnesUoD,  headdress  of 
Jupiter  tu  Juno  at  the  commenceDWiii  of  ilte  n^eenih  Boot  of  ih« 


Hui  UioQ  tmgauai  haw  I  bivv  tiia*  him 


Ho™i  by  Google 
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Tone  Joveni  memoranl,  dlffusuni  neclare,  cufas 
Seposulsse  gtftves,  vacuaqiis  nplaose  remlssns 

"Pmm  Ihc  pasaagB  lefetfed  In,  we  ."'*r^''^g^|^™„*"|J|'|^^a 

nnbleV'  ni"lerwl''of 'p™i'ry^lhe"phiTo50phera  were  very  fai  in^  sd- 
^^e^l^'^^ffS"  be  cemaiet  Thfy  have  otBred  J^^J'}^^! 

t^^S^^lT^X^&TS;,ri^:rr^i^^mfJ.l U».  he  i. 
Silly  doinf  vbM  wan  done  ty  Ibe  lirai  anil  grealesl  of  Ihe  godB.  A 
mile  after  he  euljJDln..  •  Tbe  '='>?^'"1^  "f  J''g^>^™'j|'™',IJjpl^'J'o 

&^d\t^  f&sV^;.  S''.r„.'J?;^^^^^^ 

he^k«  TheUi  wmpU  of  having  beea  do.eLved  by  ApoUo. 
■WbBB  any  a«e  tbiB  apeafca  nf  Ihe  gods  we  aie  ;2^1S"ant  we  gnml 
no  penamloi.  for  anoli  wriUngs.  not  ahall  wa  suUer  leacnera  lo  use 


:£;i,„, 


,hets"MO«rDliiB  Ihe  «ll(loue  and  m""' i^baraclet  of  iha  poelsof 
™MlLon:»ndhetemark»lnaddUton  mion  the  ^'^^^J^^'°„ 
uefiil,  tul  adapted  ffl  pnrdace  unmaoly  feats,  and  Uieiefoie  nol  « 


kii  adapted  It 

'VSi'.oI^'Sll™.  LlO-  if.  PP-  &""'■ 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.  ** 

hrichlneM  haJ  snread  over  IhB  puslic  Ideal  of  Ihe  f"""**^?',,. 

w'^c'h'wo  iMiy  loot:  forward.    The  herons  of  ELssiuiii  found  IJielr 
dellghtin  Ihe  mesner  pleasures  of  Ihis  Ufc.~ 
'  QuB  gmila  eurriim 

P^einq™s,iaite'ni  s'eSuimr  tellure  repislos. 

Conspicil,  etce,  alios  deilrS  '^''^J^|,„*'?5 

eshai^toss'Soma'io'hBS  Iweo  lal4  open  w  llie  iioeB  of  lalei  "J"^|-|^'J 
iLngle  e.an.|)le  "*L"^''^''g^|^",''^'Sl?„  (/  OHiDipB '- 


"  The  whole  tnia  «t  si"""™  »»*  "'™''" '"  ?^  "^""^  n  "^  " 
ehareWit  whollylinkiioivn  lo  Ibe  clasjlc  days  of  Greecs  '"^^^^^ij^j 

Vol.  n,— 16 

'  h  A'.oot^lc 
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b'  ^  '*["*  "'^'  influences  bii^m'^' 

umw  luu  H  Deeply  Imprest 
aliHIyliii  ibe  hlslorv  of  bums 
lAinlihBooieoroufnHHilmi 


I*  It  u       \  L  ^"  "uuifiB*  m  loe  niitory  of 


?rt^™&"™"  ""'  ■""  l™-  t^lnrreund  then,  fM  m^v 
ftvoraWs  B.  lo  render  It  inefifectnel  w  prod™  S  ™S  ,i™  nl™" 
be  dQuMef  whether  Ihtir  power  of  Bli^ne  vivid  nti.,...rlir'^i 

l&>ZL'!;t?  ^!"  "''«"^™«  W  been  «llially  Zde  e"  n™r 
II  IB  based  nn,.?^. .!'!!>"'*  "?*.  " '™°  "^  8™*'  ™rlt  of  Milioo 
and  1.^  2^    r  H*^    J"  '^mrUinlogy  more  aubllme  tfasn  Ihe  Paaan 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS 


irue  religion  cunducl!  ua 


rroni  Ibt  Iwlghl  to 


sili't'^u'^tSSiWJS.'Si'.S'.'^r'^ 
I'm™  ^'"^^^r^' i^.'^^ffii 

Thnjajh  bri^bt  «l/-iiflWnnff.  w™"!.  child-m.,  lOM, 


Haplas,  vln«  liquea.  et 


philosophy.    If  ihLs  life 


JnJ"nrr"lmMV"i^^  i»ftuM«  of  imly  ™il(lou,  conMpilons, 


MOCBLLANEOUa  I'OEMS. 


"°™ 

^^"^Hij'tiisi'S"?""' 

,s-r.-.i=i..».i„.. 

■«•&";&'=!■■■■" 

-■ 

"  mth  to,  mj'v  ^  -^^^f '"",  '^^t 

thedL-gulKVi 

^ll 

inleWBled.  ^        ^^^^^  j^i^^  ^^^^  ^  arowlh  nf  wnliuienH  »nd 

fslLow-msnhaveacilu'"''™  ""^^    °5,[igl„  ^n  iuauliileil  beinB- 
lu  other  Umes,  ""f^L ?„  „hi^ii,  now  bIpbsi  bIi  oor  joys  or  boitowi 

oTthe  mutual  »tattoi»  ?LS"^^r"a  Jthal  to  l™ly  """="'  >" 


C'.oot^lc 


0  Ikr  US  be  bfls  regarded  h«r  as  a  aplrituat  and  Jmmoflal  boluf 

'Fhepoen'y  of  Lh«  ancients  ^ht  eipresuBaiif  9«DUraeats  to- 
Ihe  female  gei  Is,  with  rare  aiceptiom,  of  Ihe  iraraeil  kind, 
il,  coarse,  indrcen  I,  brutal.  Wb  cwipli*oiitonlyafcwp«g- 
frnm  the  inius,  wbicb  shadow  thrlh  any  tbing  like  real  afies 
The  same  character  has  cantiniieit  la  elnw  to  moch  of  obi 
n  poetry,  renderii^  It  at  onco  pernicious  and  diBf[astLDK.    but 

lol  inSuence  tu  raise  th«  eturaeter  of  soeiely.    Where  11  has 

an  object  only  of  lensual  puslon,  courted,  wroneed,  and  In 
.  .._,  .L ...  t ._  _..j  ....  .igicflgn  of  ite  evil  has 


■pread  iUeif  every  nheie.    It  wanld  oe  difficult,  in  ai 

ofswiely  at  Athaus,  than  that  of  which  ArUloUe  alliirili  us  a  elimpse 
In  a  short  passage  at  his  '  Art  oT  Poetry/  where  he  remarks  with 
Ills  usual  brevity  and  dryoeia,  that  ''the  maauen  (character)  of  a 
woman  or  slave  may  be  good;  thon^  In  general  perhaps,  womea 
are  rather  bad  iliao  good,  and  slaves  aitogeilier  bai'*  Where  wo- 
mea ate  thus  esUmated,  Ihe  domesUc  charities,  ^lur  best  ecbool  of 


landtbedesl 

(^  such  auction  Is  not  to  be  egdmated  by  the  number  of  victims  la 
thai  custom,  bul  by  the  foctof  lis  being  jeneialiy  viewed  with  hor- 
racler  of  the  eider  Celo,  that  he  recornniended  Ibal  worn-oul  and 
iDbuman,  which  showed  that  man  had  iDsl  even  tlie  feeilogg  of  the 


Coin^lL 


iffined  republic  The 
.  «f' rereS™.  which  1 
lAntbrapyi  Seme  sm 

In  feu  beloir  him.  be 


MISOELLAKEOUH  POEMa. 
f/ai  constajitly  ffolbg  oo,  and  was 


3  she  'had  no'  dejlroT^^  hei  femala  in 

llniiiisW ;  but  it  ii  IhB  glow  of  modem  feelini  only  which  poi 
llsbeuitiy  over  the  Ibllowuig  lines,  lo  which  Dolbini  paral''  -- 
round  in  the  posn  of  One»  or  Boms,  though  Mrs.  Bemsa 
Dhlzai  the  ETytium  of  their  Imsi^in;. 

Too  nto^iks  ■dU,  c«  bsaudrVij'.  loD  dear, 

^m  hum  DB  hHOh  ETHn  laiul ! 
Aed  ^1  tba  l«Tf  I?  Unoihu  tiKldreenii  ottkoawn. 


"Thus  religion,  h] 

bsB  called  forth  ease 
put  fl>rlh  only  n  ic 
poetry  are  colored 
«trei«lh.    Moia!  q 

rally  to  impulse  «■• 


id  nasBlon,  or  depend.'  like  the  inconalslenthoaS 
or  the  pride  of  the  Ruinsn.  on  what  he  "liougW 


id  jmrllyfroni  selfish reganl!.! 


Jls^sS^  sli  IB  oompilcalod  tatlely  of  ftellngs.  Then  arfteUons, 
mM^o^u?^t'"AitiiSiamB,^Se^onko^U™loMlhOT 
their  Invisible  chAu;  and  the  feeUng  with  which  they  thrill  lu 
love  of  our  youlh^l  tvime  iBBy  seem  la  ns  an  nnlversiU  lenllnient, 
likely  to  anpesr  in  the  poelry  of  nil  times ;  yet  how  Utile  refiirenco 
lo  II  do  we  find  In  any  poetry  before  our  own  nge,  and  especially  how 


slruQ^e  lonuilaiuni 

of  iBngaage,  wbicb,  ei 

prCBenu  BO  Imperfect , ^ 

BDd  iliBdea  nf  cbsIHCtsr,  and  the  iDodea 
The  itudy  of  hiunaii  nslnw  hu  Ihiu  be 
. ■--' -joiplBiltsr.    Manyfiui 


lbs  diabrenl  qiuliHek 
unUnatioiii  oTlbglliiR. 
a  sdflnw  of  tu  more 

LClsr  mnr  Bitpeu',  llul 

Lnju  to  no  period  In  ibe  proGreu  of  tbo  bamon  race,  preoedln^  tbiil 
wUeb  wa  bnve  anlveil.  To  the  eye  of  the  pool,  mui  preienta 
uulf  in  new  BBpeclj  of  sirenglta  ajid  treakneu  in  iDDllUbiin  roln- 
ni  to  LhB  Snlle  and  the  infinite,  and  with  nil  Iha  vutsty  of  lentl- 
lOlB  mnLtInK  tVom  tlie  cbu^a  Jn  bla  protpeeti  and  hopes.  He  ia 
,^  .^  , rh^_  t-,^ —  ..^ 1  j..^..  .,  ....  iiijhert  interesls  con- 


is  pnly'^ 


hish  pi»e(ry.    When 
wfib  (tuH^bt  and  in 


"The  ictognltlon  of  the  blgher 


whieh  it  Juia  pecuiinr  pnw 
uiplions  of  bnman  itafSa 

bito  dlnet  or  indliBcT  eontmt  vith 'mao's  oslun  a 
LmmoTIal  being,  or  li  lepresented  m  calling  Into  ok 
■oei  irhlDh  can  ailii  In  lueb  a  being  alone.  There 
the  mere  lunentaliODB  of  an  Individual  oyer  bia  owi 
or  oier  Itie  condllion  of  a  race  lo  nhicb  be  ftels  l( 
10  belong.  There  Is  nolblog  th&I  eidles  any  Mm 
fteiinf  in  such  lersea  ai  (he  fbllaniog  lioai  an  aadt 


ons  or  niB.n  baa  given  a  char 
rly  Eogllab  poelry,  tbrougl 
heart.    Bipreislon!       ■ 
If  depressing  us  nit 


and  des- 
ibrcHight 


=?SS^ 
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teel  Ihsi  .LfKCls  m  any  (ralefiil 
man  regards  (be  irieunna  gf  Ibii 

gelher  luiWTlicial  and  Iriffing.    L 


"m  modani  poet  would,  or  tather  could,  conslruol  verses  after 

"11  is  111  repreBentallons  of  Iha  Irlumph  of  oat  immcrMl  naloro 
over  IhBillBirfBioMBllty,  of  the  patience  wiih  which  they  ore  komc, 
of  Ihe  power  by  which  *8y  are  OBetcoDie— In  one  word,  of  Ihe  mml 
qualilles  which  anfibrlng  alone  Mngs  Into  action,  mil  to  thoM  louthss 
others  aspedall;  Ihe  hmocBni  and  helpless,  Ihal  the  sonrcea  of  the 
hluhest  palhos  are  lo  he  found.  All  Ihal  I.  morally  """"mefF"'!?' 
npVaid  Eiin.  OUT  Hnnr  MaU ;  snd  then,  only  when  man  tbefs  Iho 
nobleness  of  bis  nature.  Present  the  ealanilty  nakedly  to  ont  view, 
ind  lis  contempUtionli merely  dislreaelng:  i^ureU  in  connection 
with  some  efibrl  of  ylrluB,  and  a  glory  Is  sprsiid  o™  J^^^J^^^^^J^" 
toSw^ucfloSl."a"yo™?^ffic6rfuTof  the  ttoigh"  of  his 
home  and  tho  uenei  of  his  eafllBTveare,  la  represented  as  surpiised 
and  maijacted  byhle  enemies.  The  slniiile  narrative  of  'n^h  a 
dealb  naturally  eicltes  palnflil  emolion,  but  this  einollon  is  s"'^"""? 
oietbomo,  as  bnl  to  give  additional  strength  to  the  eiallallon  of  feel- 
ing prodneed  by  the  eoncludlng  verses; 


I  Wilh  wiin  Jirai  nuntail  1MB  «=ure. 


t:,G00glc 
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! 

"We  may  compare  Uie  poem  jiistquoied,  wriha    pasa 

pmiad  as  very  palhelic,  in  the  apisode  of  Nisus  and  EuryS 
5jisiis  perceives  Ihal  Eurjalns  has  &ll«n  iulo  [lie  haa-ia  n 

.  whe« 
hi^fw" 

sndlijustabuuitobe  slain. 

N™  pDTUil;  collim  W  a  sonHio  •ill.cl  in.^-. 

"  Hnwevet  cnnsplonoua  anch  a  paaiaga  may  be  in  an  nnc 
II  would  nol,  we  beUoTO,  be  regarded  wilh  great  adiuim 

Sffl      i 

■"  "  In  ™e  of  Miss  EJgewoOh'a  IKIle  sl«i«<  for  ehUdren,  w 

far  iBUer  worlh  reading  ttuui  mosl  liooks  for  grown  people, 

iha  says 

of  the  CDUage  of  some  poor  woman,  thai  i(  mo*  as  tleait 

umU  iMti  it.    There  is  a  pathos  In  Ihese  few  wo^d^  not  n 

net  writings,  but  such  as  we  can  find  In  but  a  scanty  numb 

rufwri- 

that  the 

reslrsJned  emotion.    In  but  llKle  of  the  pooV  M^  time 

W£ 

aoy  irace  of  quiclmeu  or  delicncy  oT  percepOon  In  regard  to  the             II 

a  himself 

had  not  beeoDte  sufficiently  refined  for  the  eiercHe  of  .uch 

observa- 

tion.    Plato  objects  to  Homer  and  the  tn^ie  poets  ofGre 

eee,  Ihal              i 

hen  suf-              ] 

beaUng  their  breasts.    Bo  liir  as  they  did  so,  fiiere  was  nol 

ows,  and 

liog  pa-              ' 

IheiicJn  their  writings.    Who  indeed,  in  modern  liotes. 

able  to  imagine  himself  affeeled  by  the  sonoim  of  Achilles  fOi  the              N 

death  of  Palroclua,  or  those  of  W»  moUier,  Thetis,  In  cona 

"  From  the  want  of  senUment  and  of  oiorai  assoelaUons. 

the  de-              ! 

scriplive  language  of  the  ontlenl  poets  is,  loBeneralMcantr 
It  ii  Kit  the  most  part  drawn  immediately  from  the  peree 

nod  poor. 

ition-s  or-             1 

the  senses,  and  has  llllle  to  do  with  the  invisible  feellniis  an 

of  which  outward  Ihiogs  became  the  symbols  to  a  reAecU 

g"u^d: 

ft  rarely  gives  them  a  moral  hoingi  lu  epithets  are  selrtoin 

lo:igina- 

live:  ll  painls  to  the  eye;  it  calls  up  reeoileciions  of  bmlily 

l^easure ;  but  il  does  nut  often  address  the  heart. 

"  Hoiaee  bepn!  one  of  his  odes  thus  :— 

"  The  ei^lhets  tsAJIt  mountain,  dri^  snow,  tjtsr*  frost, 

ii  the  epithet  laSoraw  much  more  poetical ;  yet  the  pass 
striking  of  its  kind  aTmost  thai  may  le  found  hi  Latin  poe 

T  The        ; 

lines  are  thus  rendered  by  Dryden.                                 "^ 

■  'Sfj^^pAlts^ir;^.,, , 

5frHSSis"^ 

fcoumU'il  .na  or>mfd  w  »lid  i™.„j.> 

Wa'!S^Tj°l?if<l'"'a"''b  "''''"'''' '^''  "T'  '"=1"^''^  """'■  = 
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■crlblne  il9  beauties;  and  a jjoel  of  llvellu  oeneinioiia  weuld  hudW 

.    have  changed  lti«  name  of  Solacle  fbr  Uie  (Ual  gsDenlliallon,  '  yon 

mouniun ;'  yei  ■omeihlne  of  the  dUKreucs  wblch  we  wish  lo  palm 

out  belw«ep  andenl  and  modeni  poetry,  la  henpeFceptible'    Let  ua 

acler  <a  thai  of  lalar  ttmM.    We  will  ;1ts  the  Iwglniiln;  of  the  vei- 


AdJ  ■rrep'd  ilifl  lOMfia  am  whtnln  I  rvti 


wind  by  which  II  Is  contemplated.  Tbelniellectualllghllhat  shinei 
upon  It  gives.lt  lis  cDlon.  De&cient  as  the  ancient  poets  were  In  an 
many  louicoa  of  thongbt  and  fueling  that  eiist  hi  Dodem  Iltu«,  Ihay 
discover  as  impetlbct  s  sensiUlilylo  most  of  lbs  othet  pleaaiues  of 
arelined  lasle,  as  lo  those  deilvedftaintbeoliJeBtl  of  nature.  There 
la  lo  be  found,  for  iostancei  in  their  worku,  snioely  &  tinjfle  ptesage, 
perhaps  net  one  in  which  the  power  of  music,  u  blendliigln  Inll- 

slrong  cipiession;  yet  wtiata  treuury  of  glowing  images  and  aol 
einn  thoi^hN  this  snbjeiithsiiqieiied  to  modern  poets.    We  need  aol 


"ThronghoarsltoiiBayinpBtl^  with  DDT  fisilow  men.  we  are  deeply 
inleresledlii  the  remains  tt  anllqnilv.  in  the  ruins  that  recall  it  lu 
our  thoughia,  and  In  the  hlstorlei  which  have  cone  dovL>n  to  ua,  ur 

lug  and  aollenlng,  dlling  Dp  the  rude  outline,  and  coloring  and  eiii- 

ceplion  of  Ibe  virtues  and  enellences  of  which  aiHU  la  capaijle,  so 
man.  as  such,  beconiea  more  en  object  of  oar  regard.  In  looking 
back  Ihtough  the  obacurity  of  tluH,  Ihe  depravity  tlial  would  have 
sharked  us,  if  forced  upon  oar  abaervatlon,  is  partially  lost  In  the 

The  dead  of  put  ages  are  reguded  with  someihlng  of  the  lanie  ten- 
derness that  we  CbeL  toward  the  dead  whom  we  have  known.  At 
least  weeonaentlbralline  (asacriflea  our pblloaopby  loan  llluslnn, 
and  Instead  of  the  Rlcbnrd  Oieur-de-Llon  of  bisiory,  whose  only 
marked  eharacleristici  were  bodily  strength  and  tatulal  hardihood, 
with  those  few  gleams  of  goodness  whici  nothlne  but  the  grossest 


.Coot^lc 


mast  readlLf  nttracled  by  whu  la  mosl  eiceJIent  !o  iimn.  WhlJs 
rtBwli^  a  be&iiliriil  IraM  of  cnimtry  wilh  which  we  me  mil  thmLLiBr, 
weeuihatdly  tetnin  JVom  IdeatlzLng  Luanppaied  liihHWmnu,  and 
EIvIde  Ibam  somswhat  of  a  poetical  ohuuctor,  or,  in  nlher  words,  a 
chancEBT  agresafale  a  on  bail  IbslLaga.  Solt  IslDcmtlnf  our  tia« 
over  post  BeBa.  Our  lympathiBa  an  eiclted  tbr  tha  liopea  nod  feBira, 
aDdtbe  rlrtoea,  auchaalhe;  weia,  of  tbuao  who  have  luaL  all  powei 
lo  iojuie ;  ud  we  may  even  raatalon  dim  Imaesi  of  what  Ihcy  now 
are,  as  eidallng  soiaewhaie  In  IheerealJOD  of  God,  dlrBsled,  perhaps, 
of  the  evil  IhatoludgcattaeiD  onearlh.  The  Idea  of  Ihatianrst  pu- 
ilSoaUoa  aad  devalopioeot,  whieb,  we  beliefo,  ia  contiaually  ei>iafl 
on  la  iha  unlvarde,  may  Ihua  mingla  wlih  the  eonlemplailiin  of  ihe 
paaL  II  i>  la  Iraasfhirli^  oa  lato  a  world  In  which  gntunil  inaelna- 
lions  are  bieoded  wlui  trulb.and  theharahuest  of  preMnlreslilr  is 
ahat  out,  tliat  the  poatio  interest  of  anUqaity  prlncipaliy  eonslsLs. 

"Orthii,  modern  pnetiy  and  fiction  haie  abundantly  av^ledlheiu- 
aetves.    But  though  a  snadowy  anHqnicy  lay  aa  a  backtrounit  to 

the  remoter  ^es  were  iitlle  nun  IbaD  a  dBserl  abuundlDE  with 
monatroua  fictions,  with  ilceatlona  and  anvage  dlrlnitiea,  liaif-liralal 

deoilgeds,  and  hemea,  and  chleft  baldly  h ' ^^.-.— - 

deeds  and  auffarln^  ptesent  oolbliv  to  le . 
aenae  of  beanly.  In  the  period  fi)l|owlnf,  hi 
an  ail  of  truth,  and  men  appeared  on  the  tOgt 
passloni,  and  Tlnues.    Bulla  looking  baefe  up 


conception  of  antiquity  is  to  be  found 
1  of  her  'Cathedral  Hymn.'— 


IB  all,  there  is  nothing  so  morally  ennobling,  bo  adapted  lo 
characlerof  a  peo|rte,  as  Iha  veraes  by  which  she  has  con 

jesldeihe  advantages  aJfi/rdeil  to  a  modern  poet  by  ibe^re- 


.ibi.CA")og(c 
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from  long  ciperknce,  Bud  wide  obiervalicm,  and  iiiulLLplled  opportu- 
]iUi«a  or  eonijAriaDB.  Ha  may^  like  SeaLLiey,  conalruct  poenis,  as 
wild  and  nanilrous,  and  an  inorally  batDilflil  u  'TliBlHbH,'  or  us 
rich  Hilh  bsrbulc  tplendor  an  'The  Caae  of  Kehanu.'  (ram  Ihe 
rude  mareruLls  Df  AratilHii  flcUon  or  Uiodoo  mythoLDgy.    Tbe  uvl- 

lUGceedlDg  ages,  been  BccumulBUnt  in  Aunlali  him  vlib  ihniighis. 
illusmiiads.  snd  iniages.    Our  coDeepUom  an  entargBil,  our  views 

ally  opening  In  Ihe  view  of  man,  and  linairledge  unjbldliig  her  evat- 
lenglhenlDgscrolliorwhiclillieiuicleiils  had  leaneiy  read  Ihe  linl 
linen,    Ii  was  a  dream,  ridiculed  by  Plato,*  or  Ihe  eilraTaranI  ud- 

■■  In  the  nniure  of  things  utis  proEreulve;  Ila  theory  and  praclLce 
are  fraduqJIy  belter  updersUhid,  errors  are  discovered  and  corrected, 

pti!u:iploa,  piirpoaeo,  and  meana  o 
more  jusily  than  they  were  in  fom 
"BmliinaybeBaid.lhalin  perfection  of  languajB,  at  lea»[,  the 

douhlcd,  however,  whether  «b  are^uallSed ""S^™"!™  llii"  ju.lg- 

raadily  allalned  in  some  ef  the  principal  languages  of  literary  Eu- 
rope. Bui  if  we  speak  of  poelioai  beaoly  of  eiprasaloa  and  baiuuiny 
of  thought,  we  must  recollect,  IhatlG  Isnecassary  to  be  acqiialnlcd 
Willi  Ihe  train  of  shadowy  aasudaeoni  whioh  follow  Iho  direci 
meaning  of  a  psellcal  word,  before  weesn  determine  that  word  to  be 
well  chosen.  Bui  sncb  acquaintance  implies  an  intimate  knowledge 
of  the  use  of  langnaga  and  of  the  state  of  mind  In  t]iose  addressed. 


easily  limken  up,  or  lo  a  sandy  plain.    According  to  either  of  Ihesu 
uses.  It  is  (u>pitrenlls  an  epithet  unsuitable  frfflnlta  OMOciatlons  to  be 

ling  Dfa  body  of  horse.    As  tespecH,  likewise,  the  alHlhel  jnnJnipe- 

hi  VIrgU,  than  Its  eiiuivaleni, 


A'.oot^lc 
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Why  is  Ihe  word  traheret  used,  whicli^  aa  eiiipEin'eit  elsewhen. 
would  iiopky  th«  taiitnE  Kway  of  Helen  ogaLast  her  will  ?  Does  it  n' 
teilaoBB  yenion  of  me  ilorf  BcconUng  to  which  Puis  dlil  bear  lier 
■mybyfiKcel  Waie  tUa  the  cbmb,  one  would  nntiintllyoipeci. 
cnuidenaff  Ihe  nproachfol  and  denondatofy  cbaiBctcr  of  the  ode, 
laBndlhuldflalsoaelitDatmDiBdlBtliiaay,  b  II  inleiided  loeipreu 
lbs  (elUGUDM  with  which,  Ihootb  yielding  lo  her  love  Rjr  Farli,  she 
leftberhnsbuidaiidhGr hornet  ^hla concepcloa i> Ina relined  fi-T as 
aaclent  poeE  bl  Dost  M  Its  lwh«  mede  appuniit  by  BO  lljihi  a  touch,  If 
Indeed  we  viBy  RinKHe  it  lo  have  entered  hli  miad.  Wuh  traheret 
then  intended,  by  lU  Buodatlana  with  an  act  of  iiuleoc<t.  to  deiinlp 
the  Hsldlty  and  ttei  of  the  flight  of  Furisl  Or  wasii  merely  em 
ployed  aiiaieila,  to  uie  a  technical  teno.  only  with  nlHrencc  utn 
part  of  1(5  Blgnincalion,  as  words  ate  not  nnfteqnontly  uiiHl  Iflpoeliy, 

Even  In  oar  own  leneuo^  Lhis  is  ^te  case.    Shj^peare  myi. — 

Here  John^n  underebLnds  him  as  presentlag  the  ludicrous  cnn- 
eeption  of' the  ministers  of  vei^eance  peeping  thnrngli  a  blanliet'' 
anil  Coleridge,  as  we  >e«  by  hi!  TaUt-Tslli,  emijeotuiod  (hit  Instead 
of  blanket,' '  blank  helghr  wu  perhaps  wiiiien  by  Shakspeare.  But 


It  the  l^his  of  heaven ;  and  U 1^^  on^ticsl  to  ipeak  of  the 


Dt  the  inlnlnera  of  vcMeance. 

,  .._.. -lonpoetiesl  to  ipeak  of  ihr 

paepiwthromholon^  ^TOhthe  word 'Mankei. 
deoot  Dg  a  thick  covering  of  darknese  which  oIos^t  eflwrat>A  the 
1  ghls  of  heaven,  and  11  suils  well  to  its  place.  But  one  asaaciations 
nllh  the  word  are  accidental,  ttiera  la  notUng  intrinsically  mnn 


le  woidd  oyecl 

I  of  light.'  The  fortonee  of  the  wonls  only  b 
hul,  In  nil  probabilUy,  since  the  time  of  Shi 
I  use  of  this  word,  and  the  corresponding  u^ 


If  BQch  be  the  character  of  poetical  language,  It  Is 

lear  that  la 

Jndge  With  ciitieal  aceuracy  of  that  of  a  diattml  age  or 

eigu  land,  reqohes  uncDnimoIi  biowledge  and  discrmiinn 

enKlvated  and  elegant  habits  of  mind,  have  very  rarely 

felicity  of  expression  in  their  BTiUngs  Is  to  be  jndwd 

ii.  than  by 

very  liable  in  this  particular  lo  be,  biassed  by  prepossess 

nand^a" 

which  we  faney  that  we  find. 

"  There  is  perhaps  no  poet,  in  whose  p-oductions  the 

later  Umes  over  that  which  has  preeeded,  appear  mo™  sir 

le  poaly  of 

hi  those  of  Mrs.  Hemana.    When,  after  reading  such  w 

^^as  she 

poeti^'llke  lliat  of  Chalmers,  we  caanot  bul  ^^°ei.o  IhS 

the  greater 

.1  by  Google 
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port  of  it  appears  more  warlhLeaa  niid  diata^tefaL  than  before- 

mimla,  of  individnalB  without  aav  CDDuptloti  of  poetry  as  Ih 

title  to  ^  naiDB  Dfptwt,bi]tlt:mnliaTiii£  nit  lolo  metre  tlioi 
mean  foi  pioH.    Bach  wrifliti  ai  tta«e  U  lUtB.  Hemans  a 


j«  of  the  advant .._ 

ImpHtant  loeaira  of  ita  ntrther  purldcatLon  and  progres 


■^From  lAe  Christl 


fonh  from  their  m 
•     nlhouai 

ifthelnvlsibLe  opeiatiai^ort&Spiri  ofrod 


ids  of  other  minda,  sre  the  r  i 
kprovlng  h" 


tax  purpose  has  tKcn  sttaioed  by  It ;  and.  wheu  dei>aned  ttrm      ha> 
only  been  to  n  smt^l  extent,  and  that  foi  the  puipose  of  giviag  o  each 
ToluraB  a  greatar  degree  of  vaiiety' 
la  a  vaj  Eciienl  pohit  of  Tlair,  the  Intellectnal  csreer  of  Mn  Hs 

eiai,— the  flnt  of  which  ma;  be  temed  Uie  dauicul,  and  Eompre 
henda  lhepToih]cttoBBaflieipen,fhini  "  the  BestotaUon  ofthenoite 
of  Aji  10  Italr  "  and  "  Modem  Gieeoe,"  donn  to  tho  "  Hblotlc  Scenes 
and  the  "  TnuulaUooa  from  Oamoeiu."— and  the  last  the  nmuuitu 
which  conunenees  with  the  "Fonnt  Sanctuary,"  and  hicludes  Ke- 
GOrds  of  Womsn,"  toeether  with  neuly  all  her  later  eBbrti 

In  point  of  poetlcar  merit,  there  can  be  little  doubt  tba  the  las 
Beckon  (or  tpmstendJi  the  first,  and  Ibfina  the  Kroundworh — ^hethc 


But  ss  noonday  has  Ita  moming.  so  even  these  were  onlj  Ihe  b  os 
snms  Stom  antecedent  bads',  andj  as  matter  of  literary  enrloi  ly  we 
have  appended  a  selecHan  tMm  Un.  UemBoa'i  really  JDV«n  le  eJEnts, 
Bulflcleat  to  allow  the  fint  enendoua  itf  that  genlna,  which  Ume  and 
exenlon  afberwaida  ripened^lo  "On  bl^t  conmunmate  flowe 
Even  after  the  eariy  poetical  attempts  of  Cowley  and  Pope  of  Chat 
terlon.  Khke  While,  and  Byron,  aomeofOiefolUniingDBlpoiulneaof 
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ON  MY  Jf OTHER'S  BiETHDAY. 


«i  by  Google 


Tlio  tuneiiil  birds  begin  their  lay. 

To  celebrate  ihy  nalal  day. 

The  breeze  iE*wilI,  the  sea  is  cahn. 

And  the  whole  scene  combines  to  chami ; 

The  flowera  revive,  Ihia  charming  May     ■ 

Because  it  is  thy  natal  day. 

The  sky  is  blue,  the  day  serene, 

And  only  pleasure  now  ie  seen ; 

The  rose,  the  pinli.  the  tulip  gay, 

Combine  to  bless  ihy  natal  day. 


Oh  !  God,  my  Father  and  my  E^iei 
Ever  ihy  bles»ng  lo  me  senil ; 
Lei  me  have  Virtue  for  my  guide, 
And  Wisdom  always  at  my  side ; 
Thus  cheerfiilly  through  life  I'll  go. 
Nor  ever  feel  the  stin?  of  woe  ! 
Contented  with  the  humblest  lot, 
Happy,  though  m  the  meanest  cot. 


ADDRESS  TO  TUB  DEITY. 

The  infant  muse,  Jehovsh!  would  aspire 

To  swell  the  adoration  of  the  lyre : 

Soutt:e  of  ail  good,  oh !  teach  my  voice  to  sing 

Thee,  from  whom  Nature's  genuine  beauties  spring ; 

Thee,  God  of  truth,  omnipotent  and  wise, 

Who  saidst  to  Chaos,  "  let  the  cartli  arise." 

Oh !  author  of  the  rich  luxuriant  year. 

Love,  Truth,  and  Mercy,  in  thy  works  appear : 

Within  their  orbs  the  planets  dosl  Thou  keep. 

And  e'en  hast  limited  the  mighty  deep. 

Uh  '.  could  1  number  thy  inspirins  ways. 

And  wake  the  voice  or^antmaleiTpraise ! 

Ah,  no!  the  theme  shall  swell  a  cherub's  note  j 

To  Thee  eelesdal  hymns  of  rapture  float. 

'Tia  not  for  me,  in  lowly  strains  lo  sing 

Thee,  God  of  mercy,  heaven's  immortal  King. 

Vet  10  that  happiness  I'd  £iin  aspire  ; 

Oh !  fill  my  heart  with  elevated  lire ; 

With  angel-sonfis  an  ortlfss  voice  shall  blend. 


And  when  lo  Thee  i 


SONNET  TO  MY  MOTHER. 

To  thee  maternal  guardian  of  my  yonth, 

I  pour  the  genninc  numbers  free  from  art ; 
The  lays  iuE^iied  by  gralilude  and  Ctufh, 

For  then  wih  prize  the  efTiiSLon  of  the  heart 
Oh !  be  it  mine,  with  sweet  end  pious  care, 

To  calm  Ihy  bosom  in  the  hour  of  grief; 
With  soothing  tenderness  to  chase  the  (ear, 

With  fond  endeaiments  la  impart  relief. 
Be  mine  thy  warm  aflectton  lo  lepay 

With  dateoua  love  in  thy  declining  hours  ; 

My  filial  hand  shall  strew  un&ding  Sowers, 


Perennial  roses  to  adorn  thy 
Still  may  thy  grateful  child 
Their  pleasing  oate  affliclii 


'Tis  sweet  to  think  the  epiria  of  the  blest 

May  hover  round  the  virtuous  man's  repose ; 
And  ofi  it)  visions  onimate  his  breast, 

And  scenes  (^  bright  beatitude  disclose. 
The  ministers  of  Heaven  with  pure  control, 

May  bid  his  sorrow  and  emotion  cease, 
Inmire  the  pious  fervor  of  Ilia  soul, 

And  whisper  to  his  bosom  hollow'd  peace. 
Ah '.  tetider  thought,  that  oft  with  sweet  relief 

May  charm  the  bosom  of  a  weeping  friend, 
Beeuile  with  magic  power  the  tear  ofgrief. 

And  pensive  pleasure  with  devolicn  bleo,  i 
While  oft  he  fancies  music,  sweetly  feint. 
The  airy  lay  of  some  departed  saint. 


RURAL  WALKS. 


Oh  1  may  I  ever  pass  my  happy  hours 

In  Cambrian  valleys  and  romantic  bowers ; 

For  every  spot  ii:  sylvan  beauty  drest, 

And  every  landecape  charms  my  youthful  breaat. 


JUVjmiLR  POEMS. 

■•-■'  ■'■-^  Teraal  mom, 

-  -,—     — -  mossy  seal  adorn  ; 

;9  through  the  lonely  wood  I  eaaj. 
To  cull  the  tender  rosebuds  in  my  way ; 
And  seek  in  every  witd  seeluded  delt. 
The  weeping  cowslip  ond  the  azure  bell ; 
With  all  theT>lo9Soms.  fairer  in  the  dew, 
To  form  the  gay  iestoon  of  varied  hue. 
And  oft  I  seeft  the  cultivated  green. 
The  fertile  meadow,  and  the  village  scene ; 
Wiiere  rosy  children  sport  aronndlhe  eot. 
Or  gather  woodbine  from  the  garden  spot. 
And  theie  1  wander  by  the  cheerful  rill, 

To  view  the  smiling  peasants  lutn  the  h.iy. 
And  Uaten  to  their  pleasing  ieetive  lay. 
I  love  to  loiter  in  the  spreading  grove. 
Or  in  the  mountain  scenery  to  rove  ; 
Where  summits  rise  in  awful  grace  around. 
With  hoary  moss  and  tufted  verdure  crown'd  ; 
Where  olilfe  in  solemn  majesty  are  piled, 
"  And  Etown  upon  the  vale"  with  grandeur  wild: 
And  there  I  view  the  mouldering  tower  sablime, 
Array'd  in  all  the  blending  shades  of  Time. 
The  airy  upland  and  the  woodland  green, 
The  valley,  and  romantic  mountain  aeene  ; 
TTie  lowly  hermitage,  or  lair  domain. 
The  dell  retired,  or  willow-shaded  lane  ; 
"  And  every  Bpot  in  sylvan  beauty  dtesc. 
And  every  landscape,  eharma  my  youthful  breast." 


1  LOVE  to  hail  the  mild  and  balmy  hour, 

When  evening  spreads  around  her  twilight  veil ; 
When  dews  descend  on  every  languid  flower, 

And  sweet  and  tranquil  is  the  summer  gale. 
Then  let  tne  wander  by  the  peaceful  tide, 

While  o'er  the  wave  the  breeies  lightly  play ; 
To  hear  the  waters  murmur  as  they  glide. 

To  mark  the  fading  smile  of  cloamgday, 
.  There  let  me  linger,  hlest  in  visions  dear. 

Till  the  aofl  mooijwams  tremble  on  the  seas  ; 
While  melting  sounds  decay  on  fancy's  ear, 

Of  airy  music  floating  on  the  breeze. 
For  still  when  evening  sheds  the  genial  dews, 
That  penaivs  hour  is  sacred  to  the  muae. 
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TO  MY  MOTHER. 
If  e'er  for  human  blise  or  woe 
I  feel  ihe  Bymi>athetic  glow ; 
If  e'er  myiiearl  has  leam'd  to  know 

The  gen'rous  wish  ot  pruyer ; 
Who  sow'd  Ihe.  germ  with  tender  hand  ? 
Who  mark'd  ila  inlant  leaves  expand  ) 

My  molher'a  fostering  taie. 
And  if  one  flower  of  charms  refined 
May  grace  [he  giarden  of  my  mind  : 

'Twas  she  who  nursed  it  there : 
She  ioved  to  dierish  and  adorn 

Each  blossom  of  the  soil ; 
To  banish  every  weed  and  thorn. 

That  oft  opposed  her  toil ! 
And  oh!  ife'er  Isigh'd  to  claim, 
The  palm,  the  living  palm  of  Fami>, 

The  Blowing  wreath  of  praise ; 
Ife'er  I  wiah'd  the  glittering  stores. 
Thai  Fortune  on  her  fev'rite  pours ; 
'Twas  but  that  wealth  and  fame,  if  mine. 
Round  Thee,  with  streaming  rays  might  dune 

And  gild  thy  sun-bri^t  daya '. 
Yet  not  that  splendor,  pomp,  and  power. 
Might  then  irradiato  every  hour  ; 
For  these,  my  mother  I  well  I  know. 
On  thee  no  raptures  could  bestow ; 
But  could  thy  bounty,  warm  and  kind. 
Be,  like  ihy  wishes,  tincot^ned  ; 
And  fall,  as  manna  from  the  skies, 
And  bid  a  train  of  blessmgs  lise, 

DiUbsing  joy  and  peace ; 
The  tear-drop,  gratefiil,  ^ure,  and  briglit. 
For  thee  woiudlwam  with  softer  light. 
Than  at)  the  diamond's  crfsla)  rays. 
Than  ail  the  emerald's  lucid  blaze ; 
And  joys  of  heaven  would  thrill  thy  heart. 
To  bid  one  bosom-grief  depart, 

One  tear,  one  sorrow  cease  '. 
Then,  oh!  may  Heaven,  that  loves  to  bleii^ 
Bestow  the  pamer  to  cheer  distress : 
Make  Thee  its  minister  below. 
To  hght  the  cloudy  path  of  woe  : 
To  vrait  the  deserted  cell. 
Where  indigence  is  doom'd  to  dwell ; 
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To  raise,  when  drooping  lo  Ihe  eanh. 
The  blossoms  of  negleoled  worlh ; 
And  round,  with  liberal  tiand,  dispensa 
The  sunshine  of  beneHcence '. 
Bat  flh  I  if  Fnte  Hhoold  still  denv 
Deligfiia  like  ihes',  coo  rich  and  high ; 
If  grief  and  pain  ihy  sleps  assail. 
In  life's  renqole  and  wintry  vale  ; 
I'hen,  as  Ihe  wild  ^lolisn  lyre, 

Compjaliia  with  soft  entrancing  number, 
When  the  lone  stMm  awakes  the  wire. 

And  bids  enchanimem  cease  lo  elumbet  i 
So  lilial  love,  with  soolliing  voice, 
E'en  then,  shall  leach  ihee  lo  tcioice ; 
E'en  then,  shall  sn^eeter,  milder  sound. 


TO  MY  YOUNGER  BROTHER. 

Jfuore,  ajid  the  baalt  of  Ointniu. 

Though  dark  are  the  prospects  and  heavy  the  hours. 

Though  life  is  a  descrl,  end  cheerless  the  way ; 
Yel  stilfshall  affection  ndum  il  with  flowers, 

Whose  fragrance  shall  never  decay ! 
And  lo !  to  embrace  ihee,  my  Brother  I  she  flies, 

With  artless  delight,  thai  no  words  can  bespeak ; 
Willi  a  sunbeam  of  transport  illuming  her  eyes, 

Willi  a  smile  and  a  glow  on  her  cheek '. 
From  Ihe  trophies  of  war,  from  the  spear  and  the  shield. 

From  scenes  of  destruction,  from  perils  unblesl ; 
Oh :  welcome  again,  io  the  grove  and  the  field. 

To  the  valo  of  retirement  and  rest. 
Then  warble,  sweet  mose !  with  the  lyte  and  the  voice. 

Oh  '.  gay  be  the  measure  and  sjwnive  the  strain ; 
For  tight  is  my  heart,  and  my  spirits  rejoice. 

To  meet  Ihee,  my  Biulher !  again. 
Whpn  the  heroes  of  Albion,  still  valiant  and  true. 

Were  bleeding,  were  falling,  with  victoiy  crown'd 
How  often  would  fancy  present  to  my  view 

The  horrois  that  wailed  thee  round  l 
How  constant,  how  fervei 


Hnw  eaJ  and  how  often  descended  the  tear, 
(Ah !  lone  shall  remembrance  the  image  retain) 

How  mournful  the  Biah,  when  I  trembled  wilh  fear 
I  might  never  behold  thee  again '. 

And  the  tear-drop  ia  Bed,  like  the  dew  on  the  rose  ; 
Thy  dangers,  our  teats,  have  endear'd  thee  the  more. 

And  lay  bosom  wilh  tenderness  glows ! 
And  oh!  when  the  dreams,  the  enchantments  of  youth, 

Bright  and  transient,  have  fled,  like  the  rainbow,  away ; 
My  ailectioii  far  thee,  (till  unfading  in  truth. 

Shall  never,  oh '.  never  decay '.      ' 

Whaie'er  be  the  lot  I  am  destined  to  share ; 

It  will  smile  in  the  sunshine  of  hope  and  of  joy 

And  beam  through  the  cloud  of  despair  '. 


TO  MY  ELDEST.  BROTHER, 

How  many  a  day,  in  various  hues  array'd. 

Bright  witli  gay  sunshine,  or  eclipsed  with  shade 

How  many  an  hour,  on  silent  wing  is  past, 

O  my  loved  Brother  I  since  wo  saw  thee  last ! 

Since  Iften  has  childhood  ripen'd  into  youth, 

And  fancy's  dreams  have  fled  from  sober  trutli ; 

Her  splendid  fobrics  melting  into  air. 

As  sage  experience  waved  the  wattd  of  oarc  '. 

Yet  mMI  thme  absetH»  wabee  the  tender  sigh, 

And  the  tear  trembles  in  afleotion's  eye  ! 

Wlien  shall  we  meet  again  !— with  glowing  ray, 

Henrt-g^iihing  hope  illumes  some  future  day ; 

Checks  the  sad  thought,  bcsniles  the  starting  tear 

And  sings  benignly  still — that  day  is  near ! 

She,  with  bright  eye,  and  soul-bewilcbing  voice. 

Wins  us  to  smile,  mspires  us  to  rejoice  ; 

Tells,  thai  the  hour  approaches,  to  restore 

Our  chrish'd  wanderer  to  his  home  once  more  ; 

Where  sacred  ties  his  manly  worth  endear, 

To  faith  still  true,  afTectjon  still  sincere  ! 

Then  the  past  woes,  the  future's  dubious  lot, 

111  that  blesi  meeting  shall  be  aU  forgot! 

And  joy's  fiill  radinnce  gild  ^t  san^right  hour. 

Though  all  around  tb'  impending  storm  should  lower. 

Now  distant  far,  amidst  the  intrepid  host, 
Albion's  firm  sons,  on  Lusitaoia's  coast, 
(That  gallant  band,  in  countless  datigers  tried, 
Where  glory's  pole-slar  beams  their  constant  guidej 
Say,  do  Iky  thoughts,  my  Brother,  fondly  snay 
To  Cambria's  vales  and  mountains  fat  awayf 


Dear  social  eoeaes,  depaned  joys  re 
In  softer  tinla  delighting  lo  relrace, 
Each  tender  image  and  each  well-known  face! 
Yea  !  wanderer,  yea !  ihy  spirit  fliea  to  those. 
Whose  love,  unalter'd,  warm  and  faithful  glows. 
Oh!  could  that  love,  through  lifa'a  eventfiil  hours 


thy  scenes  and  strew  Ihy  path 

rerennialjoy  shcald- ■-'  ■^~  -•■ 

No  struggle  rend  thf 
But  thoaai 


Still  dwell  em 
And  timi  nnd 


joy  Bhcnld  harmonize  thy  breast 

'Is  rend  thee,  and  no  cares  molei 

r  lenderneSB  can  but  bestow 

hope,  the  prayer,  nvetting  woe 

"e,  with  pure,  unclouded  name, 

unshine,  lar  and  near — the  aan 

hroned  within  th'  unvarying  hi 

vital— bat  with  life  depart  i 


Oh,  thou !  whose  pure,  eialted  mind, 

Lives  in  this  record,  fair  and  bright ; 

Oh,  thou !  whose  blameless  life  combined, 

Soft  female  charms  and  grace  refined, 

With  science  and  with  light ! 

Celestial  maid '.  whose  spirit  soar'd 

Beyond  this  vale  of  teara ; 
Whose  clear,  enlighten'd  eye  explored 
The  lore  of  years! 
of  Heaven  !  if  here,  e'en  here, 

fof  towering  thought  was  tliins 
im  and  mundane  sphere. 
Fair  truth  illumed  thy  bright  career, 
With  moraing-slar  divine ; 
How  must  thy  hles^  ethereal  soot, 
NaiD  kindle  in  her  noon-tide  ray ; 
And  hail  unfelter'd  by  control, 
The  Fount  of  Day! 
E'en  noUT,  perhaps,  thy  seraph  eyes, 

Undimm'd  by  doubt,  nor  veil'd  by  fear, 
Behold  a  chain  of  wonders  rise ; 
Gaze  on  the  noon-beam  of  the  skies. 

Transcendent,  pure  and  clear ! 

E'en  note,  the  &ir,  the  good,  the  true, 

From  mortal  sight  ccuc'" 


Inhght 


X  ihy  raptured  vi 
,veaPd! 


■    HrVENTLE  POEMS. 

If  here,  the  lore  of  diglant  lime. 
And  learning's  flowers  were  all  ihine  ow 

S)w  must  thy  mind  ascend  sublime, 
alured  in  beaven's  empyreal  clime. 
To  lighl's  unclouded  Ihrone  1 
Ferhnps,  e'en  noic,  thy  kindling  glance, 

Each  orb  of  living  fire  explores ; 
Darts  o'er  creation's  wide  expanse. 
Admires — adores '. 
Oh  J  y  that  tishLinns-eye  surveys 
Thia  dark  and  su&lunary  plain  ; 
How  must  ihe  wreath  ot  human  praise. 
Fade,  wither,  vanish,  in  thy  gaze. 
So  dim,  so  pale,  so  vain  ^ 
How,  like  a  fain!  and  shadowy  dream, 
Must  quiver  learning's  brightest  ray ! 
While  on  [hine  eyes,  with  lucid  stteam. 
The  sun  of  (rfory  pours  his  beam. 
Perfection's  day ! 


THE  SILVER  LOCKS. 


__.*n  elow ; 

,,_  „ -a  ihy  hoary  nead. 

Has  lime  the  robe  of  honor  spread. 

And  (here,  oh  !  softly,  aoftly  shed, 

Hiswreathofanow! 

As  frosl-wori  on  the  trees  display'd. 

When  weeping  Flora  leaves  ifie  shade. 

E'en  more  than  Flora,  charms  the  sight ; 

E'en  so  thy  locks  of  purest  while,    ■ 

Survive,  in  age's  frost-work  bright. 

Youth's  vernal  rose  deoaj^d  ! 
To  sTBce  the  nymph  whose  tresses  play 
Lient  on  the  sportive  breeae  of  May, 
Let  other  bards  the  garland  twine, 


Le^  while  the  winter's  fringing  rime ; 
Nor  do'  Belinda's  lovelier  seem, 
(A  Poef  3  blest  immorlal  theme,) 
llian  iMne,  which  wear  the  moonlight  beam 
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Oh!  much  revered!  may  filial  care, 

Around  Ihec,  duleous,  long  tepair, 

I'by  joys  wich  tender  biiaa  lo  slisrB 

Thy  pains  beguile ! 

Lang,  long,  ye  anowy  ringlelfl,  wave, 

T  — g,  long,  your  niiich-loved  beauty  sa 

"■■  '"-■)  Vour  latest  ereniug  crown, 


'il&yU& 


And  lint! 
Thus,  on  the  eoo' 
May,  joy,  with  ci 


THE  ROIN  AND  ITS  FLOWERS. 
Sweets  of  the  wild !  tbal  breathe  and  bloom 

On  thia  lone  tower,  this  ivied  wall ; 
Lend  to  ihe  sale  a  rich  perfume. 

And  grace  the  ruin  iti  its  fall ; 
Though  dooin'd,  remote  from  careless  ej'e. 
To  amile,  to  flourish,  and  Id  die, 


Breathe,  fragtance  !  bieathe,  etirich  the  air 
TliOHgh  wasted  on  its  wing  unknown  ! 

Blow,  flow'tets!  blow,  thougS  vainly  &ir. 
Neglected  and  alone  I 

These  flowers  that  long  withstood  the  btaal 

These  mossy  towets  are  mouldering  feat, 
While  Flora's  children  aiay— 
To  manlle  o'er  the  lonely  pile. 
To  gild  DeatmctioH  with  a  sinile. 
And  beaulily  Decay '. 

Sweets  of  the  wild !  uncultured  blowing. 
Neglected  in  lusunance  glowmg ; 


Whilst  all  is 

Like  eunahine  oi 


cr  beamy  1 


Thou  liooty  pilp,  majealio  still, 
Memento  of  deparled  feme ! 

While  roving  o'er  the  moaa-clad  hill, 
I  ponder  on  thine  ancient  name  '. 


While  Glorjr,  Honor,  Fancy,  weep, 

That  vamah'd  is  ihe  gojden  dream ! 
Where  are  the  banners,  waving  proud. 

To  kias  the  Eummer-eale  of  even- 
All  puiple  as  the  mommg  cloud. 

All  areaming  lo  the  wmds  of  Heaven  ? 
Where  is  (he  hniTJ,  by  rsplure  strung. 
To  melting  aong,  or  martial  story! 
Where  are  the  lays  the  minstrel  sung. 

To  loveliness,  or  glory  1 
Lorn  echo  of  theae  mouldering  walls. 
To  thee  no  festal  measure  calfi : 
No  music  through  ihe  desert  hftlls, 

Awakes  thee  to  rejoice  I 
How  still  thy  sleep !  aa  death  profound, 
As  if,  within  thia  lonelj'  round, 
A  step — a  note — a  loAieper'd  sound. 

Had  ne'er  aroused  thy  voiee  I 
Thou  hcar'at  (he  lephyr  murmuring,  dying, 
Thou  heoi'st  the  foliage  waving,  sighing ; 
But  ne'er  again  shall  harp  or  song, 
These  dark  deserted  courts  along, 

Distiuh  Ihy  calm  repose  j. 
The  harp  is  broke,  the  song  la  fled. 
The  voice  is  huah'd,  (he  bard  ia  dead  ; 
And  never  shall  thy  tonea  repeat. 
Or  lofty  strain,  or  carol  sweet, 

W  til  plaintive  close ! 
Proud  Castle  1  though  the  daya  are  flown, 
When  once  thy  toweis  in  glory  dione  ; 
When  music  through  thy  turrets  rung. 
When  bannera  o'er  thy  ramparts  hung, 
Thon^  'midst  thine  arches,  frowning  lone. 
Stem  "Desolation  rear  Ms  throne ; 
And  Silence,  deep  and  awliil,  reign, 
Where  echo'd  onee  the  choral  strain  ; 
Tet  oft,  dark  ruin  1  lingering  here, 
The  Mnae  will  hail  thee  with  a  tear  ; 
Here  when  the  moonlight,  quiv'ring,  beanu. 
And  through  the  fringing  ivy  streama, 
And  softens  every  shade  sublime. 
And  mellowa  every  tint  of  Time — 
Vol.  k.— 18 
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Oh!  here  shall  CoWempla lion  love, 
Uneeen  and  undisturb'd,  lo  rove ; 
And  bending  o'et  eome  mossy  tomb, 


And  list'ning  to  che  swelling  bi 

^•-Ell  wako  Ihe  Spirit  of  the  Pi 

.11  up  the  forma  C^gea  fled, 


Shall  wako  the  Spirit  ot  the  Past, 
'^-"  ---■--■■-— a c'jgea fled, 

ot^ii]Etrels  dead : 
fieH,who 


Who: 
With 


(OUghl  the  fieH,  who  struck  the  lyre, 
all  Ambition's  kinilling  fire ! 
Nor  wilt  ihon.  Spring !  refuse  to  brealhe 

Soft  odors  on  this  desert  air ! 
Refiise  to  twin"  thine  earliest  wreath, 

And  fringe  Ibeae  towers  with  garlands  fair ! 
Sweeta  of  the  wild,  oh !  ever  bloom. 

Unheeded  on  this  ivied  wall ', 
Lend  to  the  gale  a  rich  perfame, 

And  grace  the  ruin  in  its  iall ! 

Thua,  round  Misfortune's  holy  head. 

Would  Pity  wreaths  of  honor  spread ; 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 
Fair  Gratitade  !  in  strain  sublime, 

Swell  high  to  Heaven  thy  lunefUI  zeal ; 
And,  hailing  this  auspicious  time, 

Kneel,  Adoration  I  kneel ! 

CHORDS. 
For  lo !  the  day,  th'  immortal  day. 
When  Mercy's  fiill,  benignant  ray, 
Chased  every  gathering  cloud  away, 
And  pour'd  the  noon  of  light ! 
Rapture '.  be  kindling,  moan  tin  g,elowiQg, 
While  from  thine  eye  the  tear  is  flowing, 
Pure,  warm,  and  bright  I 
Twas  on  this  day,  oh,  Love  Divine ! 
The  Orient  Star's  effulgence  rose  ; 
Then  waked  the  Mom,  whose  eye  benign, 
Shall  never,  never  close ! 

MeSHahl  be  thy  name  adored. 
Eternal,  high,  redeeming  Lord ! 
By  gratehil  worlds  be  anlberaa  ponr'd 


=*Srx^te^' 


Emanuel !  Prince  of  Peace  I 
This  day,  from  Heaven's  empjreat  dwelling, 
Harp,  lyre,  and  voice,  in  concert  swelling, 
Bade  discord  cease  '- 
Wake  ihe  loud  ptean,  tune  the  voice, 

Children  of  hpHven  and  eons  of  earth '. 
Setapha  and  men !  emit,  rejoice. 
To  bleas  the  Saviour's  birth ! 


Devotion  '.  light  thy  purest  fire  I 
Ttanaport  on  cherub-wing  aapire  i 
Praise !  wake  to  Him  ihy  golden  lyre, 

Slrike  every  thrilling  chord! 
While  at  the  Arit  of  Mercy  kneeling 
"' n  thy  grace,  reviving,  healing, 


Redeemer!  Loiii! 


THE  DOMESTIC  AFFECTIONS- 
Whence  are  those  ttiiniiuil  ioya  in  mercy  given, 
1  o  light  the  wildemeEB  with  beams  of  heaven  ? 
To  soothe  our  cares,  and  through  the  cloud  ditTuse, 
Their  temper'd  sundiiiic,  and  celestial  hues  1 
Those  pure  delights,  otdain'd  on  life  to  throw 
Gleams  of  the  hfisa  ethereal  natures  know  1 
Sav,  do  Ihev  grace  Ambition's  regal  throne, 
Wlien  kneeling  myriads  oiil  ihe  world  hie  own! 
Or  dwell  with  Lm'rj',  in  th'  enchanted  bcwets, 
Where  taste  and  wealth  exert  crealise  powers  ? 

Favor'd  of  Heaven!  O  Genlas  '■  are  ihey  thine. 
When  round  thy  brow  the  wtcatha  of  glory  shine ; 
While  rapture  gazes  on  thy  radiant  way, 
'Midst  the  bright  realms  of  clear  and  mental  day  ? 
No  !  sacred  joys!  'tis  yours  to  dwell  enshrined, 
Most  fondly  eherish'd  m  the  purest  mind  ; 
To  twyie  with  flowers,  those  loved,  endearing  ties, 


There  sheds  her  spirit  on  the  lonely  £ 
(Jem  of  seeluaon!  treasure  of  the  vale . 
Thus,  fer  retired  from  life's  tumultaoue  road. 
Domestic  Bliaa  has  fix'd  her  cahn  abode. 
Where  hallow'd  Innocence  and  sweet  Repose 
May  strew  her  shadowy  path  with  many  a  rose. 
As,  when  dread  thunder  shakes  the  troubled  sky. 
The  cherub,  Infarcy,  can  close  its  eye, 
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eetly  smile,  u 


e  lh«ir  pinions  ni 


_ .     ,  ™s  of  Diecotd  roll. 

Borne  on  resistless  win^  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
White  War's  red  %htainip  desulste  tlie  ball, 
And  ihronee  and  eriipiresin  destmclion  fall; 
Then  calm  aa  evenine  on  the  silvery  wave. 
When  the  wind  aliunEers  in  the  ocean  cave. 
She  dwells  unrutiQed,  in  her  bower  of  reel, 
ffer  empire  Home ! — her  throne,  Affection's  breaet ! 

For  her,  Bweet  Ketora  wears  her  lovcUestJjlooms, 
And  Bofler  Bunshine  every  si;ene  illumes. 
When  Spring  ilwakes  the  spirit  of  Che  breeze, 
Whose  light  wing  nndolales  ^e  sleeping  seas  ; 
When  Sonuoer,  waving  her  creative  wnnd. 
Bids  verdure  stnile,  and  glowina  life  expand  ; 
Or  Aatumn'B,  pencil  flheds,  with  magic  trace, 
O'er  fading  loveliness,  a  moonlight  grace  ; 
Oh !  still  lor  her,  through  Wature's  IxJundless  reign. 
No  charm  is  lost  no  beauty  blooms  in  vain  ; 
While  mental  peace,  o'er  every  prospect  bright 
Throws  mellowing  tints, and  barmonizing  light! 
Lo  I  borne  on  clouds,  in  ruling  mi^l  sabhnie, 
Stern  Winter  bnreting  irom  the  polar  clime, 
Ttlamphanc  waves  hia  ei>nal-torch  on  high. 
The  blood-red  meteor  of^fbe  northern  sky ! 
And  high  through  darkness  rears  his  giant-fi>rm. 
His  throne  the  billow,  and  his  dag  the  storm ! 
Yel  then,  when  bloom  and  sunshine  are  no  moie. 
And  the  wild  surges  foam  along  the  shore  ; 
Domestic  Bliss,  thy  heaven  Is  still  serene. 
Thy  star  unclouded,  and  thy  myrtle  green! 
Thy  fene  of  rest  m.  raging  storms  invade. 
Sweet  peace  is  ihine,  the  stranh  of  Ihc  shade  '. 
Clear  throooh  the  day,  her  light  around  thee  glows. 
And  gilds  the  midnight  of  thy  deep  repose! 
— Hail,  sacred  Home !  where  sirft  Affection's  hand. 
With  flcweis  of  Eden  twines  her  magic  band ! 
Where  pure  and  bright,  (he  social  ardors  rise, 
Concentrating  all  their  holiest  energies ! 
.When  wasting  toil  has  dimm'd  the  vital  flame. 
And  every  power  deserts  the  sinfcuig  frame  ; 
Exhaosfed  nature  still  from  sleep  implores 
The  charm  that  lulls,  the  manna  that  restores  i 
ThuR,"when  oppreas'd  with  rude,  tumnllnous  cares. 
To  thee, sweet  Home!  the  feinting  mind  repairs! 
Still  to  tjiv  breast,  a  wearied  pilgrim,  fliee, 
Her  ark  of  retiige  from  uncerlaiu  skies! 


To  thee  we  turn,  slill  faiihfUl,  from  afiir, 
Thee,  our  bright  visia!  thee,  our  magnel-atar ! 
And  from  the  martial  field,  the  troubled  sen, 
Unfeller'd  thought  slill  loves  to  bliss  and  thee! 

When  ocean-eaunds  in  nwfut  slumber  die, 


—   --r,  the  ssilor  wakes  to  kt,^, 

'Midet  the  dead  calm,  the  vigil  of  the  deep ! 
No  gleaming  shores  bis  dim  horizoif  bound. 
All  Eeaven-and  sea-«nd  soliiude  around  I 
Then,  from  the  lonely  deck,  llie  silent  helm, 
From  the  wild  ffrandeur  of  the  shadowy  realm  ; 
Slill  homewarrTbomr    '  ■    "-       -  -      ■ 


is  fancy  nnconliQed, 


iiiiu  t/aii^ci  nu^m—uK  iiLoiiuivLj  ui  ifie  wave  •- 
Lo!  rocka  and  slonns  the  striving  bark  repel, 
And  Death  and  Shipwreck  ride  the  (baming  swell ! 

Child  of  the  ocean !  is  ihv  bier  the  surge. 
Thy  grave  the  billow,  and  the  wind  thy  dii^ie  t 
Yes !  thy  long  toils,  Ihy  weary  conflict's  o'er. 
No  slorm  shaJl  wake,  no  perils  rouse  thee  more! 
Yet,  m  thai  solemn  hour,  that  awful  strife. 
The  Bluggiing  agony  for  death  or  life ; 
E'en  then  thy  mind,  embilt'ring  every  pain, 
Retraced  the  image  so  beloved — ui  vain ! 
Still  lo  sweet  Home,  thy  iaat  regrets  were  true. 
Life's  parting  ^gli — tlie  niurmur  of  adieu ! 

Cai  war's  dread  scenes  the  I 
Each  ^nder  thought,  each  f 
Can  fields  of  carna^,dBys  ( 
The  loved  impression  of  (Ion 

Ye  daylight  dreams !  that  cheer  the  soldier's  breae 
In  hostile  dimes  with  spells  betilgn  and  bleat ; 
Soothe  his  brave  hean,  and  ^ed  your  glowing  ray. 
O'er  the  long  march,  ibrough  Desolation's  way ; 
Oh  ■  Slill  jeTjear  him  from  th'  ensaneuin'd  plain, 
Armor's  bright  flash,  aqd  Victory's  choral  strain ; 
To  that  loved  Home,  where  pure  affection  glows. 
That  shrine  of  blis '.  asylum  ef  repose  '. 
When  all  is  huah'd— the  rage  of  combat  past. 
And  no  dread  war-note  swells  the  moanmg  blast ; 

And  many  an  eye  is  closed  to  wake  no  more  ; 


(The  dewy  deafiibed  of  his  comr 
While  o'er  the  slain  the  leara  of  midoighl  weep, 
Faint  with  Jktigue,  he  ainka  in  slumbera  deep ! 
E'en  then,  soft  visions,  hov'rins  round,  ponraj. 
The  ciierish'd  forms  that  o'er  hia  bosom  sway ; 
He  sees  food  transport  light  each  beaming  face, 
Meets  the  warm  lear-drop,  and  the  long  embrace  ! 
While  the  sweet  welcome  vibrates  through  his  heart, 
"  Hail,  weary  soldier !-— never  more  to  part !'' 

And  lo !  at  last,  releSsed  from  every  toil. 
He  comes ! — the  wanderer  views  his  native  soil ! 
Then  Ike  bright  raptntes  words  can  nener  speak, 
Flish  in  hia  eye,  and  mantle  o'er  his  cheek ! 
Then  Love  and  Friendship,  whose  unceasing  prayer 
Implored  for  '••--   — ' -•- ---■' 


Lcb  guarr 


r illina  puis. ^ 

In  that  blest  moment,  airthe  past  forget — 
Hours  of  suspense,  and  vigils  of  regret ! 

And,  oh '.  for  him,  the  child  of  rude  alarms, 
Rear'd  by  aern  danger  in  the  school  of  arms! 
How  sweet  to  change  tho  war-song's  pealing  note, 
For  woodland-sounds,  in  Bummer-air  that  float ! 
Through  valea  of  peace,  o'er  mountain  wilds  to  roam, 
And  breathe  his  native  gales,  that  whisper — "  Home  I" 

Hail  sweet  endearments  of  domestic  ties, 
Charms  of  existence !  angel  sympathies; 
Though  Figure  smile,  a  soil  Circassian  queen! 


_   ._ylife-puls ....^ 

from  your  source,  atone,  in  mazes  bnght, 
/B  the  full  current  of  serene  delight ! 


Darts  o'er  the  clouds,  exulting  to  adm.... 
Meridian  glory — on  her  tbroite  of  fire ! 
Bird  of  the  Sun  !  his  keen  unwearied  gaze, 
Hails  the  lull  moon,  and  triumphs  in  the  blaxe  j 
Hut  soon,  descending  from  his  height  sublime. 
Day's  bnming  fount,  and  light's  empyreal  clime; 
Once  more  he  speeds  to  joys  more  calmly  blest, 
Mulst  the  dear  mmales  ofhis  lonely  nest ! 
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Tbus  Genius,  mourning  on  his  bright  career, 
Thraugh  ihewide  regkinsef  tbe  mental  sphere; 
And  ptoadijrwBving,  in  hia  gifted  hand. 
O'er  Fancf^  woridB,  Invention's  plastic  wand  ; 
Fearleee  and  firm,  with  lightning-eye  surveys 
The  cleattil  heayen  ot' intellectual  rays  ! 
Yet.  on  bis  course  though  loftiest  hopes  attend. 
And  kindling  raptures  aid  tiini  to  nacend  : 
(While  in  liia  mind,  with  high-bom  grandeur  frau^t, 
Klate  the  noblest  etiergies  of  thought :) 
Sllil,  from  the  bliss,  ethereal  and  r^ned. 
Which  crOY/na  the  soaringa  of  triumphatit  mind, 

Emhosom'd  there,  lo  feel  and  lo  import 
The  softer  pleasures  of  the  aocial  heart! 

Ah!  weep  for  those,  deserted  and  forlorn, 
From  every  tie,  by  fate  relentless  lorn  ; 
See,  on  the  barren  coast,  the  lonely  isle, 
Mark'd  with  no  step,  unclieer'd  by  human  emiie, 
Heart-aicli  and  faint  the  shipwreck'd  wanderer  stand. 
Raise  the  dim  ej^e,  and  lift  the  suppliant  liand  ! 
Eipbre  witJi  iruitless  gaze  the  billowy  main, 
And  weep — and  pray — and  linger — bat  in  vain ! 


j>v,  ivuu^j  «,t.i^,  u  er  clifia  and  deserts  rude, 
HauniB  of  mankind, 'midst  realms  of  solitude! 
And  pauses  oft,  and  sadly  hears  alone, 
The  wood's  deep  sigh,  the  surge's  distant  moan  ! 
All  else  is  hush'd '.  so  silent,  so  profound, 
As  if  some  viewlt«s  power,  presiding  ronnd, 
With  mystic  spell,  unbroken  by  a  breath, 
Had  spread  for  agea  the  repose  of  death  I 
Ah !  still  the  wanderer,  by  the  boundles  deep, 
Lives  but  to  watch— and  watches  but  to  weep  ! 
He  sees  no  sail  in  faint  peispective  rise. 
His  the  dread  loneliness  of  sea  and  skies  I 
Far  Irom  his  chetish'd  friends,  his  native  shore, 
Banish'd  li™n  being — to  return  no  more ! 
There  must  he  die! — within  that  circling  wave, 
That  lonely  isle — liis  prison  and  his  grave ! 

Lo!  through  lhawaate,the  wilderness  of  snowB, 
With  fainting  step,  Siberia's  ejile  goes! 
Homeless  aild  sad,  o'er  many  a  polar  wild, 
Where  beam,  or  flower,  or  verdure  never  smiled ; 
Where  ftost.and  ffllenee  bold  theu  despot-reign. 
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WhiJe  on  thy  faded  cheek,  the  arctic  air, 
Congenla  the  bicter  lear-djop  of  despair  ! 
Yet  not  that  fate  coiidemna  Ihy  closing  day, 
In  that  aiem  ciime,  io  ehed  ilspartina  ray; 
Not  that  fair  nature's  lovelinefa  and  light 

'   "  '  '      ■  n  thy  sight  J 


But  tbac  no  Mend  of  Itindrcd  hi 
Thv  wiwa  tn  minonte,  thy  toils 

er  ibndiy  shall  assuage 
fthylir,,--         - 

... less,  will 

Lull  the  dread  panga  of  diaa , 

For  this  alone,  despair,  a  wltheiine  guest 
Sita  on  thy  brow,  and  cankeis  in  (by  breast 
Yes!  there, e'en  there,  inthattremeDdonsi 
re  desert  grandf^ur  frov 


THWight  of  heaven  ar ... 

And,  like  the  vales  with  gloonl  and  snnshine  graced. 
That  smile,  by  cifcliiiE  Pyrenees  embraced, 
Teach  the  pure  heart,  with  vital  fires  to  glow, 
E'en  'midat  the  world  of  solitude  and  anow  ! 
The  halcyon's  charm,  thus  dreaming  ticiianB  feign. 
With  mystic  power,  could  (ramiuillize  the  main ; 
Bid  the  loud  wind,  the  mountain  billow  sleep. 
And  peace  and  silence  brood  upon  the  deepi 

And  thus,  AfTection,  can  thy  voice  compose 
The  stormy  tide  of  pHssions  and  of  woes ; 
Bid  every  throb  of  wild  emotion  cease. 
And  lull  misfortune  in  the  arms  of  peace ! 

Oh  I  mark  jun  drooping  form,  of  aged  mien, 
Wan,  yet  resign'd  and  hopeless,  yet  serene  1 
Long  ore  victorious  time  had  sought  to  chase, 
Th^loom,  the  smile,  that  once  illumed  his  fece ; 
That  faded  eye  was  dimm'd  with  many  a  care, 
Thoae  waving  locks  were  silver'd  by  despair! 
Yet  filial  love  can  pour  the  soverei^  balm, 
Assuage  his  panga,  his  wounded  spirit  calm! 
He,  a  sad  emigrant  •  condemn'd  to  roam. 
In  life's  pale  autumn  from  his  ruin'd  home  i 
llaa  borne  the  shuck  of  Peril's  darkeat  wave. 
Where  joy — and  hope — anfl  fortune — found  a  graye! 
•Twas  hie,  to  see  Destn^cSon's  fiercest  band, 
Rush,  like  a  Typhon,  on  his  native  land, 
And  roll,  triumphant,  on  their  blasted  way. 
In  fire  and  blood — the  deluge  of  diamay ! 


Ah!  Eiillant  exile !  noblf.  long,  he  bled. 
Long  Driived  the  lemnesl  gath  ring  o'er  ha  head ! 
Till  all  mas  losl '.  and  horror's  darken'd  eye, 
Rouspd  the  fitern  spirit  of  despair  to  die ! 

Ah  !  gallant  exile !  in  the  atorni  thai  roll'd 
Far  o'er  his  country,  rushing  nnoonlroll'd ; 
The  llowets  that  graced  his  path  with  loveliest  bloom. 
Torn  by  the  blast— were  ecailei'd  on  ihe  tomb ! 
When  carnage  bnrat,  exulting  in  the  strife, 
The  bosom  ties  that  bound  his  soul  lo  life ; 
Ye[  oiiG  was  spared  !  and  she,  whose  tiliai  smile. 
Can  sooth  his  wanderings,  and  his  tears  beguile ; 
E'en  then,  could  temper,  with  divine  leUef, 
The  wild  dehrium  of^  unbounded  grief; 
And  whiap'ring  peace,  conceal,  with  duteona  art. 
Her  own  deep  sorrows  in  her  inmost  liearl '. 
And  now,  though  time,  subduing  every  trace, 
Hasnie22ou''tI[ni,tie  never  caa  erase; 
Ofl  will  (he  wanderer's  tear;  in  silence  Bow, 
Still  eadly  liiitltAtl  to  remembei'd  woe ! 
i'hen  she,  who  feels  a  falber's  pang  aione, 
(Still  fondly  slruggiiiig  lo  suppre^  her  oicn,) 
Witli  anxious  termemesa  is  ever  nigh. 
To  chase  the  ima^  that  awakes  tlie  sigh  1 
Her  aneel-voice  his  feinting  soul  can  raise. 
To  brigtiler  vitdons  <>f  celestial  days ! 
And  speak  of  realms,  where  Virme's  wing  shall  soar 


J]  the  past : 
's  deathless  ties, 


Beam  and  ascend  !  the  day-star  of  The  lomb ! 
And  smile  tor  those,  in  elerncel  ordeals  proved, 
Those  lonely  hearts,  bereft  of  all  they  loved. 

I*!  ay  (he  conch  where  pain  and  chili  disease. 
In  every  vein,  (he  ebbing  life-blood  freeze ; 
Where  youth  is  taught,  by  stealing,  slow  decay. 
Life's  closing  lesson — in  its  dawning  day ; 
Where  beauty's  rose  ia  with'ring  ere  its  prime. 
Unchanged  by  sorrow — iind  unsoil'd  by  time ; 
There,  bending  sttil,  with  Si'd  and  sleeplesa  eye. 
There,  from  her  cbild.the  mother  learns  to  die; 
Explores,  with  fearful  gaze,  each  mournful  trace. 
Of  ling'ring  sickness  in  the  faded  litce ; 
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